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THE PORTREEVE 


CHAPTER I 
A HAPPY MAN 

D EVON spread her glory to the sun, and, in vesture of high 
summer, shone like an opal on earth's buxom breast. 
The time was between the harvests. Pale meadows, whence the 
hay had vanished, spread for many a mile over hill and valley ; 
ricks rose silvery and sweet of savour in the hot hazes; corn 
was kerning, and each glowing hour lessened the green of it and 
added to the gold. Beneath Dartmoor's northern wing, removed 
from the central wilderness by some miles of forest, fallow and 
fertile land, a little church-town sunned itself and basked under 
the rare weather. Only in corners unseen sorrow lurked and 
suffering hid its head ; content was at doors and windows ; the 
hollow smiled and chimed with the music of children. Indeed, 
maternity seemed the first business of this nest. Here ripe matrons 
were suckling the race to come, and many a young wife budded 
to motherhood. They congregated where a rivulet, laden with 
sweet water from the Moor, babbled at their cottage doors, 
brought down the first dawn-light to earth, sparkled at noon, and 
reflected the evening star. A bridge spanned the water, and 
beside it sank steps to stream-side. Here the folk, resting 
red pitchers, held their talk of home politics and good and evil 
fortune ; here joy leapt in laughter along ; and here tears some- 
times fell unseen and flowed away to the sea. 

At this morning hour, women moved among the cottages 
and stood in the shade of trees. The burden and heat of the 
day wasUbeing borne upon the land, and in the shop, and on 
the ac&nold. Men were shining at the forge ; men were panting 



4 THE PORTREEVE 

by the river. There fleeces fell and shorn sheep bleated and 
galloped snow-white on the shorn meadows. Men built with 
brick and stone, where unlovely dwellings rose raw about the 
confines of the hamlet. Beneath, the carpenter’s plane whistled 
and the shavings curled sweet and knee-deep at his bench; 
above, the mason's trowel clinked on the brick and hissed into 
the wet mortar. The daily battle waxed under the sun’s fire; 
but the camp was left to women and children. Infants and 
kittens played and purred about the hatches of the cottages; 
ancient, wintry men, bent this way and that by the storm of 
years, crept and buzzed together by the bridge ; droned of the old 
time, and waited, like autumn flies, for the frost to end them. 

Small gardens spread before the cots of Bridgetstowe, and 
its roofs were of weathered slate. The dwellings extended in 
rows slantwise, and woodstacks, barns and trees broke up the 
lines of them. Iron-blue roads dropped into the village from 
north and west and south. In the central spaces extended a sort 
of rialto, or resort, before the door of the “Royal Oak”; and 
over against this rallying-point, separated by a low wall from 
the stir and tumult of existence, there lay the sleeping-places 
of the dead. The men and women of Bridgetstowe plunge into 
life's very heart within twenty yards of the dust that bore them. 
They make love and history upon the confines of their own 
graves. The churchyard lies, like a green jewel, in shining 
setting of sun-baked house-roofs; and tower and trees spring 
together therefrom. But their dead do not dominate those who 
dwell here, and the folk take no thought for these camps and 
lodges of the silent people. Empty pewters and loud laughter 
ring at the inn door on one side of the boundaries ; upon the 
other, church bells chime, and jackdaws make music. There 
is no discord, for all are sounds proper to Bridgetstowe’s life; 
and not one disturbs the green dormitory in the midst. 

Beside the road that enters this village from the neighbouring 
market-town of Okehampton, a dark-browed cottage shall still be 
seen. Its strip of garden on this summer day was aflame with 
crimson phloxes, and along with them strong clumps of Michael- 
mas daisies were preparing future bloom. Over the wicket gate 
a mountain rowan had been trained upon an arch, like a wild 
thing tamed and taught to do a stupid trick. Already its fruit 
reddened to scarlet. * * % 
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Before the door of this little house there stood a man. No 
dewy grave nor dry skeleton threw any shadow on his life’s feast, 
for he was, at once, the serenest and loneliest spirit in his native 
village. But the days of his solitude were numbered, and 
for that reason joy filled him until, among many other cheerful 
hearts, his was the gladdest. Because, where happy mothers 
moved and old folk sat in the sun, contentment spread un- 
consciously and the fair weather and good harvest diffused 
an objective and general spirit and scent of hope ; but in the case 
of this man his ecstasy was personal: he had reached the 
threshold of his fortune, and the future promised nothing but 
prosperity. He was successful; he was healthy; a woman 
he dearly loved had just promised to marry him ; and this climax 
accrued from his own energy, resource and good sense. 

Dodd Wolferstan was a florid, quick-eyed, quick-tempered, 
resolute spirit of one-and-thirty. His straw-coloured hair sat 
smooth and neat to his head ; his small moustache, which in no 
way concealed a pleasant mouth, had the hue of pale amber. A 
demeanour that almost deserved to be called distinguished 
marked him. A fresh, cleanly and manly air sat upon him. 
His speech was brisk ; the glance of his grey eyes was keen with- 
out boldness, and he possessed a natural delicacy of mind that 
resulted in good manners. The son of peasants and orphaned at 
early youth, he had risen from the atmosphere of a workhouse to 
his present position. Some element of inherited or inherent 
talent so favoured him, that his equals were never jealous, and 
his superiors found themselves attracted by his just conduct, his 
religious conviction and his unfailing courtesy. The mainspring 
of the man was ambition ; and any touch of genius that he might 
be said to possess, appeared in the tact with which he kept out of 
sight a trait so apt to be unpleasant. Only one human being had 
ever heard him brag; and she was the woman who meant to 
marry him. To her his high resolves seemed reasonable. Such 
a future as he planned might fairly be predicted from his past — 
so Ilet Yelland thought. She believed that every hair of his 
sleek head had virtue in it, and marvelled that he set his aims so 
low, not that he pitched them so high. Sometimes he chid her 
zeal on his account, yet loved her the better for it. 

The present position of the man involved an immense deal of 
har^m)rk, for he combined a variety of small trades and crafts 
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in his person. When he was twenty-three he had been the best 
thatcher in North Devon, and, at twenty-five, he won half a dozen 
first prizes for ploughing. From these successes he rose to a 
bailiffs place on a large grazing farm and learnt from his master, 
one Alexander Horn, as much as that skilled cattle-breeder could 
teach him. At Bowden Farm he worked for five years, made 
money for the owner, and saved some for himself. Then he 
took three acres of ground at Bridgetstowe and became a success- 
ful market gardener on a small scale. A lofty brick wall, facing 
south, and some fine fruit trees, in pride of bearing, had served 
to win him local fame with pears and apples. He was a scientific 
bee keeper and lectured for the Association. He took photo- 
graphs, and his pictures of the wilder regions of the Moor won a 
small sale among visitors during summer time in the border 
towns. He was Vicar’s churchwarden and had tried without 
success for a seat on the parish council. But office he held, and 
to him belonged the dignity of a post in which the village took 
large pride. Wolferstan was Portreeve of Bridgetstowe — a title 
thought to lend lustre to the hamlet, albeit the real duties proper 
to that position had long been abstracted and bestowed elsewhere. 

In Saxon times this officer was reeve of market towns and 
steward of free men. He stood for the community, controlled 
transactions of sale or barter, and represented power. Not the 
King, not the State, not the lord of the borough elected him. 
He obtained his authority from his equals. He was “ the reeve or 
steward of his town’s rights and liberties for his term of office on 
behalf of his fellow citizens.”* The significance of this functionary 
and his old powers were gradually reduced. The lords of boroughs 
began to influence elections, so that the later portreeves sank to 
mere creatures and represented other interests than those of the 
free-holding and rate-paying communities. To-day the free men 
levy rates no more: it is the people’s part, and machinery of 
guardians and vestries have swept the portreeve into oblivion. He 
remains a picturesque but futile figure, and Dodd Wolferstan’s 
work in this capacity consisted of nominal duties for discharge of 
which other persons were really responsible. The overseership 
of the parish commons, however, in truth devolved upon him, 
and since that labour put him on horseback and took him for 

* See an admirable paper by Mr. P. F. S. Amery, the antiquary. “ Trans- 
actions of Devonshire Association,” 1889. ^ 
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many a gallop along the fringes of the Moor, he delighted in it. 
As a local man he enjoyed Venville rights and privileges, and 
himself pastured at profit a few sheep and ponies upon the waste. 

He was worth rather more than a hundred and fifty pounds a 
year, and knew that his income steadily increased. Life had left 
little leisure for sentiment, but at this moment love came upper- 
most with him, while his master-passioi burnt with banked fires 
beneath. Ambition to achieve ruled his days. Not seldom he 
mingled piety and aspiration when he visited the church to pray 
and to regard certain cenotaphs therein. His parents slept with- 
out and he had set up a memorial to them with the first ten 
pounds that he saved ; but other ana greater Wolferstans slum- 
bered in the vaults beneath St. Bridget’s fane. Openly to claim 
relationship at present had been foolish ; though his soul asserted 
it in secret ; and he looked forward to a time when this pretension 
should be recognized and established. 

To-day Dodd Wolferstan made holiday. He looked up and 
down the road, slapped his neat brown gaiters with a cane, and 
adjusted his hard hat once or twice, for it was new and pinched 
his head a trifle above the ears. His brown tweed suit was also 
new, and he wore a linen shirt. As he stood at his cottage door, 
he seemed outwardly superior to that environment. It was his 
custom to observe the clothes of his betters and imitate them — 
not with vulgar closeness, but at modest distance. His manners 
he modelled after the same method. Thus he had a sort of 
fashion and style of his own — above his station, yet not so much 
above it as to beget either ridicule or jealousy. 

Ilet Yelland was coming to spend the day with her sweetheart, 
and he looked at his watch impatiently. But an hour had yet to 
elapse before she would arrive : so he started to Sourton village 
that he might meet her on the road. 



CHAPTER II 


THE CENOTAPHS 

T HROUGH deep lanes that wind between Sourton hamlet 
under Dartmoor and the village of Bridgetstowe, the 
woman, llet Yelland, proceeded to her lover. She walked slowly 
on the shady side of the way, and fanned herself with her hand- 
kerchief, so that she might be cool for his kiss. Ilet was twenty- 
three and looked rather more than her age. She was tall and 
slightly built. Her face was dark, but healthy and handsome. 
Her expression indicated character and power of feeling; her 
mouth was steadfast yet full and round of lip; and her brown 
eyes were lighted from the heart rather than the mind. Left 
alone in the world, she had come to live with an aunt at Sourton, 
and to make the acquaintance of other relatives not known to 
her before. 

One of these now walked beside her, and they might have 
been judged brother and sister; but Abel Pierce was Ilet’s 
cousin. He dwelt with his widowed mother in a lonely cottage 
on Dartmoor and lived by varied labours — now at oak-rinding in 
the spring woods, now upon the railway hard by, and now upon 
the land. 

The young man’s face was gloomy and love smouldered in his 
sleepy, sulky eyes as he stared down at his cousin. But she 
looked forward and, while in her mind there lurked some regret 
for his grief, her pretty mouth was sunny with smilets and her 
heart beat for another. 

Abel Pierce stood six feet tall and was a thin but powerful and 
wiry man of six-and-twenty years old. His hair was black 
and he wore a beard cut to his chin. On his shoulder hung 
a frail, which contained bread and meat and a tin can of tea. 
He was going to join a break-down gang, where a railwa$4ruck 

8 
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had left the rails and blocked the permanent way near Bridget- 
stowe station ; and he had met his cousin by accident 

“ What do ’e see in Wolferstan beyond the prosperity of the 
man?” he asked suddenly. 

His voice was a deep and harsh bass, and hers, by contrast, 
seemed more than common melodious as she answered. 

“Prosperity’s nought. Tisn’t part of love. I love him be- 
cause I’ve got to. I love him for loving me.” 

** If that was all ! Don’t I love you ? But I’m a day labourer. 
He’s a great man — though he was at the plough-tail not so long 
agone.” 

“You don’t choose to understand, Abel. ’Tisn’t that I’m 
only flattered the likes of him should care for me. How can 
I explain ? You know what it is to love.” 

“Yes, by God!” 

“Abel dear,” she said, “an’ I love you too. You’re a good 
chap ; an’ a good son ; an’ happy will be the she that’s your wife, 
come you take one.” 

“ Never ! There was only you for me — ay, an’ only me for you 
till master Dodd came along, wi’ his flower in his button-hole, 
an’ rosy cheeks, an’ yellow leggings. Don’t say ‘no.’ Be love 
blind? Never; ’tis eyes all over. You was getting to love 
me fast. I know it. By a tender token here an’ there — by your 
eyelids — an’ by them lips, cuddling one another till your mouth 
was like a strawberry; by this and that and t’other sign that 
set me in a tremble to keep my arms from going round you ! 
Why didn’t I put ’em round you afore he came — fool that I 
was ! ” 

“ I wish you wouldn’t think such things.” 

“ I think what I know. An’ my mother knowed. Often — 
often have I axed her, after us had been to see you, or you 
an’ Aunt Susie had corned to drink tea with her — often have 
I said, ‘ What dost think, mother ? ’ An’ she have screwed up her 
little eyes, an’ smiled down deep in her head, an’ the smile of 
her have wriggled up through all the wrinkles to the surface, like 
a fish comes up from deep water to breathe. Then she have 
peeped at me in her dry, old, withered way an’ said, ‘ Ilet’s for ’e 
— I knaw the signs ! ’ ” 

“Not after I met Mr. Wolferstan — not after that.” 

“ Wolferstan ! ’Tis all summed up there ! ” 
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She shook her head. 

“ You won’t understand.” 

“No, I’m dull— a regular dolt. You can’t tumble down 
the life I had built up, just at the name of the Portreeve of 
Bridgetstowe. But tell me this. Ban’t much to ax. Cold 
comfort, yet a consolement like. If he’d never come along -?” 

She thought before answering the trite question. Then a brisk 
figure appeared at a bend of the lane ahead, and Wolferstan’s 
stick was waved in the air. 

“ You ax that, dear Abel ? If you’d listened awhile back, you’d 
have heard me say that I do love you — now, this minute — you an’ 
your mother too — ever since I was orphaned and came to join 
Aunt Susie at Sourton. As to how it might have fallen — ’tis 
at) idle question. He’s here — he’s my all, my first hope and 
thought. He’s the sun to me to guide my going ’twixt now 
and the end. His hopes and fears and good and evil be mine 
for evermore. All — all I’ll do for him that a faithful woman can 
do for man. Nothing ” 

“ Shut your mouth ! ” he said roughly. “ D’you think I don’t 
know what I’ve lost, that you rub it in like this ? Don’t you know 
’tis gall and hell to me to hear you ? Here’s my way. Don’t 
fear me. I’ll be out o’ earshot. I’ve heard enough — an’ this 
I’ve heard : you can love me too. He’s stolen you from me, 
an’, afore the God he makes such a fuss about, he shall pay 
for it ! ” 

The love-stricken Pierce climbed over a stile as Dodd ap- 
proached. 

“Good morning!” shouted the Portreeve, but Abel took 
no notice and went on his way. 

“Sorry,” said Wolferstan as he kissed his sweetheart. “I 
know about it. ’Tis enough to make the world look black for 
him. Maybe a good few more are in the same fix. I can’t 
believe my luck even yet, I let.” 

“ I hope you’ll always call it luck, Dodd.” 

“ No,” he answered, “ ’twas a wrong word and dropped from 
me. You’m the gift of Heaven. I can’t tell ’e half of the 
thoughts that wake in me of a night over you — after the day’s 
work’s done. Thoughts beyond my power of words to handle. 
And the prayers I pray get out of hand also. Too big for words 
they are. ’Tis a queer thing, yet helpful. Prayer rdK^out so 
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wordless as the river in flood, or the organs in church when 
Service is done.” 

“ Maybe God puts the words to it.” 

“ He do, without a doubt.” 

• “I be veiy thankful for you, dear Dodd. I wish I was 
better worth. But Til wear.” 

“ Love's nought that won't, I reckon. I axed myself last night 
— to try myself — what I'd do if I had to choose between being 
lord of the manor and husband of Ilet Yelland.” 

“ Ah ! How long did it take 'e to answer ? ” 

“That's the grand wonder — showing what love of woman 
be. I didn’t answer. The feeling in me was just pure anger 
that the question had come up ! I could have kicked myself for 
the thought. If I might be King of England — what's that 
against you? Better have a queen for a wife than be a king 
yourself — eh ? ” 

“I'll never drag you down, my dear. I han't very clever, 
worse luck, but 'tis wonderful what reading books can do, an' 
the power over spelling an' such like. Without boastfulness, 
I've one useful thing about me: an’ that’s a power of silence. 
Nought becomes an ignorant woman better. I'll never shame 'e 
in public, Dodd.” 

“ Like your greatness to think of such things. Shame me ! 
Let my part be to be worthy of you, Ilet. I may have come 
from good stock away back, an’ right well I know I did ; an' I'll 
live to show the world so ; but that’s good fortune — not to my 
own credit. An' you — you are yourself. That's all I care about. 
Alt' high as I may go, you’ll go higher. I heard my pal, Dicky 
Barkell, say a thing a bit ago that stuck in my mind. He said 
good women was always better than the best men, because they 
don’t know so many ways of being bad. A man can't be so good 
as a woman can.” 

“ Richard Barkell's a fool behind all his chatter. I hate a man 
as talks over your head. Ban’t civil.” 

“ Dick's all right. But I’m going to talk about Dodd Wolfer- 
stan to-day an’ no other man. I’ve planned to walk down 
Lydford Gorge and show 'e Kit's Steps. But first there’s dinner 
spread at the * Royal Oak.’ And before that, I'm going to take 
you in the church to see they monuments.” 

“ 'Tis jjjrone to me, so I'm alongside you,” she said. 
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The church was approached through a lofty gateway and by an 
avenue of lime trees and many tombs. Near the porch a sexton’s 
tools stood and a grave yawned. 

“Old Johns will lie there to-morrow,” said the Portreeve. 
“We shall miss him and his opinions. He remembered the 
ancient times very well. He was one of them old-fashioned men, 
who knew what work meant.” 

They entered St. Bridget’s and Dodd marched up the left 
transept and pointed to an urn in bas-relief above a little tablet. 

“That’s to my parents,” he said. “I had it put up some 
time ago. They died when I was a boy, ten years old, and 
I was brought up by other people. Mother and father lie in 
the churchyard amongst the unknown graves. But this is a 
lasting mark ” 

She nodded and read the inscription : — 

To the memory of Jonathan Dodd Wolferstan of this 
parish, who departed this life on the 20th of February 1880. 
Aged 54 years. 

Also to Jemima Wolferstan, his wife, who died on the 
1 2th of February 1881. Aged 54 years. 

“ lie first deceased. She for a little tried 
To live without him, liked it not and died." 

This monument to the memory of his loved parents was 
erected by their son, Dodd Wolferstan. 

“I got the rhyme off an old tomb. It just suited ’em,” 
the man explained. “When father died, me an’ mother had 
to go into the union workhouse, because she was a very weakly 
woman and never got over bringing me into the world in her 
forty-fourth year. So they died within twelve months of each 
other. Now I want you to look at this famous stone to the 
memory of Lady Honor Wolferstan. It’s nearly two hundred 
and fifty year old. Sexton and Mrs. Ball, the butt-woman, often 
laugh when they see me reading it over. Let ’em laugh ! Time 
will show.” 

He took Ilet to a memorial that stood within the sanctuary 
upon the left side of the holy table. Above it shone a gilded 
coat of arms with the many quarterings of the Wolferstan 
house. 
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Dodd read the record aloud ; and he spoke in a subdued voice, 
because other persons were inspecting the church : — 

To the pious memory of Lady Honor Wolferstan, who 
departed this life the 17th day of December 1663. 

“ Eight fruitful branches still are springing sound 
Though here the root lies dead within the ground. 

Two husbands in their tombs divided lie 
Who both did in the bed of II anor die. 

But here the King of Terrors, oh unjust, 

A.t last hath lay’d their Honor in the dust 
Till that which here is in dishono r sown 
Be raised in Honour to a glorious Throne. 0 

“ Now I hold ’tis from that great lady I spring,” continued the 
Portreeve. “‘Eight fruitful branches’ — mark that. She had four 
sons and two daughters by her second husband, and three of 
those four sons married and got families. Tis my pastime to 
trace it out, though in honesty I can’t say as the links meet yet. 
My grandfather was a humble man.” 

“ What does it matter so long as you are you ? ” 

“It matters a great deal. When Fve got a bit of money to 
spend, Pm going to do more about it. Money’s the thing.” 

“ Tis the last matter I’d spend on,” she said. 

“’Tis the first that I shall,” he answered calmly. “You 
haven’t thought about it. When you have, you’ll feel different. 
Blood’s a grand idea. It may have streamed down through a few 
common women here and there ; but that don’t signify. Nought 
stamps it out of a man wholly. The Courtenay nose has lasted 
for centuries, I’m told Wolferstans have done good things too. 
’Tis a name with a ring to it, in my opinion.” 

“ ’Twill ring true enough as long as you bear it.” 

“Please God. But let me only get the weight of the great 
behind my back, and see how ’twill push me forward 1 ” 

“ I wonder, with your high notions, you didn’t look elsewhere 
for a wife.” 

“Why? A female can’t raise a man. ’Tis him lifts her up — 
according to the length and breadth of his name. I’m a 
Wolferstan. Where’s better ? ” 

“ The Homs where you used to work to Bowden be an ancient 
house, M ff aunt tells me.” 
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He nodded. 

“True; an* they’ve helped to make history in their way. 
Twas actually on their land that there fell heavy fighting in the 
wars, when King Charles the First and Oliver Cromwell were at 
death grips. By night in a gale of wind they fought. Miss 
Primrose knowed all about it, for her forbears were there and 
helped the king’s men. It shows how time topples things. Now 
Farmer Horn’s no better than a red radical, and his daughter 
don’t take a pin of pride in her havage.” 

“ Did you use to see much of her when you was bailiff* there ? ** 
They moved away from the Wolferstan monument as other 
visitors approached it, led by Mrs. Ball. Then Dodd answered 
I)et’$ question. 

ki Yes, I saw a lot of her. She was a great study in woman- 
hood to me, always.” 

** She’s lovely — I know that much.” 

u Not a doubt of it ; an’ wonderful brave for a woman. Good 
blood there, I’ll warrant ! I always felt that with her, for all her 
own contempt of it. A strong-minded sort of girl — and more 
than kind to me. ’Twas she helped me not a little to gather 
knowledge of bygone Wolferstans.” 

“ Belike you was fond of her ? ” 

“ D’you mind what you told me you felt for Abel Pierce— your 
cousin ? An easy sort of regard as might have borne forcing 
into ripeness if nothing else had happened. That was your 
frank word.” 

“ A thought too frank, perhaps,” she said. 

“ Not so. I never felt vexed about it. ’Twas pure honesty in 
you to admit it. An’ I’ll be as honest as you. That’s how I felt 
to her — to say it in all humbleness. Of course she weren’t 
interested in me. Why should she have been? We’re very 
good friends now. I’m going there to eat my dinner on Sunday. 
It hasn’t been proved I’m her equal ; but she knows it can be 
proved.” 

Ilet’s eyes clouded, but her tongue gave praise. 

“ A lovely thing to see on horseback.” 
u She is. She lives for 'em in her queer way — bosses, I mean. 
They are her first friends. Yet she’s not what the quality call a 
'horsy woman.* Still, *tis a pleasure for any sportsman to see 
her mounted.” 
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“ I could a’most find it in me to hate her for knowing you so 
many years afore I did. The more I think, the more the 
wonder grows how you can love as low as me, Dodd.” 

“Don't say silly things like that; and don’t think them. 
You’re as much above me, as I am above poor old Crocker, who 
touched his hat to me as we came down the hill. Yet there have 
been Crockers that hob-nobbed with dukes. Time do tumble 
families over and over so. Men are like sand in a spring — churned 
up one minute to go down the next.” 

“To think of chaps touching their hats to you ! ” 

“Well, first time one did it, I went home and pondered for 
an hour. ’Twas a landmark in life, for you can separate men 
roughly by them as pull their hair and them as don’t.” 

“ Don’t you touch yours to your betters, my dear ? ” 

“Not anyhow, like I did. There’s grades in that business. 
For instance, where I did touch my hat to ladies — now I take it 
off. But, mark you, not like their own men take ’em off ; but 
with a difference and a bit of a bow. Their own men bow from 
the neck. I bow from the small of the back. When I’m higher 
up, I shall bow from the neck too.” 

“ To think of such niceness ! The difficulty ” 

“ It sounds more difficult than it is,” he told her. “ There are 
things that seem a lot to tell about, but are nothing to do. 
They come like nature. I salute men just with the amount of 
civility that’s due to ’em. To parson I always cap and always 
shall — to the holy calling as well as to the man. Also, of course, 
to the lord of the manor. My father always touched his hat to 
a pair of horses, whether he knowed the parties or not. ’Twas a 
simple rule and no harm done to his self-respect — seeing he was 
but a hedge-tacker.” 

“ You’ll never be ashamed of his memory, however ? ” 

“ Not I. He was an honest man in all things. I’m shamed 
of nothing belonging to me. I’d speak of all — except — well, to 
be clear, there’s no need to dwell upon them early days in the 
workhouse. I hate the word. I got out of it and began earning 
my own living at thirteen.” 

She was leaving the church when he stopped her. 

“ Wait till those people go, then just kneel down beside me, Ilet 
— just a minute. I want to see you there. Us have been tokened 
ten daysrbut we haven’t knelt close together to thank God.” 
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She put her band into his where they sat; then, when left 
alone, they prayed for a little while. 

All fell out as Dodd had planned. The day passed joyfully 
for them both, and in the dewy dusk, where a churn-owl made 
his harsh music and dor-beetles set night throbbing, the Portreeve 
drove his love home again to Sourton. 



CHAPTER III 


A SUPPER PARTY 

ABEL PIERCE and his mother dwelt in a cottage beside West 
Okement, where that river winds beneath the northern 
ramparts of Dartmoor. A rivulet called Fishcombe Head 
Water here joins the parent stream, and at the junction stood 
Pierce’s most lonely home under Homerton Hill. Enormous 
undulations of the land billowed down to the valley and then 
rolled up again on the other side. They merged their foot- 
hills at this snug and sheltered dingle and hemmed in silence, 
save for the endless music of the river. No storm shook this 
spot; no tempest broke here until itself was broken on the granite 
wilderness above. The Moor might be swept by hurricanes, 
stabbed by lightning, flogged by hail, but the sequestered coomb 
continued at peace, and the story of the upland chaos only came 
in the roar of the river. Cross eddies of the south-east wind 
raving down by Fishcombe Head Water did indeed invade the 
cottage at times and freeze the milk in the larder ; then Henny 
Pierce, Abel’s mother, would desert her kitchen and light her 
parlour fire until the wind changed. 

Behind the house a deep dingle sloped upward between the 
hills of Homerton and Longstone to the boggy apron of Black 
Tor ; and through its midst Fishcombe Head Water tumbled and 
clattered by granite and heather, ferns and grasses, golden rod 
and the purple buttons of the devil’s-bit scabious. A great holly 
tree marked its winding way, and not far from the cottage was 
one deep pool into which glittering mosses dripped crystal. 
Around about primroses and the golden saxifrage glimmered in 
springtime ; and here, on Sunday mornings, Abel Pierce was wont 
to bathe and wash the stain of six days’ labour from his body. 

Westerly of the cot sprang up South Down — a mighty hill 
c 17 
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where the seasons worked their patterns as on a loom* Tangled 
brakes of hawthorn and furze climbed upward to the fringe of 
forests, and, between them, naked clitters of blue stone shone 
or sulked according to the sky. In June the may lighted this 
expanse and the greater gorse spread like a running fire; then, 
with passing of spring, the hawthorn faded through phases of 
delicate pink, the gorse perished, and the highest colour-song was 
on the blue-grey shale slopes which thrust themselves in scattered 
debris through the grassy integument of the down. These stones 
faced the east, so that morning touched them as the sun heaved 
above Yes Tor and woke their responsive neutral tints to reflec- 
tion of rose or silver on fair mornings, or the leaden grey of min 
when day broke darkly. 

Then waxed the heath and later gorse, and anon russet har- 
monies of brake-fern and autumn leaves burnt along the hill, with 
flash of falling foliage and crimson and scarlet and purple fruits 
from the whitethorn and the briony, the blackthorn and the briar. 
Lastly, winter drowned all with torrents of rushing water, or 
dwarfed the hugeness of the place in snow. Then vanished its 
deep concavities and curves, delicate hillocks and dimples, slopes 
and steeps, in one far-flung coverlet of whiteness. 

Hither returned Abel after a heavy day of work ; and twice he 
looked at his watch as he tramped back over Com Ridge; 
because it happened that on this evening guests were expected at 
Fishcombe Cot, and Pierce desired not to be late for so unusual 
an occasion. 

Old Abner Barkell and his son, Richard, had already arrived 
when their host returned. They dwelt a mile distant in Meldon 
valley near the railway bridge. Mr. BarkelPs labours had ceased, 
and he passed through the latter phases of his existence under 
the shadow of the mighty steel structure he had assisted to build. 
It dominated his life, and that fragment of the world's energy 
represented by his working days, was now to some extent em- 
balmed amid the numberless rivets of Meldon Viaduct. He 
had laboured at its construction and, since its completion, had 
been employed to assist in repairing the giant when need 
arose. He knew the bridge as a watchmaker knows a watch or 
an engineer his engine. It was his life, as art is the life of an 
artist, as the oak is the life of her proper hamadryad. Abner's 
son was also employed by the South Western Railwayed pur- 
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sued his business of signalman in a box beyond the viaduct, 
where the railroad splits and a branch winds north-west to 
Cornwall. 

In regarding the ancient Barkell, one was conscious rather of a 
bald neck than head. A small, round-eyed face peered forward 
on its elongated throat, like a withered flower upon its stalk. He 
was red and wrinkled, cheerful and hopeful. He could be merry 
on every subject but that of the viaduct. When speaking of 
this, his voice sank, as a voice sinks if religion is the matter. He 
was nearly bald; his eyes watered and lacked lashes or brows, 
but merriment as well as rheum shone aoout them. His round 
nose was veined with purple, and he had no hair upon his face, 
save for one wart, under his right ear, from which depended a 
silver thread or two. His voice was weak but echoed laughter. 
Abner's son appeared to be a youthful copy of himself. Richard 
had the same long neck and small, amiable countenance. His 
hair was thin and of a nondescript brown. His forehead was 
better developed than his parent’s, and he possessed more intel- 
ligence. Yet to him also, viewed from an outer standpoint, life 
was chiefly matter for amusement. He was still young ; he had 
never plunged into the art of living seriously, and never intended 
to do so. Life to the young and old becomes a circumstance 
without overmuch detail. Ignorance and forgetfulness may 
bring the spectator to a like conclusion concerning it. Only in 
the midst of the fight much material for real gravity offers. To 
Abner nothing mattered now but the welfare of Meldon Viaduct ; 
to his son nothing mattered at all. He was no fool, yet often 
seemed so to his neighbours, owing to an accident of character. 
The younger Barkell had no ambition, and his friends — Dodd 
Wolferstan among the number — presented to him the curious 
spectacle of much trouble being taken upon matters not worthy 
of trouble. His philosophic attitude was unconscious but con- 
stitutional. It tended to utmost simplification of life, and its 
selfishness did not specially appear, since its obvious obligations 
were few. He had two elder brothers who were both sailors ; 
and a sister happily married to a small tradesman at Exeter. His 
widowed father sank to old age without more physical discomfort 
than rheumatism and the load of seventy years. The signalman’s 
work was child's play to one of his intellect, and gave him leisure 
for his dblitary amusement : that of reading. 
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Mr. Barkell wore his Sunday black on the occasion of this 
supper, and Richard, who had come directly from work, dis- 
played the regulation velveteen suit and scarlet necktie of his 
Railway. 

“Here us be!” said Abner, as Pierce entered the kitchen. 
“Tis like the goodness of you people to take us, Fm sure. Our 
kitchen boiler will be mended Monday; then you must come 
over and peck along with us ; though my boy’s cooking at best is 
but a sin and a shame” 

Abel went into an outhouse to wash ; then he joined the supper 
party. 

Mr. Barkell’s nose, veined with the delicacy of a flower-petal, 
sniffed the close air. 

“ Irish stew— eh ? Tis the king of victuals in proper hands. 
A free use of onions, I see, Henny Pierce — like your big nature. 
No mean woman can cook well. It calls for a generous spirit — 
a light hand and a large heart.” 

Abel turned down the lamp, which was smoking. 

All ate heartily, but darkness fed with the master of the feast, 
and he returned no more than surly grunts and nods to the 
speeches, jests and questions of his friends. Richard knew the 
trouble and avoided the theme; but old Abner was ignorant of 
the matter and now unwittingly touched it. When the stew was 
finished, Mrs. Pierce rose and cleared the table. Then she set 
clean plates and went to the oven. 

“ A pudden too ! Tis a brave spread, an’ I’m sure we thank 
you kindly,” declared Mr. Barkell. “I do wish I could risk 
another half-pint, but your brew be a thought stronger’n ours. 
What do ’e think, Dicky? Shall I have a dash at it ? ” 

“Let your bones answer. Tis they have to pay your beer- 
bill,” said his son. 

“Then fill my glass ! Fm off duty to-night, so all’s said.” 

It was a fiction with the veteran that he had duty on the 
viaduct. He received a small pension from the Company and 
was permitted to haunt the scene of his former toil. In truth, he 
possessed no responsibility whatever; but he believed the case 
otherwise and regarded himself as a sort of prime caretaker of 
the vast span above Oke gorge. 

With his mouth full of currant dumpling, Abner now struck 
the delicate subject of Ilet Yelland. 
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“ Dash my old wig ! what changes one hears tell of ! So that 
bowerly cousin of yours have took up with the Portreeve to 
Bridgetstowe. A fine couple without a doubt, though us all 
thought you was the chosen.” 

Dicky tried to kick his father under the table ; but, instead, 
his heavy boot grazed Pierce’s shin. Abel appreciated the situa- 
tion and smiled grimly. 

“Let him talk. Yes — she’s took up with Wolferstan. But 
there’s many a slip ’twixt the cup an’ the lip.” 

“ She’m a very naughty girl,” declared Henny. “ As good as 
tokened to Abel here; then that rosy youth — so trim an’ dapper — 
shakes her out of herself an’ darkens her judgment.” 

Mr. Barkell spoke. 

“A coorious fashion of man. To think of his father trimming 
hedges, an’ that dirt low that he’d run messages for a gipsy ! An’ 
this chap rising so high in the land.” 

“ He ain’t got but one gift ; an’ that’s the gift of getting 
on,” declared Mrs. Pierce in grudging tones. She smarted for 
her son. 

“’Tis like charity,” answered Abner, sucking his cheeks. 
“It covers a multitude. He’ve the skill to get on the blind 
side of the bettermost. ’Tis a great accomplishment in him.” 

“ There’s safety in smallness, however,” said his son, “ — safety 
an’ peace.” 

“ No doubt,” admitted the elder. “ A fly can ride on a raging 
great bullock’s back quite comfortable ; but you an’ me wouldn’t 
travel far that way. ’Tis no real hardship to creep through 
the world on bread an’ bacon, when you see what trouble 
overtakes the great.” 

“ All the same, ’tis a feeble thought,” answered Abel ; “ I 
don’t blame the man for aiming at big things. I try even in my 
small way to get above the work I’m called to ; though I don’t 
rise, through being one of the unlucky ones. But I blame him 
with all my force for coming between me an’ her. I’m among 
friends, and so I say ’twas a damned dirty trick, an’ the last 
word’s not spoken yet. I’ll marry the woman ; an’ you’ll live 
to see it.” 

The signalman regarded Pierce with interest That , a man 
should thus start forth deliberately to complicate life was passing 
stranger to his mind. 
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“ Don’t ask me to help — that’s all,” he said. 

“You! A cold-blooded toad like you! You that looks 
at your fellow-creatures as if we was horsemanship or a show 
at a fair ! No, I don’t want your help, nor any other man’s ; 
but I say it here, wi’ half a pint of beer in me an’ no more, 
that I’ll marry the woman from under his nose — by God I will ! ” 

His mother regarded her son nervously, yet not without 
admiration. 

“ That’s the sort he is — like his father before him,” she said 
to Abner. 

“ Yes - -I mind the chap veTy well— a size larger than Abel, 
weren’t he? The joke was that they said he carried you about 
in hts pocket, ma’am/'’ 

“ Six foot three — an’ girth to match it. Always hungry' for two 
men’s work.” 

“Yet Death took him like a fly,” murmured the ancient. 

“’Twas steam power killed him,” she answered proudly. 
“ I mind how they said that nothing less than a traction engine 
could have done it.” 

The recollection appeared to comfort Henny. She fetched 
spirits from the cupboard and some clean tumblers. All three 
men were now smoking and the little room reeked. Mrs. Pierce 
put another peat on the fire and went into the wash-house. 
From here she joined in the conversation while she cleaned 
the plates. 

“All’s fair in love, according to the old saying,” began Abel 
with smouldering eyes. 

“Ban’t a subject as I can throw light upon,” confessed the 
signalman, “ Females don’t touch me ; but you— you was always 
peeping over the wall at the girls, when we went to national 
school and their playground was next to ours.” 

“A oner for women I was too,” declared Mr. Barkell com- 
placently; “so be Jack an’ Samson, my sailor sons. ’Tis a 
very common taste in seafaring men. Perhaps ’tis knowing 
the ease they can escape by water when the ship sails. But 
Dicky here— he’m different ; or if he ban’t, then he’m a liar.” 

“ You come along an’ don’t call me names, my old dear,” 
replied his son, “ When I find a woman as tempts me to think 
of matrimony, I’ll put it in the newspaper. But I don’t reckon 
’twill be very soon.” t 
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« Think of your old ago, Dicky,” shouted Mrs. Pierce ironi the 
wash-house. 

“That's it,” he called back. “My judgment is that widow- 
men have a lot the best of it; and bachelor-men be better off 
still.” 

“ How 'bout the childer to keep 'e out of the workhouse at 
the end, if you don't happen to have good luck ? ” 

“ 'Tis the childer take you there so often as not. I'd sooner 
have an annuity than the best childer as ever waited wj' hungry 
eyes for me to die an' get out o' the way. I don't tpean to 
be under no obligations to childer. There's nought easier on 
God's earth than not getting a wife an* family, Mrs. Pierce ! ” 

“Go along with you!” she answered. “You just wait till 
something in petticoats comes uppermost as'll shake you like 
a rush in the wind. The female's born that will make you look 
a fool, Richard Barkell.” 

“So I tell him,” declared Richard's parent; “and for my 
part, the sooner the better. For, to say truth, I miss a woman 
about our house cruel, an' all the more after such a supper 
as this. Dicky's a peart chap, but his cooking — a very cut-throat 
business, I assure 'e! An', when I hug my belly, he says, 
‘What’s the odds after it’s gone down?' Why, 'tis just then 
that Nature ups and tells you what's the odds! The odds 
between cooking an’ messing. But Dick’s got a digestion like 
a dog, and all’s one to him. What don't fill fattens, an' what 
don't fatten fills, wi' him.” 

Presently father and son prepared to depart, and Abel 
accompanied them for half a mile through the roughest part 
of the road. Then Mr. Barkell released his arm and the 
labourer, with a short ‘ good-bye,' took himself and his sombre 
thoughts back to his mother. 

Abner stood a moment in the dewy valley, to fill his pipe and 
rest awhile before beginning the steep ascent to his home. 
Round about in the mystery of the summer night giant fragments 
of machinery rose stark and silent, and high above, among 
the stars, a wisp of steel spanned the huge gap where Oke 
left Dartmoor and entered the valleys beneath. Meldon Viaduct 
hung like a spider’s web spun of silver above the mists of the 
gorge. Arms fell from it to the darkness below, and the whole, 
fraught with night's own magic, possessed a beauty of its own — 
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a beauty higher than the inherent beauty of perfect adaptation to 
its purpose. The iron way floated above them, frail and delicate, 
like some dream-path for spirits. Yet here, transformed by 
that starry hour to mere staple of light against darkness, there 
towered a thousand tons of steel supporting a thoroughfare 
whereon forty thousand human souls sped yearly across the dizzy 
depths below. 

Mr. Barkell regarded the mighty fabric as though his brain had 
conceived and his hand created it. 

“ She'll be wanting a coat of paint come Spring,” he remarked. 

Then, out on to the silvery thread, like a lizard with red 
eyes, there crept a flat, dark object and slipped across soundless, 
for Hie noise of the river prevented any murmur from aloft. 

“There goes the ten-thirty,” said Abner. 

“Yes — late as usual,” answered his son. “She’ll never run 
to table as long as Matthew Wilson drives her. Born late, that 
man, and not catched up his time. Can’t make time, seemingly, 
like some clever souls here and there. Look at Ted Wilson 
in Seth Harry’s shop to Okehampton. Own brother to that 
engine-driver ; yet he uses time like a master.” 

Mr. Barkell was pleased. 

“ True, Richard, and a sharp thing to have marked in a youth 
like you. There’s some men can make thirty minutes do the 
work of an hour— just like some can make thirty pence do 
the work of a crown. ’Tis just a gift of nature.” 

“ Which you and me haven’t got, my old dear.” 

Richard’s parent stopped to blow. 

“ Very few men have got it,” he answered, between his gasps. 
“ ’Tis mostly a female’s art. Granted they ain’t got our earning 
power ; but ’tis a butivul arrangement an’ makes a happy home 
where a man earns an* a woman saves. I wish you’d find such 
a one.” 

“Better still to do the saving and earning both yourself,” 
said Dicky. “ Here ; take my arm, and don’t talk no more till 
we get home-along.” 

He helped his father up the stiff slope where their little house 
stood, perched high upon the left shoulder of the valley. 



CHAPTER IV 


THE ISLAND OF ROCKS 

O N a morning one month after the holiday with her lover, 
Ilet Yelland started early for the Moor. Her goal was the 
shaggy slope of Black Tor ; and to reach it she passed easterly 
from her home, crossed Oke at a spot known as ‘the Island,* 
which lies in the western branch of that river, and toiled onward 
up the opposite hill. 

Above her stretched a marsh, ruled into black ridges by peat 
cutting. The place was approached by a rough track from Fish- 
combe Head Water, and here, suddenly, where the girl sat to 
rest awhile, a horse’s head bobbed over the heather and a man's 
head followed it. A moment later Abel Pierce stopped his cart 
and stood beside his cousin. Since their parting near Bridget- 
stowe they had not met. 

Pierce hitched his whip over the hames of the horse’s collar, 
then came across to where his cousin sat. 

Much had happened in this man’s mind, and he moved by 
nether ways of late. From the standpoint that all was fair under 
present circumstances, he had started and swiftly lost himself in 
darkness. His conscience and his intentions were at war. 
Once, in confidence, he had spoken to his mother and revealed a 
shadow of his purpose. 

“ ’Twas robbery to come between,” he said. “ And such as him 
must be fought with his own weapons. An’ one lie’s so good as 
another. A lie is a good tool, mother.” 

“For a rascal,” she answered, “not for my son, Abel.” 

“I only wanted to see what you’d think. No need to lie. 
Truth’s strong enough. Do you mind the tale of Minnie 
Masters ? ” 

“ That’s long forgot.” 

“ People believe it yet here and there. I do for one.” 

3 5 
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Henny shook her head and looked very grave. 

“Evil will come of this. Wolferstan made it clear as light 
that that wicked rumour was false. Why, near three years have 
passed since the poor creature drownded herself. You’ll never 
bring up that. He might take the law of you.” 

But her son did not answer. It seemed to him that his last 
hope lay here. He knew Ilet and felt a vague belief that if the 
breath of this vanished scandal could be revived and reach her, 
something might come of it. 

Now he met her, and she rose and smiled and shook hands 
heartily. 

“ Whatever brings you so far, Abel ? ” 

“I’m here for another journey of peat for Bowden.” 

He pointed to chocolate -coloured sections of the fuel piled 
dose at hand Two and two the scads stood propped in pairs to 
dry. They dotted the heather beside the cuttings, like a little 
camp of fairy tents. 

“ And I’ve come for berries. The hills be purple with ’em, 
and they’m hanging well this year.” 

“ Airs well with you an’ Aunt Susan ? ” 

“ All’s well. An’ with you ? ” 

“ All’s blank. I love you so cruel.” 

“ Dear Abel — an’ don’t I love you ? ” 

“ To be second’s to be nought. I’m troubled, an’ more than 
troubled. But how can I speak if one man’s name mustn’t be 
named between us ? ” 

“ Why not?” 

“ I can’t speak of him with kindness, and won’t any other way.” 

“You can’t speak of him any other way,” she said quickly. 
“No living man can say a hard word of Dodd Wolferstan.” 

“ A dead woman might. But you’m right : no living man — 
least of all me— be like to say a harsh syllable. Don’t look like 
that— so fierce. I don’t say as everybody believed it. I’d wring 
his neck to-morrow— for love of you ; but I wouldn’t hurt your 
feelings, I’m sure.” 

“ That won’t do for me,” she answered slowly, and her mellow 
voice sank to lower depths. “ You’ve said a thing that there’s 
no unsaying. You said it deliberate. You meant to say it” 

“ It jumped out.” 

“ Well go on. What more’s to say ? ” 
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« Be I, as blesses your shadow, going to drop gall in your cup 

now in your love-time ? I'm sorry I spoke. 'Twas a thing 

blazed about long before ever you came to Sourton. A stupid 
rumour — dead, no doubt, now.” 

“ Not dead in your mind.” 

“ God curse me ! " he burst out. “ God strike me dumb. I'm 
never myself along with you. I wish to Christ I'd never seen your 
lovely face. You’ve ruined my life. Ax the man himself, if you 
care to know any more.” 

“ Likely ! As if I’d demean myself. Do l want to hear any- 
thing he don't please to tell me ? " 

“ Then let it drop. I most wonder he didn't tell the tale after 
he'd got 'e safe. An' yet, I don't ; for why should we cry stinking 
fish to them that love us ? " 

“ Go ! ” she said. u What you've spoke have run through my 
head like water through a sieve. I laugh at it. I scorn it. I 
even forgive you for saying it.” 

“ Well you might, if you knowed all there was in my heart for 
you. 'Twas only a pang brought the word out. I dare say 'tis 
a lie. He's a good man very like. I wish to God I was so 
good.” 

“I always thought you was good.” 

“ Forget what I said.” 

“Nothing easier. 'Tis no more to me than last year's bad 
weather. Go about your business now, and let me set on mine.” 

“ Tis my only happiness left that you’m happy.” 

“ Very well then. Make me happier by getting out of my 
sight.” 

He returned to his cart and began to pack the peat cakes into 
it. She sat with her thoughts working, as the storm wind works 
on the cloud. In her eyes the Valley of Rocks was mirrored. 
The word uttered had indeed been matter for scorn and laughter; 
but when the laughter ceased and the scorn turned cold, some- 
thing remained. She was a proud woman, and the defects 
common to her qualities she did not lack. In her hot and loving 
heart existed ample room for jealousy. It occurred to her that 
Wolferstan had lived for thirty years before he heard her name. 
He was very handsome. He had confessed to friendship with his 
former master's daughter. 

The* day smiled clear and cool, touched with hazes of east 
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wind, that tempered the sunlight but cast no shadow. This 
aerial condition brought the huge composition of nature together, 
in a translucent and lilac light that leavened, without altering, 
the proper colours here harmoniously mingled. The brooding 
eyes of the woman saw Oke plunge through a glen beneath and 
part into twin cascades that foamed away to right and left of an 
island. Set in a ring of broken and dancing water, this islet 
shone. Trees, shrubs, grasses, ferns and plutonic rocks were 
cast together here in the lap of the hills, like a single jewel of 
many verdant hues— of sallow silvery and glittering birch, of 
golden green rowan and glaucous fern already touched to sudden 
gold in splashes. The grey boulders shone between ; their 
granite ruled the living things, spread in tables, jutted in peaks, 
and finally massed into a tumult and riot of lovely rock forms, 
where the river joined her arms again, and peeped and twinkled 
amid mighty stones, with spout and thread and glassy convexity 
of prisoned light. Below were pools, little beaches of sand, and 
bogs dripping to the edge of the river, all lighted by the lamps of 
the asphodel ; brightened by the red rosettes of the sundew, and 
the tiny butterwort’s livid leaves ; made beautiful by the pimpernel 
and the least bell-flower where they twined their pink and azure 
together. The water-ousel bobbed beside the river and, aloft, 
the ring-ousel uttered a note like the striking of flints, and 
showed his sooty plumage and the white half-moon upon his 
neck. Far distant on steep places, many rivulets flashed sun- 
messages as they leapt downwards to join the river. Their 
glint and movement added life to the texture of the mountain- 
side; while branches also waved, dead grasses shivered in paly 
sheets of light upon the open spaces; and brake-fern threw a 
slow movement of brightness over the hollows. Seen close, their 
spring and motion were very manifest. Every tall stem swayed 
an inch or two, carrying the waves of light as corn carries them ; 
and each upspringing frond had worn a hole in the herbage under 
pressure of varying winds. 

A faint and faded radiance still spread upon the Wjestern 
hills, where the ling now died ; and above them, in shapes 
uncouth and monstrous, here huddled close, here scattered wide, 
like a herd of feeding dinosaurs or dragons from the earth’s 
morning, there towered the hooded battlements and masses of 
Shilstone Tor. With tumultuous outlines it broke the sky, and 
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behind it* higher still, in shape of greater simplicity, the bosom 
of Corn Ridge flung its huge curve. Wrapped in a milky lustre 
as of pearl, it ascended and sank from south to north, and only 
one dim detail crowned the summit, where stood the tumulus of 
a stone man’s grave. 

Now all this gathered ripeness and fruition waited, in the brief 
splendour of autumn, for the rain to drown it and the frost to 
destroy. The pageant waxed as the year waned. Soaking deso- 
lation was near that would end all; winds were waking that 
would tear their gold from birch and ash, and send it whirling, 
on a thousand eddies of air and water, hurled by the elements 
back to the elements again. 

Ilet stared at the Island of Rocks, but saw nothing. She was not 
in tune with Nature’s mood, and neither perceived nor shared it. 
A great dragon-fly hawking beside her, startled her out of thought 
by the sudden rustle of its gauzes ; then she sank back into her 
mind again. For once the waters that ran among the hills had 
no voice for her, no power to sweeten the corners of her thought. 
This crude poison stole into her crude spirit, and her unsophisti- 
cated heart began to suffer. The simplest, primal emotions 
awoke. Contagion worked swiftly in this pure environment, as 
the evil germ fastens first on a healthy subject brought within its 
reach. Great love will always smother weak principles, and now, 
all unused to man’s way, Ilet writhed at this sudden shadow 
from her sweetheart’s past, but did not yield to it. Finally she 
flung the thought from her with resolution, and rose to go about 
her business. 

She picked at the whortleberries for some brief while, then 
gave it up and sat down again. Presently Abel Pierce returned 
to her before he started with a full cart. 

“ You’m not working,” he said. “ Don’t sit here so glum and 
wretched. No man’s all a loving woman thinks him. I didn’t 
mean more than that — not much more. At least look at it from 
my side too. I knowed that when I spoke I must anger you ; 
but I’d rather do even that than see your life ruined.” 

She stared in front of her and made no answer. So he left her 
and she heard his cart creak and jolt away. Then she began to 
pick the wild fruits again. But the monotony of this task was 
more than her mind could endure. She emptied her can of its 
purple, took her basket and started to tramp home. 
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Far off, unseen, Abel saw her go, and understood. She was * 
woman with a large heart — built in one chamber. Room there 
was for a single mastering interest, but her mind lacked machinery 
to weigh, to contrast, or to calculate. If he could separate her 
from Dodd Wolferstan, she would not go back to him. Half 
idly, half deliberately, half with intention and half by the accident 
of the opportunity, Pierce had called up a legend long dead. 
It was a lie and never had received much attention, save from 
the baser sort who love to smear dirt across a good name. But 
a thing ridiculed at the time might be revived to some purpose 
now. The mother of the girl who had drowned herself in Bude 
Canal still lived, and still swore that Wolferstan was the seducer. 
As for Abel, he felt no shame in reviving the falsehood. He 
very easily made himself believe it, and so justified his conduct 
to his conscience. He pretended with himself that he was doing 
right ; and secretly the animal in him hoped that as a result of 
that bad day's work, there might fall blows between himself and 
the wronged man. He itched to deliver them, to fight for the 
woman and make good his claim, as the hart wins the hind. A 
subtler course, however, awaited him. Days were at hand that 
would see him suffer blows, not strike them, and reach his object 
by submission rather than assault. 



CHAPTER V 


PRIMROSE HORN 

T HE farm of Bowden was situated on lofty ground near 
the Moor edge ; and South Down, the hill that rose before 
Pierce’s cottage by Oke, formed its northern boundary. Beyond 
certain woods that crowned this height, the farmhouse itself stood 
and looked due west over Tamar to the high lands of Cornwall. 

Now, on a Sunday morning, the daughter of the house made 
a special toilet at an hour but little earlier than noon. Her 
parents were worshipping in Bridgetstowe ; the dwelling-place 
was silent and the hour was still. Sunshine streamed into 
Primrose’s bedroom where she sat in a pale blue dressing-gown, 
doing her hair. On the table in front of her lay a fashion-plate, 
showing some new mode of coiffure ; and she had arranged 
looking-glasses so that she might appreciate the effect she was 
creating. Her hands were lifted above her head; in her mouth 
was a thick lock of hair, and her teeth showed over it. Her 
beautiful neck bent towards the left-hand glass and her eyes 
were turned to another. Presently she lowered one hand very 
carefully to pick up a hairpin ; but the mound of hair, like 
a little, shining barley-mow, fell suddenly in a great tumbled 
mass shot with sunshine. The work of five minutes was spoiled 
and her bright tresses dropped in a flood around her. 

“ Devil take the thing,” she said out loud. Then she shook 
her eyes clear and began to study the picture again. While she 
perused the subtleties of an ugly head-dress, her fingers played 
with the hairpin she had picked up and twisted it this way 
and that, until it broke. 

Primrose was eight-and-twenty, but the fact did not appear, 
and she carefully concealed it. She belonged to the blonde type 
of women who are lovely as flowers in their June, yet Time 
too often is hard with them afterwards. Alexander Horn was 
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exceedingly stout, but salvation for his daughter came through 
her mother’s blood. Mrs. Horn lacked any figure worthy of the 
name and wore well 

Primrose was superbly fashioned and her athletic life kept her 
within the magic of absolute loveliness. Still, she looked 
ahead anxiously. Her face was a little worn with the physical 
exercise she took. She was rather under the middle height, and 
her soft, rich contours concealed small bones, but surprisingly 
hard muscles. Only herself and her horse knew the physical 
strength in her arms. She had seen men do things and, in 
secret, surprised herself to find their exploits not beyond her 
own power. 

She was all woman, loved admiration, loved ease, and loved 
praise. With the successes of a country girl she had been long 
familiar. Her courage, her skill in horsemanship and her know- 
ledge of the country enabled her to achieve great sporting 
triumphs. She had hunted since the fearless age of childhood, 
and, with years, her nerve never faltered. Yet behind it lay self- 
control and judgment. She took no needless risks. 

This woman’s beauty was arrestive. Her face had small 
features, but the grey eyes were large and lustrous. Her mouth 
was frankly Greek and of an unusual brilliance. Her gaze could 
be subdued to bewitching softness and her voice possessed none 
of that hard intonation common in the out-of-door girl. There 
was nothing about her that aped the male. No sequestered houri 
ever cooed more gently. She even sounded a note of helpless- 
ness sometimes, and it made strangers seek occasion to aid her. 
Young men often struggled to give her a lead ; and the spectacle 
brought much amusement to those who knew Primrose in 
the hunting field. It was a favourite story that she had once 
shown the Master of the North Devon Foxhounds over a Dart- 
moor river. His name was Orlando Slanning — a noisy youth 
with more money than brains, and more good looks than either. 
But the sportsman quickly forgave Primrose and was now among 
her admirers. 

Next to riding and driving, Miss Horn best liked the exercise 
of walking. She was a good Moor-woman, and enjoyed the life 
she had led ; but her enthusiasm for it diminished as she grew 
older. Her days were uneventful. Sometimes she said that 
a row of cinnamon brushes with white tips represented the 
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best the world had given her. Certain minor romances had 
lightened her existence, but only one— with a fair and comely 
young doctor — personally interested Primrose. He had broken 
his neck on Dartmoor during the year that Dodd Wolferstan 
came to Bowden as bailiff. 

She liked good looks in the male, and amused herself with 
ideas about men. Now certain matters were afoot, and she in- 
tended to marry. This morning she tired her hair for two visitors 
who were coming to midday dinner. One her heart hungered for 
and had long desired ; the other desired her. 

Much common sense and the sportswoman’s gift of patience 
belonged to her. She had also strength and intensity of purpose. 
The woman pretended to no social ambitions and kept within her 
class, albeit she might have ascended out of it. Certain younger 
sons had made frantic overtures on more than one occasion, 
but they were snubbed. She had a knack of appearing at meet 
just as hounds went to cover, and vanishing with the end of the 
sport. 

Of the two men now approaching Bowden, one chanced to be 
that Orlando Slanning already mentioned; the other was the 
Portreeve of Bridgetstowe. 

No emotional passage had been exchanged between Alexander 
Horn’s daughter and either of these men. In the matter of 
Slanning, the love was all on his side, and he had been twice 
rejected ; in Wolferstan’s case the tenderness rested with her, and, 
though the veil was gently lifted once or twice before he left 
Bowden, his steadfast eyes, set on other things, had failed to 
understand her meaning, or guess her regard. She was not angry 
with him, for he had not slighted her. He had merely missed 
the possibility she indicated. There was no immediate hurry. 
Such sensuous love as she could feel went out to Dodd Wolfer- 
stan. She liked the clean, brisk, handsome body of him; the 
high colour of him ; the voice of him ; his courage, wisdom, and 
even his religious faith in the principles and dogmas of that 
church on which he trusted. She knew he had a temper too, 
and would dominate. The belief that he must be strong enough 
to control her held some fascination in it. She had met no other 
man who could be trusted to do so. His battle with life also 
interested her. His dignity and self-dependence seemed remark- 
able in a workhouse boy. He had confided to her his own 
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hopes and aspirations ; but his ambition of ancestors she held a 
weakness — almost his only one. 

Her life was unsettled and not happy since he had left 
Bowden. She pictured herself his wife presently, and sometimes 
she pretended with herself that he was waiting to win a position 
that would warrant a proposal. But common sense laughed at 
this conceit. She knew in reality that he loved her not at all ; 
yet, since he loved nobody else, she supposed he might be 
brought finally to love her if she played her part. Upon this 
conviction there had come the startling news that Dodd was 
engaged to an extremely humble girl at Sourton. Only love 
could have led him into such an error — and a very gigantic love 
— because Wolferstan had often spoken in the past of marriage 
and the vital factor a wife must be in the existence of any strug- 
gling, rising man. Primrose remembered the occasion of that 
sentiment and the tremor that had come to her while he spoke. 
But his bright, loveless eyes always acted like ice on her own 
secret heat. Now she wondered if their expression had changed 
and he had looked softly upon this maiden. She had considered 
the situation in all its bearings and taken the trouble to glean 
particulars concerning I let. The matter filled her life. She felt 
no sympathy for any but herself, and hope was not dead when 
she considered the mean nature of this engagement. She imagined 
possibilities, remembered the old rumour concerning Minnie 
Masters ; knew that it was a lie ; wished that it had been true ; 
doubted whether it would influence a sane woman in any case. 
When Dodd left Bowden, she had determined to keep in touch 
with him and never let him quite stray beyond the influence of 
the farm and those therein. She had expected that as years 
passed and Wolferstan began to consider the importance of a 
wife, he would probably look upon her in a new light. Now, 
however, he had both sought and found elsewhere. It might 
already be too late to turn him. As Abel Pierce reflected upon the 
woman, so now Primrose considered the man. Wolferstan had 
already been engaged for two months, and it was not through 
him but another that she learned the news. She held this a good 
rather than a bad sign. It argued a little uneasiness in his mind, 
a possible sub-consciousness that he had not acted wisely. But 
again her common sense tore to tatters this flimsy fancy, for the 
fact that he had not mentioned his engagement showed the 
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exceedingly slight significance in his own opinion of his friend- 
ship with Bowden. 

To-day, however, he was coming to dinner, and the matter of 
his engagement must be touched upon. His happiness did not 
enter into her calculations ; only her own concerned her. Him 
she could not force into matrimony; but at the bottom of her 
hot heart was a chilly resolution as yet scarcely revealed to herself. 
Primrose meant that if she did not marry him, no other woman 
should. 

In this frame of mind she dressed her wonderful hair and put 
on her Sunday gown. 

She was in the parlour five minutes before Mr. and Mrs. Horn 
drove home from Bridgetstowe, and noted that Dodd Wolferstan 
sat in the back of the Bowden vehicle. Her parents had picked 
him up after church. The other visitor was also of the company. 
Young Slanning, who came on horseback, had overtaken the 
dogcart returning. Orlando was a rich miller’s son and dwelt at 
his home near Bridgetstowe. Of late life took a serious turn 
with him, for his father was dying of cancer. Soon he must bear 
on his own shoulders the burden of 1 Slanning’s,’ as the mill was 
called. 

The horseman rode a neat cob and looked exceedingly well 
upon it. He was handsome, after an obvious fashion, with large 
regular features, fine eyes, curling black hair, neat moustache and 
big rosy mouth that seldom lacked a cigar in the corner of it. 
Primrose rather admired him ; his abundant energy interested her 
and his vanity caused her amusement. But while Wolferstan 
poured out his strength and manhood in self-advancement and 
the proper work of the world, young Slanning lived only for 
pleasure and to spend a better man’s money. His father had 
spoiled him since his childhood, and now reaped the reward in 
mental anxiety which added a gloom to his death-bed. Orlando, 
having tried a merchant’s office for one year and declared that 
his health could not stand the direful strain of London, had 
abandoned business and turned to a sportsman’s pursuits. He 
possessed no talent, and least of all the talent for hard work. 
He was wax in the hand of any man or woman of character, but 
entertained a lively conceit of himself, and honestly imagined 
that few young fellows of six-and-twenty had justified their 
existence more handsomely. He patronized everybody save 
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Alexander Horn ; but the stout, taciturn farmer, in that he was 
father of Primrose, always won a civility absurdly obvious by 
comparison with Slanning's usual cubbish manners. As Master 
of the North Devon Foxhounds, he had annoyed most men with- 
out humour, amused those who possessed it, and won the 
indifferent contempt of both classes. Yet he possessed virtues. 
He was generous, and good-tempered save where his vanity 
happened to be threatened. He sought a new thing hourly, and 
for the moment found himself keenly attracted by the operations 
of the local yeomanry. He had secured a commission in this 
force and now went under the delusion that he was a military 
man. He spoke of “ the service ” and affected the company of 
soldiers. 

Primrose greeted both guests and shook hands with them. 
She observed that Mr. Slanning had taken to an eyeglass since 
their last meeting. He fought with this from time to time, and 
held it in his right eye after a fashion that he believed to be 
martial. 

“ Morning, Miss Horn. I’ve got a big crow to pick with you,” 
he began. “Yes — really. Never once — never once did you 
come to the camp when we were under canvas at Hey Tor.” 

“'Tis such a way. But I thought of you and was glad you 
had fine weather.” 

“ By Jove— wet or fine, it’s all one in camp, I can tell you. 
Work — nothing but work from reveille to dark. And night 
attacks too 1 ” 

“ What a hero ! ” she said, then turned to Wolferstan. 

Slanning took his horse to the stable, and Primrose was left for 
a moment with the Portreeve. 

11 But this is great news ! Why ever didn't you tell me, 
Dodd?” she began at once. 

“I ought to have. I’m much to blame. I was going to to- 
day.” 

“We have only heard the bare fact. What is her name? 
Where does she live ? Is she very pretty ? Do I know her ? ” 

“ She's called Ilet — Ilet Yelland— and she lives with her aunt 
at Sourton.” 

“ Old Susan Yelland ! She used to work at— I know whom 
you mean.” 

44 And she is pretty— very— at least, I think so ; and you don't 
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know her, but I hope you soon will. Now all your questions ate 
answered.” 

14 I’ve fifty more. Dark or fair ? ” 

44 Dark.” 

44 May I ask her age ? ” 

“ Twenty-three.” 

She shook his hand warmly and pressed it. 

“I hope you’ll be very, very happy, Dodd.” 

“Thank you very much, Primrose. But I must be. I can't 
realize my wonderful fortune yet.” 

Suddenly Miss Horn gave a gasp. She produced a hand- 
kerchief, put it to her eyes and rushed away from him into the 
house. 

He stared uneasily and was glad that nobody had seen her. 
At dinner she appeared calm, smiling, bright as usual. 

Mr. Horn carved the beef. He was a blonde, fat man of sixty, 
and his daughter had received her wide grey eyes from him. As 
a cattle-breeder the farmer claimed an honourable position in the 
West Country and beyond it. His name was responsible for 
many stupid jests among those familiar with the matter of short 
horns and long horns. Mr. Horn ate beef as he bred it : with 
judgment. He spoke not a word until the sirloin, Yorkshire 
pudding and vegetables had gone. Then he picked his teeth 
with a gold pin which he kept stuck in the lappet of his waistcoat 
for that purpose, nodded to himself once or twice, and poured 
out a glass of ale. 

His wife was not a great talker, but far less silent than her 
husband. Orlando Slanning, however, enjoyed the company of 
silent people, since, after hounds, his own voice was the music 
that he best loved. He prattled now of the yeomanry, now of 
manoeuvres, now of what would happen to the War Department 
if he was made head of it. He appeared recently to have studied 
printed pages — a very unusual performance with him. 

“ I do believe you’ve read a book ! ” cried Primrose. “Father, 
Mr. Slanning’s read a book ! ” 

“Why not?” asked the farmer. 

“ Of course — that’s why you bought the eyeglass, wasn’t it ? ” 

Orlando smiled at her question. 

“ I say, that’s too bad — really.” 

“ I'm sure I hope your sight isn’t giving you any trouble,” said 
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Mrs. Horn kindly. She was a faded, brown, thin woman, with 
gentle eyes. By some trick of atavism she had developed a 
strong sentimentality and an immature feeling for art These 
peculiarities she kept to herself. They took the humble form of 
admiring flowers or sunsets, and reading such scraps of poetry 
as occurred in the local journal. They also appeared in the 
exceedingly inappropriate name that she had given to her 
daughter. She went and came like a shadow, and dominated 
the. scene no more than some faint, ever-present picture hung 
upon the wall. 

u Nothing serious — really. Just to help me to see what my 
fellows are doing sometimes on field days.” 

“ You manage it capitally,” said Primrose. “ I should like to 
have a photograph of you with that in your eye.” 

“ I say ! would you ? Then you shall — the very next time I'm 
in Plymouth. In my mess jacket — eh ? It’s rather ” 

“ Eat your pudden,” said Mr. Horn, “ else leave it. WeVe all 
done.” 

The farmer and his wife respected Dodd Wolferstan and Mrs. 
Horn knew that Primrose did more than respect him. At one 
time, before their bailiff left them, the parents had discussed him 
as a possible husband for their only child. But Dodd departed 
to pursue his life’s story elsewhere, and the persistent Slanning 
became more and more apparent. Like the rest of the world, 
Alexander Horn perceived that he was but a slight man ; never- 
theless, he now wanted Orlando for his daughter and was doing 
what he could to help the match. He knew the young miller’s 
weakness, but he also knew his own child’s strength, and felt 
satisfied that, once married, Primrose would take the whip hand 
as a matter of course. Orlando was the sort of youth (so the 
farmer believed) whose career depended more upon his wife’s 
character than his own. He was weak, not in the least wicked. 
Moreover, he must soon be very comfortably off. 

After dinner the men walked in the garden and Primrose went 
with them ; but Mrs. Horn stayed indoors, put up her feet and 
read Keble. 

Dodd was called to leave Bowden in a short while, that he 
might get back to Bridgetstowe for his class. After noon on 
Sundays he gathered a company of lads about him and taught 
them what he knew concerning conduct and religion. He 
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instilled much of his own enthusiastic and devout faith into the 
hearts of younger men ; and he enjoyed the work. 

Primrose Horn walked with the Portreeve as far as Bowden 
gate; and while they were absent Mr. Slanning talked to the 
farmer. They sat together in a little summer-house, and Orlando 
did the conversation. 

“ Awfully lovely she is. The belle of the countryside easily. 
Not a girl within miles of her. And such a seat ! Fve heard 
experienced men from the shires say they never saw a woman 
quite so absolutely perfect on horseback — really. And her 
pluck ! But I needn’t tell you these things, because if you 
don’t know ’em, who should P But, all the same, I don’t think 
you and Mrs. Horn quite realize what a wonder she is. And how 
good ! — her goodness is terrific. But you live with her and have 
got accustomed to it. But the rest of the world is awfully keen 
about it. I wish to God she’d take a fancy to me — to God 
I wish it ! ” 

“ Why not ? ” asked Mr. Horn. 

Then Orlando rolled on again. He chattered without inter- 
mission for five minutes, and as his remarks were now transferred 
from Primrose, and occupied with his own ambitions for the 
future and achievements in the past, the young man’s tongue 
flew swiftly and his statements increased in splendour. He 
surprised himself with the brilliant case he put; and he only 
ceased speaking when a gentle, inarticulate sound revealed 
the fact that Alexander Horn had gone to sleep. The farmer’s 
hands were folded over his stomach ; his legs were extended 
before him ; the lower buttons of his waistcoat were unfastened. 

Orlando, muttering a word expressive of annoyance, jumped up 
and went to meet Primrose, who was now returning. Reduced 
to a speck, Wolferstan strode along the way westerly. 

“Good, worthy chap, that,” said Slanning, who suspected 
Miss Horn’s weakness. " What a glutton for work ! And 
anxious to do good in his parochial way. Really a very decent 
fellow — considering how he’s raised himself.” 

“ I’m glad you admire him,” she said. 

“ Rather — we’re very good friends.” 

“ He would like to hear your opinion, I think. It might change 
his own view.” 

“ He’s a humble beggar — eh ? ” 
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“ His own view of you, I mean ; not his view of himself.” 

“His view of me!” exclaimed Orlando, shaken from com- 
placency. “ Has he got a view of me ? Rather cheek— don't 
you think?” 

“ A cat may look at a king ; a Portreeve may form an opinion 
of a miller's son.” 

“ I hate you to call me a miller's son ! ” 

“Why?” 

“Oh, I don't know : it sounds so feeble.” 

“ It's true— as true as that I'm a farmer’s daughter. I suppose 
you’ll be a full-blown miller yourself presently, when your father 
dies.” 

“ Worse luck ! But what did young Wolferstan say of me ? ” 

“ ‘ Young Wolferstan ! ’ He's years older than you are.” 

“To my wider experience of life he seems young — almost 
a boy.” 

“ We can't all have your immense advantages. As you ask, I may 
tell you that, when mentioning you, he said 4 poor Slanning V 

Orlando stared with real astonishment. 

“ Not even 4 mister ' ? ” 

“No; just ‘poor Slanning', in a particularly kind tone of 
voice.” 

“ 4 Poor Slanning ' ! 4 Poor Slanning ' ! What the deuce did 

he mean ? I could buy him up a hundred times over.” 

“Of course you could.” 

“Then what ?” 

“ Don't ask me, my dear man.” 

44 4 Poor Slanning'. The fellow's a fool ! ” 

44 He couldn’t mean money. He knows that you are rich — 
for a miller's son.” 

44 If he didn’t mean money, what did he mean ? ” 

She abstained from enlightening him. 

44 I'm not pleased,” continued Orlando. 44 1 shan't forgive 
that in a hurry. You oughtn't to be so jolly friendly with these 
low people.” 

44 1 don't think I ought— really,” she answered, mimicking him 
to his face. Then she wakened Mr. Horn by kissing her parent's 
pendulous cheek. 

Slanning turned away both puzzled and annoyed. 

“ Damn the man ! ” he thought. 



CHAPTER VI 


LINTS TOR 

T HREE days later chance sent Miss Horn to Okehampton. 

She drove a dogcart and was alone save for the company 
of two young children. She had overtaken the little things on 
their way to school and, since the morning was wet and their 
struggles with an old umbrella unavailing, had stopped and 
picked up the boy and girl, who were known to her. 

As they proceeded at an increased pace, they came suddenly 
within sight of a traction-engine which travelled toward them ; 
but the driver, concerned with his own affairs, did not see that 
Primrose had held up her hand. Her young horse was timid 
and now he flinched, broke out of his trot, and became un- 
manageable at the sound of the snorting engine. Miss Horn 
cried to a man who was leaning over a gate by the way, and, 
turning, he hastened into the road and shouted to the driver of 
the locomotive. A moment later it stopped and after much per- 
suasion and patience, Primrose, with the help of Abel Pierce, 
succeeded in getting her steed past the engine and the trucks 
behind it. A hot puff of oily air came from this monster, and 
the horse shivered and snorted until he was clear of it. 

“Lucky I met you, Pierce,” said Primrose, who knew the 
labourer as an occasional worker at Bowden. “ Who's that fool 
on the engine? He ought to lose his job.” 

“'Tis Sam Brown, miss. There'll be an accident some day. 
He's a sorrowful man, an' always brooding, an' ain't got very good 
sight neither. They dear little childer too ! ” 

" Well, I'm much obliged to you.” 

“ An' welcome, miss.” 

Something about the labourer arrested her attention. She had 
known him for a cheerful man ; but his face was long to-day and 
his voice inert. 


4i 
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“ Are you out of work ? ” she asked. 

He shook his head. 

“ Plenty doing, miss, but ” 

11 You were standing looking over that gate— luckily for me.” 

“ I be a thought down-daunted along of a thing or two. Pm 
taking a holiday. But please don’t tell nobody. I didn’t ought 
to be.” 

She wondered at what might induce a spirit of depression in 
this man. Labouring people did not win her sympathy. She 
regarded them as necessary, but not more interesting than a 
steam plough or mechanical seed drill. That such a man as 
Pierce could be either much uplifted, or downcast, seemed 
absurd to her. 

“ What’s the matter with you ? ” she asked. 

“Don’t tell none I be loafing,” he repeated. “Least of all 
Mr. Horn — such a towser for work as him. ’Tis only to-day.” 

“I’m sorry you are troubled,” she said, and Abel looked 
surprised, for he knew well enough that the farmer’s daughter 
was considered a hard woman. Remembering the past position 
of Wolferstan at Bowden, he pondered with himself. He 
recollected how rumour had once linked the Portreeve’s name 
with Miss Horn’s. While he thought, his eyes unconsciously 
brightened, because they rested on the two little children. Them 
he loved. It was an inner part and characteristic of Pierce 
to do so, and children always found him willing and gentle. He 
smiled now at a small, yellow-haired girl, and put up his hand 
to feel her cheek. 

“’Tis hard to be happy, miss,” he said, “hard to be happy 
when you’m growed to the thinking age. I be disappointed 
of a great hope.” 

“ Ah ! — you’re not the only man in the world in that fix.” 

Something urged him to speak openly. 

“ Do ’e chance to know a maiden by name of Ilet Yelland ? ” 
he asked. 

Her lips tightened, but she did not change colour. 

“ Some tale that Mr. Wolferstan ” she said. 

“ More’n a tale Ah, Daisy,” — he broke off and spoke to 

the little girl. “ You mind, Daisy, my pretty, never you let two 
men love ’e to once when you grow wife-old. ’Tis — ’tis hell for 
one of ’em.” 
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The woman grew interested. Her horse was impatient, but 
she quieted it with a word. Then she turned to Abel. 

“ More than a tale ! How do you know ? ” 

« For a very good reason. I’d thought that Ilet Yelland would 
have married me. I’m her cousin.” 

“ What ! He’s marrying a woman who might have married 
you?” 

“ Ess fay 1 Or a crowned king. There’s no other such she — 

I But what’s this to you ? I’m so full of it, that ’twill out, 

miss.” 

“ Had she promised you ? ” 

“ Not that, but so good as. I’d come to feel ’twas to be — so 
had my mother. ’Twas clea.* like without words. If I’d but 
spoken afore she seed him, she would have said ‘yes’. But, like 
a daft fool, I drifted on contented.” 

“ You men are sheep in such matters.” 

“ He wasn’t. He courted her like a fire courts an old straw 
rick. I was working to Tavistock for a week, an’ when I corned 
home they was tokened. An’ she loving me very well all the 
time, for she said so.” 

“ But him better — naturally.” 

Abel dropped his head and felt the sting. 

“ Naturally — no doubt— -such a fine, church-going, well-thought- 
on man.” 

The little boy in the dogcart here ventured to speak. He was 
waiting uneasily for Primrose to drive on, and he and his sister 
had whispered together once or twice. 

“Please, miss — if us may get down an’ travel? Us shall be 
cruel late an’ get into trouble, if you please.” 

“ I’ll drive you to the school-house door,” she answered ; then 
spoke to Pierce. 

“You are a good deal interested in this affair, of course — 
if, as you say, you were practically engaged to your cousin ? ” 

The labourer was playing with Daisy again, and looking into 
the innocent, staring eyes of the child. They were like the white 
of the plover’s egg : just touched with faintest pearly azure, and 
in them the iris rested deliciously blue. Her little hands held 
Abel’s whiskers. 

Give me a kiss an 5 I’ll give ’e a halfpenny,” he said. 

Daisy obeyed at once, and he held her head to his cheek that 
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her lips might stay on it. Primrose saw fleeting happiness pass 
over his face at the touch. 

“ You’re fond of children ? ” 

11 More than that, miss, somehow. I’ve got a queer feeling 
for 'em.” 

“I like them till they grow old enough to lie an* whisper 
against us. Then I hate them. What you have said has rather 
surprised me — for a private reason.” 

" Knowing one of the parties so well, I dare say it might.” 

She regarded him sharply and divined at least a part of his 
meaning. 

“ Where are you working to-morrow ? ” 

“ At a job a thought out of the common. There was a man 
died to Okehampton last year, and now his wife wants a bit 
of moor-stone to set unwrought upon his grave. I know just 
such a piece, and I be going to show it to Joshua Bloom from 
Arscott’s granite works at Belstone to-morrow.” 

“ Where is it ? ” 

“ Away up over, ’twixt Lints an’ Dinger. They’ll fetch a cart 
by New Bridge on Blackavon.” 

“ When will you be there ? ” 

“ Late afternoon, miss.” 

“ I’ll ride that way between four and five. Keep your eye on 
Lints Tor, and, when you see me there, come across. I’ve got 
something to say to you.” 

“ I’ll come, miss.” 

“But don’t mention who ’tis when you see me; and don’t name 
the matter to anybody.” 

Leaving him to reflect on this strange appointment, and rich 
with ample matter for her own thoughts, the woman started her 
steed into a swift trot. Daisy crowed with delight and clung to 
her brother’s arm. Primrose, well used to the flying wind against 
her face, narrowed her eyes a little and put the whip in its socket. 

When she returned that way, two hours later, Pierce was gone, 
but he had only just departed. For many minutes he stood, 
leaning over the gate, with his mind full of this remarkable 
experience. Of a superstitious spirit, he felt strongly how greater 
powers than his own were taking up the thread of his enterprise 
and about to weave their proper pattern into it. The object of 
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Primrose he already suspected. Even as he in secret had cast 
about for some stout aid against his rival, so it seemed that 
she too had similarly sought. And she had found him. He 
stared out at the chance which had brought them together, as 
though it was a physical object and could be seen. He knew 
perfectly well what Miss Horn would have to say. It struck him 
that he might meet her half way and surprise her at the amount 
of his wits. But already he perceived that her part would be 
very secret and very difficult. He guessed that she must also be 
using her brains assiduously just then ; and he was right While 
he debated slowly and solidly, Miss Horn's swifter intelligence 
covered wide countries and attacked the problem from a hundred 
separate standpoints. She was alive to the exceeding danger 
of the thing she had suddenly planned ; but therein lay its salt. 
Keen spice to life offered before the spectacle of the love-lorn 
Pierce. The game was worth the candle, for possible success 
would justify the risk of possible failure. At best a bold move 
might win Wolferstan; at worst she could only stand with 
respect to him where now she stood. Failing actual possession 
of him, nothing mattered. His opinion of her signified not at 
ail — excepting in the event of marriage. In any other relation 
hate was as welcome to her as indifference. There must, how- 
ever, be no danger of truth escaping to poison success after 
the event, if success came. Therefore her first determination 
was better to study Pierce when next they met, and learn whether 
indeed he might be found trustworthy and meet for such a task. 

To the tryst she came riding, and from the low hill of Lints 
surveyed a scene of huge and simple planes subtending the 
river at her feet and rising round about ^ler. Oke wound 
hither and thither — a glittering thread from its confines in Cran- 
mere. It passed under Fordsland Ledge upon the one hand 
and the boggy desolation of Amicombe Hill upon the other. 
Mighty ravines haunted by shadows and falling waters faced 
northerly, and to the south the slopes of High Willhayes made 
a theatre for the display of complete cloud shadows. Their 
masses marked the ridges and threw hillocks and stones into 
relief; their outlines ever changing, ever moving, now trans- 
formed the silver of waters into lead, now imposed a tone of pure 
purple upon the jade-green of the waste. Scotch cattle — black 
and dun — roamed in scattered herds along; and upon a knap 
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that rose between her standpoint and the rocks of Dinger Tor, 
Primrose marked men with a horse and cart standing beside 
them. Here certain labourers struggled at a great stone; and 
just as it lay, crusted with lichens and rich in green pads of moss 
tucked within its crannies, they heaved it from its situation and 
slowly dragged it up into their cart. 

Primrose waited and watched the operation. Then a figure 
separated itself from the group, sank down over the hill and 
crawled like a fly toward her. In reality, however, Pierce 
advanced with speed. After ten minutes he stood beside her 
and touched his hat. 

“Pm feared IVe kept 'e, miss.” 

“ No matter. The stone served ? ” 

“ It done very well, old Bloom said.” 

“ And now, Abel Pierce, tell me ” 

She made a long pause and then broke off. 

“ Sit down on the turf and listen carefully.” 

“ Thank you, miss ; I’ll bide where I be.” 

“ I was going to say, tell me why you're so fond of children.” 

He stared at the unexpected question, grinned and scratched 
his head. Having done so, he let his hat lie upon the ground 
and brushed the moisture from his forehead. 

Primrose had never seen him uncovered, and now observed that 
his dark face was handsome as well as mournful, and that his eyes 
were not only restless, but also intelligent. Her hopes increased. 

“ Childer ? ” he asked. “ How can I say ? Why do you like 
hosses ? ” 

“ They don't change. They are honest beasts.” 

“So's the chiidfe/. Honesty’s their strong part. 'Tis strange, 
but there's that in 'em always touches me same as church-going 
touches some folk. To pat their little heads and hear their 
moosic ! So full of gert to-morrows they be ! Such hope an' 
trust to 'em ! They shame grown-ups — at least ” 

But she had not come to proceed upon this sentimental line, 
and now she interrupted him. 

“ You'll be a happy father yourself some day, perhaps.” 

“ By God — if ” The softness faded out of his eyes. They 

glowed at her and his voice echoed harshly. “ All of you,” he 
continued roughly. 11 'Tis the best we can say of all of you — or 
any — that you may be mothers.” 
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“You mean that evidently. Now you’re waking up. Then, 
if you feel so, it seems a pity that the woman you love and who 
loved you *’ 

“I know,” he broke in. “ List to me, please, first. I’m quite 
clear why we’re here together, and a word from me will save your 
time. No need to wind into this business cautious and careful 
after the usual woman’s way. I han’t shamed at the hot, naked 
thing in my heart, whatever else I’m shamed of. I’d give my 
eternal soul ten thousand times over to be the father of childer 
by that woman — that’s how I stand.” 

Primrose drew in her breath sharply. Terrific vigour marked 
his grating, longing accents. Like the gigantic breath of an 
ocean wind they came and smote the listener. The very spirit 
of truth inspired his passionate speech. 

“That’s love,” she said. “I’m glad you spoke like that. 
You’re a man. We’ve reached the heart of this matter by a 
short cut. You must have what you want, and I’ll help you to 
get it.” 

“ Can you ? ” 

“Yes, I believe so. We’re merely male and female over this 
business. You, who know what you feel, can probably guess 
why I’m here and why I speak so plainly.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“ Say it then. Say it in words,” she answered. “ I like the 
way you tore that thing out of your heart and showed it to me 
raw. I want to hear you say what’s in my bosom, as you said 
what was in your own. Don’t be frightened of plain words. 
Talk to me as if you were talking about me behind my back — 
not with a woman, but with another man. I love plain speaking 
— sometimes.” 

But that he would not do, though he understood her. He 
shook his head and did not answer. 

“ At any rate you know ? ” she asked. 

“I suppose you want the man — only within the bounds 
of ” 

“Without bounds,” she said. “Since you’re shy, I’ll say it. 
’Tis interesting to meet a man like you. I don’t feel you are a 
uian, for that matter, but just a fine hunger loose on two legs. I 
want Wolferstan every bit as much as you want that woman.” 

“ You han’t afeared of words either then.” 
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“ How far would you go to stop this marriage ? * 

“ I’ve told you : I’d go to raging hell to stop it.” 

“ What did you mean to do about it before I met you ? ” 

He looked doubtful. 

“ All be fair in love, according to the old ” 

“Don’t twaddle,” she said impatiently. “We’ve got beyond 
that. This thing is your life. It isn’t my life, but it’s the salt of 
my life. I can live without Wolferstan, but to have him would 
make my life a great deal better worth living. You understand 
that?” 

He nodded. 

“ What sort of a woman is this Ilet Yelland ?” 

“A truth-loving, fierce sort of woman— a woman as can 
only do one thing at a time, and see one thing, and love one 
thing at a time. I’ve dropped one drop of poison, for that 
matter.” 

“Tell me.” 

“ You mind the story of Minnie Masters — her that drowned 
herself and her child in Bude Canal ? ” 

“Nobody ever believed that.” 

“ I did — always. And a good few other neighbours. How if 
’twas true ? ” 

“ He’s not that sort of man.” 

“ Every man’s that sort of man, come time and chance and his 
fire up. The woman’s mother believed it, for she cussed 
Wolferstan in the public street the day her darter was buried ; 
and the old soul had to be locked up for a while, because parson 
wouldn’t read the burial service over Minnie, but only a bit of it. 
And she said she’d cut his cowardly tongue out. Well, that 
woman’s alive.” 

“You want to get Ilet Yelland to believe this? ” 

“’Twould shake her if I could.” 

“ It’s strong enough ? ” 

“For her, yes, I reckon so. You mean it wouldn’t be strong 
enough for you, miss ? ” 

“That’s no matter. Supposing you’re wrong and she laughs 
at it?” 

“ She did laugh at it — coming from me ; but ’twas a left- 
handed laugh. I know her every sound.” 

“ If he had done it and confessed it, that wouldn’t make her 
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give him up; but if he denied it, and she was positive he 
lied ” 

She was silent, and then continued. 

“The thing must be proved to her mind— thrust into it — 
stamped into it. Try and make other people believe it too. If 
she finds a dozen to do so, she will begin to doubt. Then she 
taxes him ” 

“ And he denies it,” said Pierce. 

“That’s what I know and you don’t,” answered Primrose. 
“’Tis odds but he might not deny it. If the thing fell like 
a thunderbolt and he was in his angry vein, he wouldn’t deny it. 
He’d flash into fury that anybody alive could dare even to raise 
the question.” 

“ What’s to do then ? ” 

“ Evidence. Suppose this old woman was able to say that her 
daughter accused Wolferstan with her last breath and then went 
out to the canal. Very likely that is what happened.” 

Pierce looked at her face. It was beautiful beyond belief and 
flushed with excitement. 

“You’m the axe for this tree, sure enough,” he said. “The 
old woman would swear anything, no doubt.” 

“Or you might remind him that he confessed to you that he 
ruined the girl after it happened. One man’s word is as good 
as another.” 

“ No, no, it ban’t. You’re out there. His word’s better than 
mine — every day of the week — as much better as his position and 
eggication.” 

“Tell the girl’s people — the dead girl, I mean — that ’tis well 
known Wolferstan ruined her and sent her to her grave. Tell 
everybody. It should be known. There’s to be a colt drift 
at Halstock Pound next week. Can you be there ? ” 

“ I’ve got to be there, to help with the work.” 

“ He will be among the men driving in the ponies, and I am 
going to ride over too. A crowd always comes. That’s your 
chance for the first shot.” 

“Us must get Ilet there,” he said. 

“She is to be there. He is going to introduce me to her. 
A great chance to strike the first blow.” 

“ Before company ? ” 

“ The more the merrier,” 

£ 
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“ I be going to do the work, then ? " 

“ Your share— -yes. You ought to be proud of it, and proud 
to think how I trust you. But I shan't shirk my part. I'll 
console him in secret. I'll believe nothing against him. I may 
even lose my temper and beat you across the face before every- 
body. Don't be surprised if I do." 

“ Lord, what a light you throw upon this job ! ” 

“ Repeat the old rumour openly at the drift and see what may 
come of it." 

“ His whip-lash will come of it. There won't be no call for 
you to use yours." 

“ So much the better. A few bruises don't matter if there's 
Ilet to kiss them well. Wolferstan's an exceedingly Christian sort 
Of man, but he's got a temper. He may be patient, or he may 
take the law into his own hands. And you might remind him 
that he did confess the truth to you. Stick to that through thick 
and thin ; and invent the details, and stick to them too. A lie is 
often just as hard to disprove as the truth is to establish. Let a 
thing be repeated often enough and people must begin to believe 
it and make others believe it." 

She turned to her horse. 

“ Give me a hand," she said. 

He held his palm for her ; her foot touched it and she was in 
the saddle. 

“ Don't waste time," she concluded. “ This silly love between 
them — what is it ? Only a few months old at best. Loose the 
whirlwind and scorch it up. Our powder and shot is rather 
scanty. We mustn't throw any away. Keep off love with Ilet 
Yelland. Be cold and indifferent there. 'Twould be better for 
your future chances if any but you could separate them; but 
there's nobody else to do it." 

He nodded and she rode away, crossed the river and vanished 
westerly. 

“ Let what will come, there's amusement in it," she reflected. 
“’Tis hunting of a sort. Fox-hunting — man-hunting — what 
more has life for me?" 

Abel too moved homeward. He did not anticipate overmuch 
amusement from his future. In his shadowed mind dwelt dark- 
ness deeper than the oncoming gloom, where night shouldered 
day and rolled up from the central loneliness of the Moor in a 
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cloud of rain. He felt that the woman was far too clever for 
him, that he was to be her tool rather than her accomplice in 
this infamy. Yet he perceived that she had put herself into his 
power. 

“ If I go down on it, she does too,” he thought ; and the deter- 
mination calmed him. 

Black fleeces ridge on ridge rose from the edge of the earth 
and drove gloomily forward. Night in a storm-cloud swept out 
of the East, and the familiar crying of the wind on the stone 
awoke. From that hour it rained without intermission for three 
days, and through many weeks no human soul again stood where 
these two had met and brought forth evil. Only the fox dragged 
his brush through the mire, and the wild cattle snorted at the 
hole whence a gravestone had been dragged — snorted and 
stamped uneasily, scenting man. 



CHAPTER VII 


THE DRIFT 

AFTER centuries of roaming, the Dartmoor pony has attained 
XV to the dignity of a legal institution, and among those sur- 
vivals of ancient custom still exercised by the Duchy of Cornwall, 
is the colt-drift, a ceremony in which these little beasts are 
principal performers. The secret of the appointed day is kept as 
close as possible, in order that ‘foreigners’ who can claim no 
venville rights of pasture, may be caught and their owners fined. 
In olden days this numbering of the pony people was a matter 
involving some state and solemnity; now the rite is robbed of 
its more picturesque array. 

On an autumn morning men and women, some riding and 
some afoot, proceeded in irregular lines across the Moor, and 
converged upon Halstock Pound nigh the farm of that name on 
Halstock Hill. The drift was in the north quarter of the Forest, 
and those Moor-men responsible for this great tract had charge of 
the operations. Already a few ponies were enclosed, and from 
time to time, over the heather ridges southerly, trotting droves, 
with manes and tails flying and little foals galloping among them, 
would appear and be rounded up into the pound by busy dogs 
and shouting men. 

From Belstone and Okehampton, the people came to see the 
sight. Those officially engaged were already riding far away on 
the waste and bringing up the colts from their favourite ‘ strolls ’ 
and haunts in the lonely places. Out of Meldon valley old 
Abner Barkell and a friend or two trudged together. Behind 
them came Ilet Yelland and her cousin, Abel Pierce. She went 
to meet Wolferstan; he came to work. Elsewhere, on horse- 
back, trotted Primrose Horn, escorted by Orlando Slanning and a 
few other young sportsmen. 
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A man who looked eighty years old, but was in reality some 
ten years less, discoursed with Abner Barkell upon the event of 
the day. He was a shepherd and had lived on Dartmoor all his 
life. 

“Not what it did use to be,” he said. “ The vartue have gone 
out of it an’ the secret of the day’s not kept same as once. I 
mind when we never knowed till the very morn, an’ then horns 
bio wed upon the mountain-tops, as sudden as the crack of doom 
will be out of the angels’ trumpets. Many a bold feller, who had 
his ponies running unbeknownst, was catched out in them days 
an’ fined five shilling in the face of the nation. But Duchy’s not 
what it was, though never a thing to be proud of. The law’s 
gone weak — along of Beaconsfield, I suppose; though God for- 
bid as I should heave a stone at the dead.” 

Mr. Barkell nodded approval, and a farmer, who had joined 
them, spoke. 

“ Every word true, Ned Perryman,” he said. “ Duchy be no 
more’n a big name for a very onrighteous contrivance. It laughs 
at the weak an’ lets out our birthright to anybody as offers cash. 
Money’s the Duchy’s god, to be plain.” 

“ There ain’t many on Dartmoor has a good word for it, seem- 
ingly,” declared Abner. “All the same, you’ll do well to be 
careful what you say, for there’s all sorts about this morning. If 
his honour the Prince of Wales heard you ” 

“ I wish he could,” burst out Mr. Perryman. “ He don’t know 
nought about it. When royal princes go abroad, the truth’s 
always hidden behind flags an’ banners, an’ drowned wi’ brass 
moosic. Look at it ! What reward do me an’ the likes of me 
get for keeping up wi’ the times ? Let Duchy find that us can 
add a room to our cottages, or sweeten a bit of the fen an’ build 
a tidy wall round it, what do it do? Pat us on the back an’ 
reward us ? No, by Gor ! Down comes — you know who — like 
a raven, an’ sticks another pound on the rent. 'Tis worse than 
infidel Turks an’ a crying outrage on Christianity.” 

The shepherd’s voice rose and his black eyes flashed. He 
believed, not without reason, that he had suffered from petty 
injustice for half a century. 

His grand-daughter Jane, a tall, hard-faced and angular young 
woman, walked beside him. 

“Hush, my dear,” she said. “Us all know you for a very 
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radical old man and very valiant also ; but ’tis vain to grow hot. 
Us can’t mend it.” 

“Justice never do come out top, Jane, onless by chance , tis 
stronger than t’other, which seldom happens,” remarked Mr. 
Barkell. “You Moor folk whine about in public-houses,” he 
continued, “ but what’s the good o’ that ? If you want to be 
heard, you must do what other people do an’ shout together. 
That’s how us railway men get on in the world. An’ if you 
can’t shout loud enough, owing to ignorance, you ought to scrape 
up a bit of money an’ pay a lawyer chap to shout for ’e.” 

“ So I always have said,” replied Perryman. “ The thing did 
ought to be laid afore Parliament, an* when our side gets in 
again, I hope it will be. We’m the lawful citizens up here, an’ 
Duchy’s a law-breaker. The very place we be walking now is 
sold over our heads to the military, for them to bang their 
blasted cannons an’ rob us of our grazing rights for miles an’ 
miles.” 

Not far off Pierce walked beside Ilet Yelland; but they said 
very little, for the shadow cast at their meeting above the Island 
of Rocks had deepened. Ilet suffered at the insinuation against 
her betrothed, and was hurt to the heart that Abel could have 
made it. He had been content to let the idea fester for a time ; 
and now, in light of what was to come, he approached the sub- 
ject abruptly as they neared Halstock Pound. 

“I spoke for your good and nought else,” he said. “I must 
suffer, it seems ; but you’ll be sorry some day ; for nobody sticks 
up for truth like you do. I know what I said be gospel ; but I 
shouldn’t have said it out unless your life had depended on it. 
Now I’ll say it out again ; an’ if I can only save you, I don’t care 
what happens to me.” 

“ Not one word will I believe against him. If there was any- 
thing — but ’tis a mad thought. Open as the morning sun, an’ as 
honest. His face is enough.” 

“ Faces ! Ban’t every muscle of a man’s face trained to hide 
his meaning ? Haven’t you lamed not to show what you feel an’ 
think? ’Tis the first thing everybody larns. Do you let your 
mind look out of your eyes ? Not you ! The man’s cruel as the 
grave an’ hard as a stone, behind that straight glance. He ruined 
Minnie Masters ; an’ I know it ; an’ now you know it Ax him 
an’ look close when he answers.” 
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“ I’d rather die than ax him.” . 

« You’ll do wiser to, all the same.” 

«« If he heard this, he’d break every bone in your body, Abel.” 

“He might, an’ welcome, if he could disprove it.” 

“ Right well you know ’tis a lie.” 

“ Ax him,” repeated the other. “ Let him only prove that 
dead woman went to her grave with a falsehood on her lips, and 
I’ll be best man at his wedding, if he likes. Till then I say he’s 
an evil liver and a double-dealing, cruel devil. There’s the man ! 
And to his face 111 say what I have said to you.” 

Behind five-and-thirty ponies galloped Wolferstan and another 
rider. Three sheep-dogs assisted them. The cavalcade swept 
past and Dodd turned in his saddle and shouted, 

“ See you later ! ” 

Then a hollow hid them from view. 

Ilet said but one word more. To her it seemed that honesty 
and truth incarnate had ridden past in the person of the Port- 
reeve. 

“ ’Tis an insult to him to listen to you, and 111 not do it. My 
heart’s not sad for myself— not sad nor distrustful neither. I be 
only sad for you, that you can think so foul ; an’ for my man, 
that he’ve got such an enemy. But yesterday he told me he 
hadn’t one enemy in the world.” 

“Another lie. He knows better.” 

They were now among the scattered folk who approached 
Halstock Pound, and the stone walls of the inclosure appeared. 

Men crowded at the gate, and the drove that Wolferstan 
had brought up now trotted in to join the rest. Spectators stood 
round with heads and shoulders above the dry-built barriers ; and 
some sat upon the walls to watch the moving mass of little horses 
within. 

Like beads scattered irregularly the ponies came streaming 
along with blowing hair and tossing heads. They hustled and 
jostled, turned and twisted ; but evasion was vain and all 
presently found themselves impounded. Here grey and russet, 
iron-grey, bay and black assembled in a growing crowd; and 
every sort and shape of moorland steed was here — from the pot- 
bellied, cow-hocked, ancient mare, as familiar with drifts as the 
Moor-men themselves, to the little, frightened foal, six weeks old. 
The small, woolly things ran about on their spindle legs and 
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uttered frantic expressions of dismay if swept for a moment from 
their mothers* sides. One tiny golden chestnut, like a ray of 
sunlight, flashed and scampered about among the darker colts, 
half in fear, half in fun. The air was full of neighings and 
whinnyings, now thin and shrill, now frantic, now inquiring, now 
protesting, now sinking upon a guttural note of recognition, or 
rising into a scream of temper. The ponies were never silent 
and never motionless. They chattered in their own language 
without intermission; and they swept round and round, this 
way and that, until the eye was dazzled by this kaleidoscopic 
maze of horsy colours. A running fire of noise and shifting 
field of hue they presented. Fresh arrivals were met with a 
chorus of questions ; then they answered and lifted their voices 
with the rest and joined the increasing throng. Now little 
separate stampedes occurred ; now sudden explosions of sound 
as a dozen wide, red nostrils simultaneously snorted and quivered. 
Squeals of rage punctuated the din, and, under all, was the 
throb and thud of small, unshod hoofs that never stilled and 
swiftly trampled the pound to mire. Sometimes a pair of heels 
came with a bang into a neighbour’s ribs ; sometimes white teeth 
flashed and the little beasts reared to bite each other. Duns 
and browns and dirty whites were woven into this pattern of 
moving pony backs. It was touched with the darkness of 
manes and tails, brightened with shining noses, alive and alert 
with pricking ears and glittering eyes. Dartmoor and Exmoor 
mingled here, and experts pointed the difference; men moved 
fearlessly amid the mass ; a hot equine smell rose dense in 
the air — the atmosphere proper to a drift. All the ponies were 
marked, with a plait in the tail or a string in the ear, and now 
the new-born foals received some sort of sign by which they 
should be known. The little, bright chestnut fought valiantly, 
and it took Abel Pierce and another to hold him by nose 
and tail, while a third, with a pair of shears, clipped a letter on 
his infant coat. Then into a corner the small thing stole trem- 
bling and sweating from this, his first battle with his master. 

Typical as the rough ponies were those who strode among 
them. Here were the brown-faced, grey-haired Moor-men ; here 
labourers and yelling boys ; here farmers, owners, sportsmen, and 
a dapper and prosperous spirit or two, with some smattering of 
science and an interest in improving the breed. These authori- 
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ties talked learnedly; while labourers captured the new-born 
horses and let the fillies, mares, and geldings go free again. 
The liberated colts kicked up their heels, squealed joyfully, and 
galloped off with sheep-dogs, like their lupine ancestors, yelping 
and snapping in a pack behind them. 

The crowd increased. Young Slanning discoursed with his 
friends on pony-rearing ; Pierce, forgetting the first business that 
brought him, worked hard with the ponies and yet found time to 
help half a dozen little children on to the pound wall ; old Ned 
Perryman stood lowering from under white eyebrows at the 
Bailiff of the Duchy, who had just arrived. To Ned’s eye this 
inoffensive person represented the darkest force in his life. 
Mr. Barkell helped to tap a barrel of beer; Ilet and Dodd 
watched the ponies; and Primrose Horn watched them from 
horseback at hand. 

The Bailiff of the Duchy drank no beer. When time for 
refreshment came, he was content with a bottle of lemonade. 
Many regarded his impassive brown face and dark eyes; none 
knew what opinions the man might be entertaining or what pro- 
jects took shape within the hidden places of his mind. Silence 
was his secret of power. He rarely committed himself to any 
expression of opinion or definite promise. 

There were no fines to be levied on the occasion of this drift, 
and the business, so to call it, quickly ended. Then horn mugs 
appeared and the company congregated in hale comradeship and 
good humour. Wolferstan was popular and received many 
friendly greetings. As Portreeve of the Bridgetstowe Commons, 
he played his part. The Bailiff shook his hand and saw in him 
a fellow-official. 

Then stood up Abel Pierce, grim and dogged, beside the beer 
barrel and waited for a chance to speak. Ilet Yelland was some- 
thing of a heroine on this occasion, and but for the cloud at her 
heart, had felt a proud woman. For Dodd introduced her to 
certain farmers’ wives and to various smart farmers’ daughters 
on horseback, including Miss Horn. Primrose shook hands 
genially and spoke softly, while she bent forward, stroked her 
horse’s neck and fixed her fearless grey eyes upon the dark ones 
of Ilet. Without appearing so to do, she estimated every point 
and perfection of the other’s mind and body. She read the 
brown, bright face, listened to the slow voice, marked the scanty 
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vocabulary and saw a woman of one idea — fervent, humble, 
noble, and probably narrow. The scrutiny helped her on her 
way. They went aside together, and Primrose praised Wolferstan 
delicately. For some time they conversed, but were just about 
to part, when a noise of anger at the beer-barrel turned their eyes 
in that direction. 

Pierce's opportunity had come. His enemy was drinking and 
had clinked his horn mug with many friends. Now he saw Abel 
and, exhibiting just a shadow of patronage, held out his half- 
empty horn. 

“No, thank you,” said the other, loud and clear. “I ban't 
drinking with you, Portreeve. I ain’t forgot Minnie Masters 
yet." 

Dodd’s face blazed into hot crimson, but he spoke quietly. 

“ Have you been asleep then ? That lie’s laid this two year 
an' more. All the world knowed 'twas false — all but you, seem- 
ingly. Be careful of your speech, my son, else you'll get into 
trouble.” 

“ I ban’t your son. Your son was drawed out of Bude Canal 
along with his mother. An’ you can take back your lie, for I tell 
truth and many honest folk know 'tis truth ! *' 

There was a murmur and some men intervened. Old Perryman 
spoke to Pierce. 

“You drunken fool! What spleen be this? Go away and 
blush for yourself — to bring up that story.” 

“ Let the man stop,” cried Wolferstan. “ Let him stop — drunk 
or sober — till he’s called back afore this company what he’s said 
afore it ! That dirty, wicked scandal never was believed by any 
living soul who knew me.” 

“All the same, where there’s smoke there’s fire,” said a big 
voice from horseback. 

Wolferstan turned and saw Slanning close at hand. He and 
one or two other young men were smiling together, and the Port- 
reeve looked upon them with astonishment. His self-control 
disappeared and he began to grow excited. Round him were 
many faces, some amused, some merely interested, some angry on 
his behalf. Voices broke out, but he could not listen. Standing 
apart, he saw Ilet beside Primrose Horn. 

“No smoke without fire — no smoke without fire!” shouted 
Slanning again ; then he laughed mightily. 
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“And no lie without an evil heart behind it,” answered 
Wolferstan. “This man brings a charge that is dead and 
buried.” 

“The woman and her child are dead and buried — not the 
charge apparently,” said ahorseman. He, was a stranger to all 
parties present, and was ra&e^L.amused at the quarrel. 

“ Tis a lie,” answered the Portreeve — “ a black, damnable lie, 
and IT1 leave it at that. None on God’s earth can whisper one 
foul word against me, or my dealings with man or woman ; and 
for this cur — why he’s done it I don’t know ; but the answer I 
do know.” 

Dodd walked up to Pierce and those who stood between them 
fell away. It was a personal difference and nobody felt any 
obligation seriously to interfere. 

Abel did not flinch and did not rage ; he stood looking squarely 
at the angry man, and kept his hands in his pockets. 

“Why for shouldn’t I give you a hiding, you evil-speaking 
toad ? To stand here afore this rally of neighbours and spit out 
this lie ” 

“ If ’tis a lie, I'll let you flay the skin off my bones,” said 
Pierce calmly. “ I han’t feared of your noise. Truth’s truth, an’ 
truth will come to light. Who ruined Minnie Masters, if you 
didn’t ? If ’tis a lie, then she went to face her God wi’ a lie on 
her lips, for her old mother will swear that she accused you the 
night afore she drowned herself. Bluster an’ swear and swing 
your whip, an’ thrust yourself among your betters. But prove 
I’m a liar — that’s what you’ve got to do. Then smite — not 
sooner.” 

Wolferstan stared almost helplessly round about him. 

“ Who believes this ? ” he cried. 

“I don’t!” 

The Bailiff of the Duchy spoke in tones deliberate and calm. 

“ I do ! ” said Orlando. “ The man’s guilty — look at him ! ” 

Men growled and argued and took sides upon it. Abel 
Pierce still stood with his hands in his pockets and his eyes on 
Wolferstan’s agitated countenance. There was a movement in 
the crowd where people pressed to the centre of excitement. 

One heavy thought struck the Portreeve and he wondered why 
Ilet stood aloof. At this cruel crisis she did not come. Anger 
broke loose in him — wrath at the dark, insolent face beside him. 
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Ilet was now approaching as swiftly as she could make way 
through the crowd, but he did not know it. 

u Believe it the cowards and curs who will!” he shouted. 
Then he turned on Pierce. 

“ There's my payment for your villainy — the only payment it's 
worth, you foul-minded wretch ! ” 

His hunting-crop screeched and the heavy cane struck Abel 
across the cheek. 

The sufferer gloried in this sudden, burning pang. For him 
no shame came with it. He put his hands to his face, and two 
man sprang forward and kept Dodd from repeating the blow. 

A babel broke out among the spectators. The horses had 
scarcely made more noise. 

Slanning roared the rest down. 

“ Guilty ! Guilty ! You with the raw face there, why don’t you 
hit him back ? ” 

The Duchy Bailiff had elbowed his way to Wolferstan’s side 
and now spoke in a voice that was almost a command. 

“ Get on your horse and ride away — quick ! ’Tis ill answering 
lies with blows, but you’ve done it now.’ ; 

“An’ right to do it,” cried another. “So would I, or any 
man.” * 

“ Blows han’t proof of innocence, nevertheless,” argued a third. 

Ilet had reached her lover’s side, but he pushed her away with 
the rest and got quickly to his horse. Many voices babbled ; 
many differences of opinion were expressed ; a farmer uttered the 
general decision. 

“’Tis for this chap to prove Portreeve guilty, if he can, not for 
Portreeve to trouble about it,” he said. “ Let him as brings this 
charge make it good, an’ be damned to him ! ” 

A policeman appeared and took VVolferstan’s name and address. 
Then the parties broke away into two camps, and some stood 
round Pierce, and some followed Dodd to his horse. A dozen 
minor quarrels sprang up, and two men came to blows on their 
own account in the corner of the pound. Primrose insulted Mr. 
Slanning when he returned to her side, and the youth rode 
wretchedly home alone; for she refused his escort, called him 
*a noisy coward* in the hearing of half a dozen soldiers from 
the artillery camp, and then turned her back on him. 

Two hours later she met the wounded Pierce on Fordsland 
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Ledge in secret. A deep purple wale, fading to livid white, scored 
his cheek, and he knew that it was payment well earned ; but she 
encouraged him stoutly. 

“ 'Tis very well, but she'll never forgive me, ,> he said. “ I saw 
her face as I came away. There was everlasting hate on it." 

“ Rubbish I Only in your eyes it looked so. Nothing's ever- 
lasting. You did splendidly. What's a bruise to winning her ? 
She's the sort to stick in one place only. Get her away, and the 
rest will be easy. The countryside is full of this now. She'll 
have to ask him if 'tis true." 

“The old woman’s ready to swear against him that his name 
was the last on her daughter’s lips." 

“The seed's sown then. Let it take root and sprout. You'll 
marry her, if you play your cards right. As for him " 

She broke off and rode away. 

And elsewhere, stunned by the event of the morning, Wolfer- 
stan, for the first time in his life, felt what it was to have 
enemies. 

Bitterly he mourned the day's doings ; bitterly he resented the 
evil fable now revived against his good name; but, before all else, 
he deplored two things : that Ilet had not hastened to his side 
and held his hand against Pierce, and that he had lost his temper, 
fallen into a rage and put himself in the wrong by a brutal blow 
on a man unarmed. He had never dreamed of this possibility 
in himself — this unreasoning, headlong rage. But the tempta- 
tion to assault a fellow-man had not offered until that moment. 
For a time Wolferstan despaired of himself ; then calmer thoughts 
came, and he braced his mind to action. Yet chaos rode home- 
ward with him. The word * enemies ’ filled his brain. He con- 
sidered what course to take and where to seek counsel. His first 
idea was to rush to Ilet. But shame of himself and something 
very like impatience with her apparent passivity, turned his ideas 
into another channel. Next he cast about for a friend who might 
teach him how to proceed in the difficulty thus wickedly thrust 
upon him. Once he thought of going to see Alexander Horn, 
and once he was in a mind to speak to Primrose. Next his in- 
tention turned to the vicar of the parish church ; but his mood 
tended not that way. Finally he determined to see Dicky Barkell, 
who had some credit for sense. 
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Until the night came he sat listlessly alone in his house, or 
moved about in his garden. Every window that looked down 
upon it seemed to his imagination shining with censorious eyes. 
Into the dark he went at last, and night came as a friend. 

“ Enemies — enemies,” he said again and again to himself as he 
moved along. 



CHAPTER VIII 


ADVICE 

M ANY people in many places held animated converse over 
the strife between Pierce and Wolferstan ; and those most 
vitally involved both erred in their conduct upon the night follow- 
ing the pony-drift. But it was the mistake of one that led to the 
error of the other. Ilet expected Wolferstan, and even went 
a little way towards his home to meet him. He did not come, 
and she turned restlessly away to the Moor. Anon, she found 
herself in Oke valley, and then, pushed by some sudden impulse, 
stopped at Fishcombe Cottage and spoke with her Aunt Henny. 
Abel Pierce left his home and set out for Okehampton as she 
approached. Ilet saw him go ; otherwise she had not entered. 

Elsewhere the Portreeve climbed to the dwelling of his friend, 
Dicky Barkell, in hope that the signalman might prove a valuable 
counsellor. 

Richard and his father were at their supper before he came, 
and old Abner had detailed the catastrophe at Halstock Pound 
with his usual picturesque but scanty vocabulary. Dicky declared 
the incident unfortunate but not surprising. 

“Always the way if a man gets his head over the crowd/’ 
he said. “ Rise up above your fellows by the height of an eye- 
brow, and they’ll be like so many wolves to tear you down again. 
Once down, they’ll be friendly ; and once up beyond their reach, 
they’ll be quite content to lick your boots ; but ’tis while you’m 
fighting to rise. Let one big-souled, generous man give you 
a pat on the back, and there’ll spring up a dozen envious little 
curs to say you haven’t earned it. ’Tis the last snap of their 
teeth afore you get beyond the reach of ’em for ever. Then 
they’ll creep back to kennel, and the next generation of ’em will 
fawn on you. I’ve waited to see Wolferstan’s enemies show 
themselves. ’Twas time they did. If a man wants to get in 
front, he must remember the drawback of enemies. I’m one 
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who wouldn’t think the game worth the candle myself. Better 
to keep below every man’s envy, and not let ’em know you’re 
worth envying — same as you an* me.” 

“Just what you can’t do when courting’s the matter,” declared 
Abner. “ That is, unless you choose a very homely piece without 
a market. But a splendid maiden like I let Yelland — wonder 
is there wasn’t more after her. There was bound to be a row 
when she cooled off to Pierce.” 

Dicky nodded and lighted his pipe. 

“ Amazing to me : to fight to get married ! I’d fight to escape 
from it,” he said. 

“ Beauty's a bar to a female in my opinion,” continued Abner. 
“ When I was looking round, I turned from the bowerly girls ; 
because they pretty women always think that to be pretty is 
enough.” 

“So it is — up to the point of catching a husband,” declared 
the signalman. 

“ Ess fay — but the others look deeper. ’Tis generally allowed 
by sensible females, that more goes to marriage than a man. The 
plain girls know they must make up for a round shape and red lips 
an’ gert eyes; an’ the wise ones can do it by use of the intellects.” 

“ I’ve marked that myself,” said Dicky. 

“ It is so. Your mother — to say it lovingly — was not a woman 
as anybody looked round after; but what a masterpiece in a 
kitchen ! I shall always mourn your dear mother — as long as you 
do the cooking, Richard. As for Wolferstan — these here perfect 
chaps — I don’t mean I believe it — yet — when you get men as teach 
in the Sunday-school and go from strength to strength by day, 
there’s often a night side to ’em.” 

“ I’m surprised at you ! After a good supper, too, to speak so 
uncharitable,” said Dicky. “Keep out of it,” he continued, 
“same as I mean to do.” 

“Portreeve will have to prove Pierce be a liar, according to 
Farmer Hext an’ a few other men ; while according to Ned 
Perryman, an* the Bailiff, an* old Westaway, ’tis for Pierce to 
make good his charge if he can. So it lies,” explained Mr. 
Barkell ; then he suddenly exploded in a weak and rheumy 
chuckle. “ Lord ! to see the way Miss Horn from Bowden 
jumped on Miller Slanning’s son! He was against Dodd, an’ 
she called him a noisy coward and turned her back upon him. 
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He stood glazing out at the world like a pig just stuck ; but he 
held his glass in his eye firmly through it all.” 

Dicky smiled. “ I can see him,” he said. 

“ All the women will be against Wolferstan as a general thing,” 
continued Abner. 

“ Not they ! ” answered his son. “ They pull faces in company ; 
but if you could see in their hearts, you’d find ’em perfectly 
contented. The ruin of one woman’s a left-handed compliment 
to ’em all. Childer got wrong side the blanket are a walking, 
living advertisement to their power over uc. Wherever was the 
sensible woman as wouldn’t marry a proper man because her sex 
had been too much for him afore he met her? Ban’t likely. 
There’s dozens of well-thought-upon, worthy people as would 
have ten wives to-morrow if the law allowed it. An’ ’tis the men 
as make the laws, mind, an’ always will ; so, with that amorous 
spirit in the land, the women ” 

“Stop !” said Abner, lifting up his long clay pipe in a threaten- 
ing attitude. “ Where you get your loose opinions, dash my wig 
if I know. ’Tis certain they never corned from me, an’ I won’t 
hear ’em. A joke’s a joke, but when you talk of ten wives, 
you’m breaking all bounds of decency. There’s some women 
yet in the land as would rather bide maids than marry a bad 
chap ; an’ Ilet Yelland’s one of ’em. I had speech with her 
back-along after the pony-drift. An’ she was in a very poor way. 
It knocked the heart out of her when Dodd lost his temper and 
scat t’other across the face. *’Twas not like the Portreeve to 
do it’, she said.” 

“ Not like one side of the man she knows ; but ’twas perfectly 
like another side of him — must have been, else he couldn’t have 
done it.” 

“Of course she don’t believe it — not if angels said it she 
wouldn’t do so,” continued the old man. 

“ Was she in a great flare with Abel Pierce ? ” 

“She was not,” admitted Mr. Barkell. “Women’s that in- 
teresting and astonishing. To my surprise, she was not. She 
reckons there’s another in this and that Pierce has been told 
a lie and deceived.” 

The man in their thoughts knocked at the door, and Abner 
opened to him. Old Barkell, seeing the visitor, let Dodd in and 
then walked out himself. He guessed that Wolferstan had come 
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to visit Richard, and so, mumbling something about the viaduct, 
got his hat and went into the air. 

The Portreeve came swiftly to his business. 

“You’ll guess why I’m here,” he said. 

“ I’m terrible sorry to hear what happened. Light your pipe 
an’ take a chair.” 

“Will you deny I had every provocation? As a man suddenly 
faced with a wicked lie — afore the world assembled, so to say. 
What would you have done ? ” 

Dicky mended the fire and decided not to answer the question. 
“ I’m rather sorry you looked me up to-night, and I’ll tell you 
why,” he said. “ You understand my way. This is a bad busi- 
ness, but it’s not my business ; an’ not by one word am I going 
to make it so. I know you both and you’re both my friends.” 

“ No friend of his can be mine — not after this morning.” 

“ There it is ! I’m sorry to the heart for the day’s work. But 
not a word more than that shall I say to either of you. As to 
advice — I’ve never known a friendship bettered by giving it, and 
no man I care about ever had mine, or ever will. When you an’ 
me want to quarrel, then I’ll begin offering advice — not sooner.” 
“ No man can believe Pierce and remain my friend.” 

“If that’s so, you’re answered, for I am your friend, and I 
always hope to be.” 

Wolferstan now sat down and stared into the fire. 

“You’re different to most — that’s why I came to you,” he said. 
“ You never get hot over anything, and don’t take sides. All the 
same, han’t what I call friendship.” 

“ ’Tis the best I can do, as the crab-apple said when the boy 
bit it and made a face.” 

“A crab you are : sharp, but sound at the core, I suppose. At 
least advise me this — where to go for wisdom. I’m at a ticklish 
pass for the minute. I never knowed I should ever come to seek 
an opinion outside myself so much as I do this night.” 

Richard smoked quietly. 

“ ’Tis breaking my own rule to say it. Still, since you ask. . . . 
If I was in your fix, I’d go to Ilet Yelland afore anybody else in 
the world.” 

“What’s the sense of that? My good’s her good; my evil’s 
her evil. The part can’t heal the whole. How can she help ? 
I had thought to find her at my side when that knave lifted his 
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voice against me and the world turned upside down. Her place 
was surely there ; but she kept away for some reason,” 

“Father says she tried to come at you, but couldn’t for 
the crowd that hemmed you round. Besides, how could you 
expect a maiden to push forward among all they men ? If she’d 
took your whip, I lay you’d have used your fist.” 

“That’s not the least part of my trouble — that I lost my 
temper — I that thought I’d tamed my temper to stand anything, 
like a man trains a dog.” 

“ Temper’s a cat, not a dog. ’Tis never broke in really. They 
tiger-tamers generally get unpleasantly surprised sooner or late 
an’ so do you hopeful chaps that think you’ve got yourselves in 
hand. Let the right moment come and the beast will out.” 

“ I wish to God she’d not gone to the drift.” 

“ So do she. My father walked back with her. You go to her, old 
chap; tell her the ; but here am I doing just what I swore not to !” 

“ * Tell her the truth ’, you were going to say. And don’t she 
know the truth ? Don’t she know me to my heart ? If not — 
then ’tis a poor case.” 

“ Don’t lose your nerve about it.” 

“I’ll go to no man, nor woman neither, Dick : I’ll go to my 
God with this, and only Him.” 

“I should try her first,” said Richard dryly. “Ban’t the time 
to keep away from her.” 

“ Thank you — you mean well in a worldly sense. But I ought 
to have looked to my conscience sooner — then I shouldn’t have 
come here. I must make no mistake now. I must ask where 
there’s an answer ready for all that ask.” 

“ So you believe, I know. Perhaps ’twill be the same answer 
as I have given you.” 

The men rose and went to the door. It was at such moments 
that Wolferstan found his friend unsatisfying, for Barkell belonged 
to a growing order and stood for that sceptic spirit now awake 
and alive in his class, thanks to education and the beginnings 
of scientific training. He suspected the vitality of the old order 
and resented all interference with liberty of thought. 

Outside, old Barkell smoked his pipe and looked at the 
viaduct, where it loomed huge across the dark valley. 

“ Good night, father,” said Dodd. “ I hope you’re not thinking 
the worse of me for what happened up-along.” 
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“I hope not; I hope Fm a man with large opinions, Port- 
reeve. This here gert bridge, which be my special care an* 
which Fve seen grow to fulness, like a father sees his child 
—it do teach a man to take large opinions an* throws light 
on life. Tis almost a religious thing in its way, I do assure ’e.” 

44 Tis a faithful thing, faithfully put together, no doubt.” 

“More than that! When I see them three mighty piers of 
steel springing aloft, I do think of Father, Son an* Ghost — Three 
in One, an* One in Three. For what would one be without 
Mothers ? But together they hold up the Bridge of Life, same as 
these here hold up the railway.” 

44 A proper thought. All parts of one great contrivance,” 
admitted Wolferstan. 44 A man must take ’em all in all to get the 
full blessing of ’em.” 

44 All— or none,” answered the younger Barkell. “But there’s 
more railroads than one to Plymouth ; an’ more highroads than 
one to goodness.” 

“You’ll live to speak otherwise,” answered the Portreeve 
shortly. 44 There’s only one true way that leads there.” 

Then he left them and set off homewards. 

The road he took led beside Oke, and, at Fishcombe Cottage, 
he hesitated and looked at the lonely light in the valley. But he 
went upon his way, and presently, above Sourton village, saw 
the colony of earth-born stars that twinkled there and indicated 
the hamlet. He thought of BarkelPs advice and his own resolve. 
Then he walked forward along the Moor edge and communed 
with religious thoughts. 

The nightly darkness of Dartmoor swelled southward and sank 
in featureless ridges of gloom : while above it the sky presented 
another space of profound obscurity ; but between the two was 
light where a waning moon sailed low above the horizon and fretted 
the clouds around her. The wind blew strongly and the planet 
seemed to plunge through the midst of a driving sea of ebony and 
silver mingled. Ragged vapours, touched with pearly spindrift, 
rolled about her ; and now they gulped the semicircle of cold light, 
and now they scattered before it, as the foam before the prow. 
Then a cloud-rift widened and the hills and valleys of the sky were 
touched to their depths with radiance ; but those of earth remained 
darkling. 



CHAPTER IX 


‘ASK FIERCE’ 

I LET YELLAND won small comfort from her conversation 
with Abel's mother. The old woman was in a rage, and her 
bitterness had obscured her judgment. Her son's raw face had 
entirely altered her opinion. She felt astonished to see her 
niece, but welcomed the opportunity and lost no time in forward- 
ing the interest of Abel. 

“Poor chap— if he don’t lose his eye 'twill be by the mercy of 
God. A guilty conscience often wakes the devil where you’d 
never think he was sleeping ; an’ so it did do this day." 

“ He’s not guilty,” said Ilet, “ an' well Abel knows it." 

“ I’d have said the same, an' did say the same a while agone. 
I believed in the man till this. But now — no. Take care you 
never put yourself under his heel, or ’twill be the worse for you. 
Abel’s right, an’ he’ve only voiced what others think — voiced it 
out of love for you — to save you. He’s took his poor face to 
the chemist — though I doubt his eye's touched — a cruel sight 
— as if a tiger had clawed him." 

“What could a man do, suddenly faced with this wicked lie? 
Abel's ears have been abused. I’ll never forgive him, for he 
knew Dodd, an' well he knew Dodd couldn't have done it Who 
knows the truth of Wolferstan like what I do ? ” 

“ I tell you he did do it — else he’d never have answered it so." 
“'Tis just how your son would have answered it himself, I 
reckon ; or any other man worth calling a man. Dodd ! Why, 
he's told me all about himself — all — all from the day he went 
frightening crows. All — all his hopes and fears and deeds, past 
and future. Was there any room in his life for ruining a woman ? 
No, I tell you — nought but hard work from morning till night — 
always — Sunday too. Never such a man for work. Pure as me, 
Pll take my oath of it ! " 
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One of Hehny’s slow smiles worked up to her face. 

“ You’ll know more about ’em one day. There’s some sort of 
work they’m never too busy for. Told all ! So we think — 
generation after generation of us ; an’ they laugh. As likely we 
should tell ’em our maiden thoughts, as they should let out their 
bachelor deeds. Ban’t nature. You take a larger view of men 
folk, Ilet, an’ let him see you have. If you must have him — 
more fool you — be sensible, an’ don’t let him laugh at your 
blindness. Take him with your eyes open — not shut. Then 
he’ll respect you and look to leading a clean life. Yes, I believe 
it now ; an’ other neighbours too. I could say more when my 
heart thinks on my son. The patience of him — to suffer that 
bad man’s scourge for you.” 

“ ’Twas not my fault,” she said sulkily. 

“Nor yet his. Truth’s truth; an’ for love of you he told it — 
had to tell it — not for hate of the man. He’s no hate against 
Wolferstan : but your happiness be all the world to him. He’d 
die for ’e.” 

“ Abel’s put himself in reach of the law, they say at Sourton.” 

“ Very like. Ban’t law-breaking to ruin a fool of a girl, if she’s 
wife-old ; but ’tis law-breaking to throw it in the face of a rascal 
afterwards. My son’s not afeared. He hopes an’ prays that Port- 
reeve will have the law of him. Two can play at that.” 

“I’ll never believe it — never. If Wolferstan said ’twas true, 
I’d not believe it.” 

“Well, you’re a pattern of woman different to me. When a 
female takes a man with her eyes shut, ’tis a sort of marriage as 
breeds more’n children. Ruin your life, if you like.” 

“ I’m a growed woman — not a girl. I can judge as well as you 
or anybody else,” she answered with temper. 

“ I wish you could, Ilet,” said Mrs. Pierce. “ For your own sake 
I wish you could see that this hookem-snivey man, with his fair 
face an’ dark story, ban’t worthy to hold a candle to my Abel, 
with his dark face an’ honest heart. Better go now, for us shan’t 
get to see alike to-night. We’ve been good friends since you 
corned amongst us ; an’ long may we bide so. I’m sorry to my 
innermost core for ’e ; an’ I’ll say no more.” 

“You needn’t be that,” answered the other stoutly. “Afore 
long, truth will out, an’ you’ll know I’m right, and your son 
wickedly wrong.” 
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‘Tis only wasting words to hope so. Good night, my dear.” 

And while Dodd Wolferstan walked on the Moor and made 
a long round to Bridgetstowe ; Ilet, not a mile distant, returned 
dispirited and weary homeward. 

She asked whether her lover had been to see her, heard that 
he had not, and then went to her room. Through sleepless 
hours the charge against Wolferstan sank into a lesser thing than 
his absence after it. Time magnified this into a mountain of 
wrong. By what possible right had he kept away? For what 
possible reason? If he called for comfort, vho had such power 
to bestow it and pour it upon him as she ? And if he stood in 
need of no gentle voice to come between him and the memory 
of Abel Pierce's hard one, then, surely, he might have thought 
for her and all tjiat this incident must mean from her point 
of view. 

It had not, indeed, burst upon Ilet with the horror of complete 
surprise; but Dodd was unaware of that, since she had never 
breathed a word of Abel's dark hints. So far, therefore, as 
Wolferstan could know, she had heard the charge against him 
for the first time that day. How had he met it? Very properly 
by chastising the liar before those who had heard him lie. For 
that she did not blame him. And then he had pushed her away 
when she approached, and disappeared. This action she found 
it impossible to forgive. His absence now did much to unsettle 
her, because she could not understand it and had no suspicion 
that he too felt a grievance. Between snatches of sleep, she 
lived again through the scene of the pony-drift, heard the 
laughter of men, and neighing of horses, the uplifted voice and 
the thud of the blow on her cousin’s cheek. 

She rose very early and told herself that she would not 
see Wolferstan for a week, until her ideas were orderly and her 
mind clear. Then she changed her intention and decided to see 
him at the earliest possible opportunity. She was glad to plunge 
into the business of another day. She forgave him and trusted 
him, and doubted not that he would swiftly make all plain. 

They met indeed, even sooner than Ilet hoped ; but the 
interview fell out at a place and in a manner far different from 
her expectation. 

It happened that Mrs. Horn wanted the character of a Sourton 
girl new to service, and old Susan Yelland, a familiar intelligencer 
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of the district t had been appealed to. But Mrs. Yelland 
was no penman, and now sent a message to Bowden by her 
niece. Thus it happened that chance took Ilet to the farm 
at an unfortunate moment, and the accident, better than a month 
Of plotting, fell in with the plans of Primrose and advanced her 
intrigue. 

The first person whom Ilet met as she walked up the drive 
to Bowden, was Abel Pierce. He worked on a field that 
spread to the right of the way, and was engaged in scattering 
manure upon the grass-lands. A long strip of plaster stretched 
down the side of his face. The man took no notice of her, but 
she stopped and accosted him. 

“ Be your eye darkened ? ” she asked. 

“ ’Tis nought,” he answered. “ I don’t care if it goes, so long 
as you are all right. Let him prove I’m a liar, and he can put 
his foot on my neck if he pleases.” 

“ It was an evil thing to tell it out afore the world — a cruel, 
wicked thing. If he hadn’t struck you, I should have, if I could 
have got to you.” 

“ ’Twas to save you.” 

“ Til never forgive you, Abel.” 

“ I’d never want you to if I lied ; but if ’tis truth — what then? 
What has he said to you ? How has he proved he was innocent? 
Tell me that.” 

“ I haven’t seen him since.” 

“ Haven’t seen him ! ” 

An’ shan’t mention the subject when I do. I feel as I felt 
when first you spoke against him. I scorn it.” 

“ Haven’t seen him ! Well, go up to the house, an’ you will 
see him.” 

“ Is he there ? ” 

“ Talking to Miss Horn at the door. Maybe she can give him 
wiser advice at this pinch than you can.” 

“ What’s his business here ? ” 

M Better ax him. They’ve been telling together half an hour, 
anyway, for I watched ’em from t’other end of the field.” 

She went on her way. Then, before this new seed could 
germinate, Wolferstan appeared, riding briskly along the road. 

“ I was coming to you now,” he said, as though divining her 
thought. 
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« Why for didn’t you come yesternight?” 

He dismounted and stood beside her with his horse’s bridle 
rein through his arm. 

“ I was ashamed to, Ilet dearest,” he said quietly. His voice 
sounded softer than hers, which was high-pitched. 

“Shamed of what then ? ” 

“Ashamed of losing my temper afore the world — and you.” 

She stared. 

“There be times when a man ought to lose his temper, I 
should think. You might have been ashamed if you hadn’t.” 

He shook his head. 

“That’s all wrong. I’m a Christian man, and I’m playing a 
big game in the world. Religion and sense both were against 
me. If I can’t govern myself better than that, how be I going to 
get to the top ? ” 

His propriety irritated Ilet more than anger could have done. 
She kept a moody silence and stood with her eyes on him. 

“ You don’t want my pity then,” she said. 

“ I want your forgiveness. I’ve had your pity — I know that.” 

“You want me to forgive you for thrashing a man as told a 
wicked lie against you ? ” 

“That’s not the way to put it. Be fair, Ilet. My thorn’s my 
temper, and I thought I’d got it under. It’s hurt me cruel to 
find what I am — after all.” 

“I wouldn’t have forgived you if you hadn’t beaten him. 
’Twas the right thing to do.” 

“ You must feel different to that, if we are to get on in the 
world. All high doing be built on self-control in the doer. 
’Tis out of sight; but you’ll find it at the foundation of every 
big man.” 

“ I wonder you don’t go across to that chap spreading muck in 
the field, and tell him you’re sorry then.” 

“No need to sneer at me, Ilet. Very likely I shall tell him 
so. It’s clear his ear’s abused. He’s heard this thing and 
jumped at it to gain his own ends.” 

“ Like a lot more seemingly. *Tis for you to make ’em come 
to your feet, not to go whimpering to theirs, surely.” 

“Very high-spirited of you; but there’s a right way and a 
wrong. We must be patient.” 

“You choose a queer time for patience, if you ax me.” 
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He suppressed a flash of annoyance. 

“ You’re angry I didn’t come to you yesterday ; and to tell 
truth, I was a thought angry you didn’t come to me at the drift.” 

“ I did — an* you pushed me away as if I was dirt” 

“I hoped you would have come quicker; but of course you 
couldn’t — not through that crowd. So let that pass. I ought to 
have come to you last night, and you’re right to be vexed with 
me for not coming.” 

“But you can come here. Yesterday my heart was aching 
for you. I wanted to be standing up for you and taking my 
share of the trouble as became me. Didn’t I smart too? Didn’t 
I feel every word he spoke? Did I sleep easy last night? 
Didn’t I roam half way to Bridgetstowe counting to see you at 
every step? You shut me out of your life last night — at the 
most terrible moment you’ve ever faced. That’s what I can’t 
forget. And now you’re up here.” 

“We’re coming to the truth at last,” he answered. “I made 
a mistake — granted. All the same, you ought to have known 
me well enough to have trusted me through it.” 

“ What do I know, an’ what don’t I know ? I know this : that 
you was coming to me after talking for an hour with another 
woman.” 

He started in astonishment. 

“ Clouds — clouds blowing up from all four quarters at once,” 
he said, half to himself. “‘Let him that thinketh he standeth 
take heed lest he fall.’ What of that ? What of Miss Horn ? I 
came on business to her father and he was out ; so she saw me 
instead. You to say such things ! ” 

“You’ve been axing her how to get out of this mess, I suppose 
— her an’ not me?” 

The man flushed up, remembered his recent resolutions, 
cooled and sighed. 

“This is worse— far worse than yesterday,” he answered 
sorrowfully. “D’you want me to wish I’d never seen you, Ilet?” 

“ Better for me, perhaps. Anyway, hear this : you told me I 
was half yourself, and I’m content with no less than that. The 
man I marry shan't lead a life I don’t share. I’ll have all of 
him, or none. If there’s another woman that he can go to in the 
first fix — let him ; an’ let him stop with her.” 

“ You can say these things ? ” 



‘ASK PIERCE V 


75 

“Who wouldn’t ? To come to me from her! She’s told ’e 
to be patient and forgive everybody and ax everybody to forgive 
you. What for? For Christianity, no doubt. An’ I — an’ I 
tell you to ” 

“ Don’t,” he said. “ I’m no coward, if that’s what you mean, 
and well you know it.” 

“ The religion’s a coward that makes you beg pardon of liars. 
An’ I won’t marry a man who’s gwaine to cringe to the world an’ 
climb by crawling.” 

“ You’re not asked to plan my life, Ilet ; you’re asked to share 
it.” 

“I won’t share it if I despise it. You may have all the 

vartues in the Bible, but you’ve none for me if And the 

high place you’ll get to I’ve no wish to share, if ’tis to be reached 
by licking people’s boots an’ taking the opinion of rich farmers’ 
darters ! ” 

“ You’ll do well to mind your own business, and let me mind 
mine, I think.” 

“ You say that — a dirty thing like that to the woman you want 
to marry ! Ban’t your business mine ? Am I the sort to sit out- 
side my man’s life, an’ be no more part of it than the post of his 
garden gate ? ” 

“ I don’t know what you are,” he said, his own temper waver- 
ing, as the light in his eye revealed. “ You’re a very unreasonable 
sort seemingly.” 

A pause fell between them and in the interval came great 
cawing of rooks where they lumbered about in the mess that 
Pierce was scattering upon the meadow. 

Suddenly Ilet spoke and poured her anger into one bitter 
question. Her temper had got beyond control and she clenched 
her fist like a man. 

“Be it true or ban’t it — what Abel Pierce said? Perhaps, 
though so unreasonable, I’m in reason to ax that.” 

Then real anger woke in him also. 

“You raise that evil question — you can dare? You, that 
trusted me like the sun to light to-morrow — or pretended you did. 
You, that have talked nought but pure love to me ! You that said 
— out on you, Ilet ! ” 

She remembered all that Henny had spoken the night before. 

“You’re only a man, I suppose — not a winged angel. Men 
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have ruined women, I believe, an’ kept their mouths shut about it. 
I only want you to underhand l m a growed woman, not a know- 
nought fool to take on trust all a man in love may say in a hot 
minute. Anyway I'il thank you to answer.” 

“I’ll not answer! If you can ask, I’ll not answer! I’ve 
answered the world that asked. Those that knew me never did 
— my belters —parson— gentlefolk— a score. They never asked, 
because they knew the answer. Those mean hearts that ask ban’t 
worth answering.” 

She "lamed under her brown skin and was a little frightened at 

ins f'.iious face. 

*' Think whit you*: * doing,” she said. 

1 Tan worth answering,” he repeated, and his voice throbbed 
with passion. You met me in an hour when I was contrite for 
sin , when I was looking to my God to help me ; when I was 
feeling a hard, cruel, unmerited disgrace ; an’ — an’ you ask me 
this Ask Abel Tierce for your answer. I’ve done with you ! ” 

He mounted immediately and galloped off, while she stood and 
stared after him. Her errand was absolutely forgotten, and now, 
suddenly turning back, Ilet went slowly homeward. 



CHAPTER X 


THE COMFORTER 

N r IGHT and prayer had brought peace to the Portreeve, and 
i with morning there had come stout resolves to do his duty. 
It was not by intention that he met and spoke with Miss Horn, 
business took him to Bowden, and he arrived there to find 
Alexander Horn had broken an appointment owing to the sudden 
arrival by post of affairs more pressing. The farmer was gone to 
Exeter, and his daughter carried messages to YVolferstan when 
no arrived. 

But. their business over, Primrose knew how to keep him. 
Kor a few moments conversation turned to private matters, and, 
seeing ai a glance Dodds attitude to his wrongs, she tuned her- 
self to the same note. He was in a patient and religious frame 
of mind , and she pretended to the like. She bitterly scorned 
the accusation, but affected no astonishment, and told him, 
as Bark ell had already told him, that enemies were a part of 
man's inevitable lot. She congratulated him on his regrets and 
j ^stored self-control, and said that it was religion made alive. Upon 
this highly correct attitude Ilet’s more defiant and natural mien 
had come with painful force. At another time her just wrath 
had possibly comforted Wolferstan not a little ; but, for the 
present, a rather unctuous patience ruled him. His own loss of 
temper begot this frame of mind, and it was perfectly genuine. 

The comment of the world assisted to compose him. Few 
could discuss with patience the old charge revived ; and since it 
came from a rejected suitor, the folly and falsity alike were accentu- 
ated. Keen expression of regret and sympathy greeted Dodd; 
yet even in his satisfaction at this widespread commiseration, the 
Portreeve felt some measure of concern, for the reason that it 
was so universal. The scene at the drift had been generally 
reported. All men appeared to have heard of it ; and while not 
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a few were actively angry for Wolferstan, he knew not what larger 
number might be indifferent, or how many others held an opinion 
adverse from him. 

Upon this situation had come the rupture with Ilet, and his 
misery increased from day to day. Twice he called to see her 
and twice she refused to see him. A week passed ; then, between 
intervals of work, he went up to Bowden again, and again saw the 
daughter of the house. 

To his surprise she was able to tell him more about his sweet- 
heart i non he had learned elsewhere ; but Ilet did not come first 
in their discourse. Primrose was full of congratulations, because 
hL honey had taken a county prize at Plymouth, and a mare, 
wuh f<v s at foot, exhibited at the local agricultural show, had also 
won first honours. 

“I scored a triumph, too,” she said. “My dear old ‘Childe 
the Hunter ’ won again in his class.” 

Did you ride him yourself?” 

44 Of course ! D’you think I’d let anybody else ? ” 

“I’ve been so occupied ” 

“ We all wished that you had showed yourself as well as your 
marc. You ought to have been in the ring. It is a mistake to let 
people think you care a button for this business.” 

“ It’s not the lie — it’s my girl.” 

“Ilet — if I may call her so. Ilet Yelland? But surely ! You 
mean she is feeling this bitterly and doesn’t like you to be away 
from her ? ” 

Dodd reflected. lie perceived that under the present delicate 
conditions, it might be well to say as little as possible to anybody 
and keep his tribulations to himself. Moreover, the man in him 
indicated such a course. But Primrose was not like a stranger. 
He kept silent now and the woman spoke again, softly and 
warmly. 

“ Dear Mr. Wolferstan, she mustn’t be down-hearted. Let her 
take a lesson from me, if she will. I’ve never lost an opportunity to 
kill this lie. I’ve killed it with laughter and scorn. Can those who 
know you for one instant believe folly so transparently wicked ? 
Your life is the answer. She must champion you with laughter. 
She must not hide herself and her tears. She must be with you 
always. It was to separate her from your side that this thing was 
done. Can't she sec that? There’s nothing to cry about. ‘To 
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cry about * ! Rather let her thank God on her knees fo * such 
p man ! And let her be thankful, too, that she has a chance 
to show the stuft she’s made of.” 

Her voice shook a little, and Wolferstan gazed at the hand she 
had laid impulsively on his sleeve. 

“Thank you,” he said. “I wish Ilet ” 

“ Tell her from me to be brave, and remember that all t) e world 
thinks a° she thinks in this matter. It always makes us brave 
when we have the world on our side. Rut I think I should 
be braver still myself if I had the world against me.” 

'Hv/ man could not be blmd to her enthusiasm. 

“ j cw women are so plucky as you. You’re like your father. 
Nought shakes you, if you honour a man by thinking well of him. 
My Ilet haven’t known me so long as you have. Her own cousin 
bays this, and there’s more behind, if we could only find what. 
Pierce has given out that that poor dead girl’s mother will swear 
she accused me the very day she drowned herself.” 

The graver the charge, the prouder she must be to sweep it 
away — TIet.” 

“Trust you to know a woman ! At any rate a good one. I’ll 
wager that ’tis even thus my Ilet’s thinking and doing. I must 
see her — and yet, you see, I must be just. This has come 
as a tumble shock upon her. Her mind moves slower than 
yours, because, of course, she’s not had the advantages of educa- 
tion that you have.” 

Piimrose nodded thoughtfully. Then she risked a bold 
sentiment. 

“ Sometimes 1 wish you’d not married out of your own station, 
Dodd.” 

The subtlety of the compliment pleased him unconsciously. 

“Not that. She’s far above me — such steadfastness and 
humbleness — such a one-thoughted woman as she is.” 

“ But there’s a danger with one-thoughted people, as you call 
them. They see a thing clear enough, but they don’t see it 
whole — like we see the moon. Yet, though not always wise, that 
way is wise enough over this wretched affair. All of us are one- 
thoughted in this.” 

“ I’ll see Ilet to-night,” he answered with great determination. 
“ I’ll put it before her as you see it Not that there’s any need ; 
still, I’ll tell her how it is with ” 
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“Not with me. Speak generally. Treat the thing lightly. 
Beg her not to be too serious. Why, what madness and moon- 
shine — worse than Jack o’ Lantern in a bog ! You to dishonour 
any man or woman either ! ” 

“She’ll think the like for certain.” 

“ Of course she will — she must. Why not go to her at once? 
You can. Ilet I mean. She’s here this morning with a message 
for my mother.” 

The Portreeve started and grew very red. He tugged his 
moustache and stared uneasily round, as though he expected 
a* uially to see his sweetheart. He exhibited this uneasiness, 
because he believed that if llet saw him talking with Miss Horn, 
she would probably pass by without acknowledging his existence. 
The position was delicate, for he had naturally been loyal to his 
betrothed and given Primrose no hint that relations were strained 
between them. 

While he hesitated she spoke again. 

“ I’ll see her if you like. That’s a generous offer — more 
generous than you can guess.” 

She laughed lightly, that the words should carry just their 
proper significance and no more. 

“It is good of you to suggest it,” he said ; “but no — out of the 
question. I’ll speak about it to-night — not now. In fact, I must 
hurry up at once. I’ve business in Okehampton to day.” 

They stood near Bowden gate ; and now, looking up the long 
drive, Primrose saw Ilet Yelland returning from the house. The 
message that she had forgotten some days before was just de- 
livered in response to a second letter from Mrs. Horn. 

Dodd prepared to depart. 

“To-night,” he repeated; “not before. Don't say you’ve been 
talking to me, if you please. She’s in a very excited and agitated 
frame of mind, naturally enough, and not quite herself Thank 
you for all you've said to me. I value it. Good-bye.” 

His leave-taking was extremely hurried, and without difficulty 
the woman perceived that Dodd hau no wish to meet his sweet- 
heart then or there. 

“ Tell her to keep a brave heart and be w'orthy of you ! ” she 
cried after him ; and presently she turned to meet Ilet. 

Wolferstan had expressly asked her not to mention him. 
Therefore she designed to make the advancing woman take the 
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initiative if possible. She hoped that Ilet had seen her lover 
depart, but this wrs not the case. 

The younger gave a slight gesture of recognition and was 
hastening by, when Primrose came to her side and extended her 
hand quickly. She smiled and did not speak until a warm pres- 
sure had been planted on Ilet’s palm. 

“Pm so glad to meet you, Miss Yelland. I’ve wanted to see 
you again ever since we first met. 1 don’t really think you’ve 
been out of my thoughts once.” 

She angled to ascertain how Ilet stood o the tragedy, because 
a vagueness in the Portreeve s voice and words had convinced 
her that he was evading the truth. As for the younger woman, a 
strong dislike towards Primrose had ruled her mind ; but it was 
based on nothing substantial. Her jealousy had cooled, for, 
with thought, came the conviction that it was folly. A sense of 
indifference and loneliness filled her life. She only waited for 
Wolferslan to come again to see her. At this moment she felt 
too forlorn to fight. 

“Thank you, I’m sure — you mean the trouble at the drift 
Tv'll come right.” 

“Men are what we make them, Ilet — if I may call you ‘Ilet’.” 

The sentiment had no apparent point, but was spoken w r ith an 
object. 

“ I suppose they are, miss — unless men are what they make 
themselves. Anyway ’tis so with my man. ‘ My man ’ I say, 
but ” 

“Very, very few r people believe it. It will be forgotten in a 
month or two. The trial is really a blessing in disguise for you, 
because men who love us like to see if we are strong enough to 
stick to them in trouble as well as prosperity.” 

“’Tis a very serious matter.” 

“You think that because you have seen so little of the world 
yet. In such a man as Mr. Wolferslan it is nothing at all. If it 
was even true, a real woman’s love wouldn’t flicker at it — at any 
rate not a wise woman’s.” 

“ * True ’ ? ” 

“Men are what we make them,” said Primrose again. “If 
a girl’s a fool, there’s always a man in reach to prove her one. 
Men are silly children where we are concerned. If we offer 
sugar-plums to children, do we blame them for picking them 
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up? What should we think of a child that didn’t — or a man 
that didn’t? You’re not going to marry a sanctimonious prig, 
and I don’t suppose you want to. Don’t let this incident 
waste a moment of your thoughts. You couldn’t if you really 
loved him.” 

“’Tis because I really love him that it do.” 

“ He’s denied it, hasn’t he ? Then surely there’s an end 
of the matter. ’’ 

A searching and intense look came into Ilet’s eyes. She 
was wondering whether she could trust this woman, and feeling 
with all her heart that she could not. She yearned indeed for 
a confidante ; she stood in need of advice ; the folly of her 
denial of VYolferstan was not hidden from her ; yet she had so 
far miserably persisted. Now there came a sudden longing to see 
him. 

The unhappy lover in her desired to confess to Primrose and 
hear the other chide her folly ; but the woman in her kept her 
dumb. Soon she felt thankful that she had not spoken ; for 
Miss Horn now tried another line by which, if possible, to learn 
a little more. 

“Your silence shows me that you are not quite satisfied with 
his denial,” she said, meeting Ilet’s straight glance with one 
as steady. “ That’s madness, Ilet — it is indeed. Listen to me — 
I who have known him so much — not better — but so much 
longer than you have. Don’t be too hard on him, whatever 
you think. To doubt his word — I tell you again it is madness. 
Whether he speaks the truth or not, his word must always be 
the trumpet of truth to you — if you want to live a happy woman.” 

“ What advice be that ! So well tell me to put out my eyes 

that I may see nought ugly no more, or stop my ears — or 

Pm not a fool. Tis only right an* just that he should ” 

She broke off again, suddenly overcome by caution. 

“ I know you mean kindly to me. and I thank you, miss ; 
’twill come right, no doubt.” 

“There’s every doubt, my dcat llet. 1 can see the doubt 
in your eyes and hear it in your voice. You have made me very 
sad — sad, because I'm so powerless. You’re such a fortunate 
girl, if you could only see it.” 

The other bristled with suspicion instantly. 

“ Has he asked you to speak to me?” 
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“No; indeed he asked me not to do so. But I do believe 
he’s very miserable.’ 

“ Not my fault.” 

“I’m sure of it. ’Tis his own sensitive nature. He didn’t 
tell me that you were — what I find. You’v 2 told me that your- 
self. That’s why I’m sad. If you can t fight the world for him 
and help to roll away these dark clouclr that are crowding down 
upon him and--and — so on, who can ?” 

“ What can I do? ’ 

“ W^ll, in the first place, be a little selfrh and see how silly you 
are, from ihe standpoint of your own prosperity. Think of being 
his wife— the social meaning of it alone.” 

“ Don’t say things like that I What d’you think I be made 

of? Do trash like that count against ? There, I’ll go; we’m 

long ways off from thinking alike, if you can speak so foolish 
as that.” 

“I merely wanted to remind you of what you’ve utterly for- 
gotten : that you’re a very fortunate woman.” 

Primrose haiped on this, finding that no argument could better 
answer her purpose, and worse meet Ilet’s case. 

“ Why, you’ll rise — Heaven knows how high. To sulk over 
this, like a child 1 For it is childish — and dangerous too. The 
man's not made of patience — no man is. Take my advice: 
forget Minnie Masters, and go to him as his future wife should 
do, and ask him to forgive you for not coming quicker. Do that ; 
or I /hall seriously doubt if you ase quite worthy of him.” 

I let stared at this startling counsel. 

“What’s this you be saying to me?” she asked almost help- 
lessly. “ You — you ! Who are you to say such things — or me to 
bide and listen to ’em ? How can the likes of you ? ” 

“ I’m interested.” 

“ So I see. Interested to do what ? ” 

“To make you friends again, I imagine. What other interest 
can I possibly have? D’you doubt me too? I only want to 
comfort you.” 

The other gasped. 

“I be going daft, I think,” she said. “Better you’d took his 
advice anyway, and not spoke to me.” 

“ That’s true — if I haven’t made you a thought more sensible. 
Yet. think quietly and calmly of what I’ve said, and you’ll see 



THE PORTREEVE 


84 

how well meant was every word. I’m a little older than you and 
better know the dangers and temptations of the world. Try and 
be wise ; that’s all ; try very hard to be wise, Ilet Yelland, before 
it’s too late.” 

Primrose turned away a few paces ; then she stopped and came 
back again. 

“ Remember I am not prejudiced — only deeply interested in 
the future of Mr. Wolferstan — as so many are. If I can believe * 
him — surely you— good-bye ! ” 

She broke off and went homeward ; while Ilet, with a sort of 
congested pressure of brain, stood for the moment powerless to 
formulate a clear pathway through this thicket of ideas now 
spread before her. One obvious fact at least appeared : the 
Portreeve had again seen and spoken with Miss Horn. 

That night Wolferstan called once more upon his sweetheart : 
and h< was very urgent, because business immediately took him 
away to North Devon. But she refused to see him. 



CHAPTER X' 


TWO LETTER? 


ABEL PiERCE was working at the great stone quarry that 
gapes in the hill near Meldon Viaduct, and it happened 
that, returning to Okehampton on a mineral wagon, he met 
Dicky Barkell, who had seized the opportunity to travel to the 
station in the same manner. Pierce, though he held the signal- 
man’s opinions of little practical value in the affairs of life, yet 
respected his wits and now asked him a question or two. 

“ I know you try to be friends with all,” he said ; “so I suppose 
you know Ilet Yelland have thrown Wolferstan over? At least 
I fancy so.’ 

“Better leave that. You've fancied a good deal too much 
lately.” 

“There’s no fancy about one thing. The man ruined that 
poor damned girl ; an’ now ” 

“ Drop it. I won’t hear You come very badly out of this.” 

“ What do I care so long as I get her? ” 

“ He’s a long way straighter man than you, and you know it.” 

“Straight or crooked — wait till you’re after a woman.” 

Dicky, with his usual love for generalities and his unmoral 
indifference to actions, began to speculate. 

“We’m compounded — like doctor’s caucheries,” * he said. 
“ I mean our characters. Love of females is in you ; an’ love of 
chiider; but love of plain dealing han’t. You was bound to do 
a bit of harm if the world crossed you.” 

“ Words do fall out of you like feathers off a goose ! ” 

“That’s my nature — that’s how I’m compounded,” said the 
other. “ I love to read wisdom and spit it out again.” 


Caucheries — medicine. 

*5 
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“The question in my mind — but there, why should I tell 
you? But this 111 tell you— Dodd Wolferstan won’t have her 
now.” 

“ Maybe she weren’t worth having. He’d make a better 
husband than ever you would.” 

“You think so.” 

“ I know so. That man’s idea of love would be a comfortable 
house wi’ ? tweeny-maid to help his wife, and smart clothes for # 
her Yours would be to make her the mother of an army of 
children and chance the rest.” 

“You preach like a Gospeller.” 

“Not mi. - -loo large-minded, I hope. I wouldn’t like to make 
my living driving souls. All for liberty of mind I am. 1 want 
to live in a world where there’s nought to stop men doing good 
and everything to stop ’em doing evil. That’s not the church 
people’s way. worse luck. They are trying to hide the truth, like 
sailors pour out oil to still the sea. Truth’s too rough for their 
leaky tub. In my world, you and such as you wouldn’t be able 
to carry on with your lies a week.” 

“You’ll be so like to go to hell for your devilish opinions as 
me for my deeds. Only you’ll have had nought for ’em ; I shall 
get my reward where I want it — in this world. Next don’t 
matter.” 

“ They’m throwing hell over now, so Wolferstan tells me,” 
answered Barkell. “ Though ’tis an ungrateful part in the 
parsons. Hell have been a very good friend to them — made 
’em, you might say.” 

“ Like a newspaper 'tis to hark to you. An’ here’s a bit 
of news for yours. ’Twas that I meant to tell you. There’s no 
call to pity Wolferstan no more. He’s not sorry for this at 
heart. He don’t want her now — no; since he’s had such a deal 
of comfort to Bowden. Ilct’s seen t iiat dear enough, whatever 
else she didn’t see. Wondei wu sh<„ didn't sooner. That 
farmers darter be fifty times more to him than ever Ilet was. 
Portreeve’s gone away now, to ict the thing cool off, no doubt.” 

“ You’re a venomous toad, Pierce,” said Dicky without 
emotion. “A very dangerous, headlong man. You’d better 
have a care — else you’ll end your days in clink yet. Talk about 
conscience ! ” 

“ I’ll live my life out anyhow. I’d sooner be a maggot in 
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a pea 1 than you. All the same, maggots often have a rough 
awakening. You may find everything worth anything in the 
world rolled up in one woman’s clothes yourself some day.” 

“ Twould be a rough awakening, certainly,” admitted Dicky ; 
then the truck stood still and they parted. 

The next morning, while Pierce continued to wonder whether 
the hear was ripe for approaching Ilet, there came to him a 
letter ; and by the same post she also received one. They were 
from the man who filled both then minds. 

Wolferstan was glad to escape for a moment from the imme- 
diate atmosphere of his home. He had entered on a little tour 
in North Cornwall for the Beekeepers’ Association ; and while by 
day he visited hives and improved the local knowledge of scien- 
tific apiary, he had much leisure at night to consider his own 
affairs. 

After Ilet’s third refusal, the Portreeve fell back upon himself 
and fought his battle alone. It was not true that he had again 
gone to Bowden ; but Pierce only obeyed orders when he spoke 
vaguely of repeated visits there. Wolferstan had sought and 
gleaned help at the highest source he knew. He had taken his 
faith and his trusting heart to his God, and found an answer 
there. To him, at this stage of his career, religion was a large 
part of life — no mere outward adornment to be paraded in 
public, with a view to increasing credit in pious circles — but 
a live, necessary and precious thing. It belonged to him as an 
intrinsic ingredient of character ; and whether experience of life 
would shake it, or lessen its vitality, only life could show. The 
real beauty and the real power proper to faith were a little under- 
stood and a great deal unconsciously displayed in practice 
by him. The man, in no vain phrase, was a servant of his 
Master — a working Christian and a believer in the dogmas and 
directions of his creed. The Protestant Church owned no spirit 
more steadfast ; could boast no disciple who trusted and obeyed 
her more thoroughly than Dodd Wolferstan. To waver or seek a 
new thing had never occurred to him. Dicky Barkell’s sceptic 
attitude was not understood by him, and he felt no sympathy 
with it. The circumstance sometimes puzzled him, sometimes 
angered him. They rarely argued, since the Portreeve had no 
logic. He merely lived in hope respecting his friend, and used 
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the earnest Christian’s familiar formula when faced with an 
infidel but otherwise respectable fellow-being. 

He often said — 

“ You will know better some day.” 

Whereupon the railway-man always made one answer — 

“ I want nothing better than to know better.” 

The Portreeve’s love increased rather than waned under his 
denial. One thing at least he learned during these days : that to 
live without llei would be a hard and a cruel matter. He 
suffered much and deeply, while she continued to pay his uncon- 
scious errors by refusal to see him. Her attitude was now largely 
the result of misrepresentation. His anger and refusal to answer 
the charge against him were as nothing ; for that rebuke she 
knew she had deserved ; but now she believed that he was 
constantly at Bowden, and the fact had gone far honestly to 
lessen her devotion. So long as he visited Primrose Horn at 
noon, she was determined that he should not see her at night. 

Then there came to Wolferstan, as he imagined, an answer to 
his prayers for guidance : and it entered his mind to write letters 
both to Ilet and to Pierce. 

These words reached the woman, and, after hesitation, she 
read them : — 


“ Stratton, 

“ N. Cornwall. 

“My dear Ilet, 

“As you won’t see me, 1 can only hope you will be gentler 
with a letter and at least read it. I have had little on my mind 
since that sad day when we quarrelled but sorrow for my wrong- 
doing. Things had fretted me badly and, somehow, when I 
found you could ask me in cold blood if I’d ruined a woman, it 
made me rage. But I was very wrong not to keep my temper 
and answer you quietly. 1 ask you to forgive me for saying harsh 
and unkind things to you, and I swear before God my Maker 
that I never touched that poor girl, Minnie Masters. I only 
knew her to give her ‘good day when we met; and long, long 
ago when an evil rumour joined my name to hers after her death, 
I showed in the light to all men that the thing was impossible. 
All who knew me, knew it was impossible without my showing. 
I say to you, Ilet, that if this was the last word I should ever 
write, I am innocent before God and man both. And if I’d had 
ten thousand more temptations than ever I did have, they would 
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have been nothing to a man like me. Would any man with my 
opinions and hopes for the future go out of his way to wreck 
everything at the start by fouling his good name and ruining his 
career that way ? 

“I can't say no more except that without you, my life will be 
a half-finished thing and a sad business at best. Don’t let their 
evil speaking keep you away from me, dear Ilet If there’s 
anything still said against me that I don’t know about, tell me 
what it is, and I’ll explain everything and never blame you again 
for asking. 

"I Inve written to Abel Pierce, and I know by now you’ve 
changed your mind about wanting me to be angry with him any 
more. What’s the good of that ? I want to help the man to be 
wiser. You can see my letter to him if you like. 

“ If you won’t marry me, Ilet, I must live my life without you ; 
but I can’t think ’tis so bad as that between us. But if you will, 
and if you have forgiven me, please to meet me on Saturday next 
up to Yes Tor. I’ve a feeling to meet you there, where first 
I asked you to take me, and where you said ‘yes’ so sweet, with 
nought between us and heaven. If the day’s fair I’ll be up there 
by noon. Come, Ilet, for my days are empty and my heart is 
very heavy. 

“ Your own affectionate lover, 

“ Dodd Wolferstan.” 

To Abel Pierce the Portreeve wrote thus : — 

“ Stratton, 

“N. Cornwall. 

“ Dear Mr. Pierce, 

“ This comes to tell you that 1 am very sorry I struck you 
before the people at Ilalstock Pound a while back, and I hope 
you’ll forgive my foolish anger and passion. By this time I trust 
that you have found out that the thing you said against me was 
an old, false fable with no shadow of truth to it, and that you 
were wickedly misinformed, and that those who so wickedly mis- 
informed you ought not to be trusted in anything. 

Knowing what love of woman is, I can understand while you 
believed this lie you were tempted to use it against me ; and that 
you even believed it yourself, because you wished to do so. But 
it was an evil weapon to use against any man, and I hope the 
trouble and mischief you’ve made will be a lesson to you. 

“ I’ve wrote to Ilet and asked her to meet me and make it up, 
for though the lie was a cruel one, yet I had no right to lose my 
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temper and fall into a rage with her or with you. I won’t believe 
you brought this up against me single-handed, but if you did, 
I pray to God your heart will be touched to confess it to Him, 
and to ask Him to pardon you. And if I’ve got any other 
unknown enemy that helped you out of his evil heart against me 
and tried to ruin me with Ilet and with the world, then you may 
tell him what I tell you : that I forgive him for his wickedness, as 
I hope to be forgiven myself. 

“If my girl comes to me, as full sure I think she will, that 
ends i* * it she does not, then the crime is on your shoulders, 
and you'll suffer your reward as sure as there’s a just and watchful 
God in Heaven. 

“Good'b\e, and again I ask your pardon for losing my self- 
control against you, and if I can do you good at any time to 
show I’m a contrite man, I will do it. 

“ Yours faithfully, 

“ Dodd Wolferstan.” 

In neither letter did he make any allusion to Primrose Horn, 
for he had not the least notion that her name and his were being 
echoed together in abused ears. 



CHAPTER XII 


ABEL’S COURAGE IS REVIVED 

T HE effect of Wolferstan’s letter on Abel Pierce was very 
marked. The labourer felt staggered for a moment by 
these simple sentences and the straightforward allusions to higher 
powers. He found himself puzzled and almost weak. First he 
thought of showing his mother the letter ; but he hesitated. 
Shame kept him waking; then he turned from it as a slight to 
I let and his love for her. 

During several days he did nothing, and hoped that time 
would deaden his emotions. He wondered how Ilet felt to- 
wards her letter, and became troubled because she had not 
mentioned it to him. Mrs. Pierce, however, spoke of it, and, 
indeed, had seen it. But he would not hear of the matter from 
her, untii one evening when she made him discuss the subject 
and told him her own opinions. Henny had not named the 
Portreeve out of loyalty to her son, but of late many had men- 
tioned him to her, and Dodd’s letter to Ilet was the last and 
strongest argument in his favour. The old woman now knew 
that Abel had terribly erred; and fearlessly she taxed him with 
his error. 

“ Light your pipe and bide at home to-night and listen to me,” 
she said. “ Abel, my dear, you can’t do no more in this. He’s 
honest. He’s called God A’mighty to witness it.” 

“ What then ? So do every rogue. When they’m in a corner, 
they call that Witness — because they know He won’t answer the 
call.” 

“ His letter is a Christian’s letter. There’s a great power of 
patience in it. He’s cruel sorry he lost his temper against you. 
But he’s wrote to you too — though you never told me he had. 
Abel, you must meet the man and own to your mistake.” 

“ Easy to say that. Why d’you believe him so sudden?” 

9i 
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“ Let me see your letter.” 

“Tis like the rest of him — smug and false, no doubt. All 
part of his game.” 

“ Let me see it then. You needn’t fear me. You know your 
good be my life. He’s nought to me; but right is everything. 
Tis for your good I’m thinking. You’ve hearkened to a lie and 
you must hearken no more. The man’s innocent.” 

“ Because he says so.” 

“ Because no guilty man could have wrote as he done to llet.” 

Abel produced the letter from his breast pocket. It was 
already much worn at the folds. 

“ You’ve read it often enough, I see,” said his mother. 

“ I know it by heart, for that matter.” 

Henny put on her spectacles and slowly studied Wolferstan’s 
communication, while her son stared darkly into the fire. 

“No man ever wrote fairer words to his fellow- man than 
that,” said Mrs. Pierce presently. Then she folded up the letter 
quietly and returned it. 

“ He’ve won you over with all his psalm-smiting.” 

“And you too. Don’t deny it. Don’t I know your every 
look an’ turn? Ban’t you miserable to the heart’s core? An’ 
han’t you right to be? We mustn’t fight against the Lord. 
You’ve got to lose her an’ come back to peace gradual. If you 
take her now, there’ll be no more peace, an’ the hand of Heaven 
lifted against you. This letter — there’s truth in it — every word ; 
and you know it, else you wouldn’t have read it again and again 
till ’twas in tatters.” 

“Go on — go on ! I’m to throw up my life’s hope for a letter 
an’ believe my enemy’s pen an’ ink stuff against my own know- 
ledge ? Never, I won’t ! ” 

“ Don’t roar, my dear. Tis no argument to shout. You knoiv 
I’m right ; an’ he’s right. What you’ve got against him be a 
flimsy falsehood in the honest light oi day.” 

“ You’ve been listening to other people — instead of me.” 

“ I’ve heard others tell about it. They marvel to hear such 
things vomited up against the man. 1 took your side while 
I could do it. But now I know ’twas a terrible mistake ; and 
llet or no llet, ’tis your duty to your soul to confess it.” 

“ My soul’s nought to me, nor my body neither, without her.” 

“ Don’t say that. Life with a female’s only a matter of years. 
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Your souPs a matter of eternity. There’s no husbands an* wives 
in Heaven. They’m an earthly contrivance. ’Tis the Almighty's 
way to let love of women breed agony here for His own wise 
ends. Think of the happiness of Heaven. If us can be sure 
of happiness there ” 

“ Eternity without her ! What’s that but hell ? ” 

“ I can’t argue with you, my dear. But I can only ax God 
on rr.y knees to show you where yoii’m so terrible wrong. An’ 
as foi her an’ Portreeve, it’s got to be, whether you will or 
not, for he’s axed her to meet him up ’pon top o’ Yes Tor, 
Saturday noon.” 

“An’ her?” 

“She’s going, I believe.” 

“All’s up, then.” 

‘ Tis the triumph of right.” 

“ I don’t want to hear none of that rot. ’Tis only your view 
of right, anyhow ; an’ you’m so often wrong as anybody else.” 

Yet, despite his harsh words, he was at that moment nearest 
yielding. Another idea occurred to him. 

“What about the man’s goings-on with Primrose Horn?” 

“That’s the only thing between them now, I believe. She 
means to ax him to explain all about that.” 

“An’ it he can’t do?” 

“ Maybe there’s nothing to say. Him an’ Miss Horn was 
always friends in seemly bounds, and Ilet knowed it.” 

The matter dropped. The man mumbled a regret that he had 
spoken unkindly, and his mother kissed him. Then he went to 
his bed and thought of what to do. More from the difficulty 
of proceeding than from the right and justice of not doing so, he 
came reluctantly to feel that he would take no further action. 
Then Primrose Horn occurred to him, and he asked himself how 
she was likely to view this determination. He felt that she must 
know it ; and, even while he decided to tell her, there rose 
in his mind a half hope that she might turn him again. His 
trust in her increased as the night waned. Hounds met next 
day near Bridgetstowe, and he knew where he might catch her 
on the road. 

He left his home at dawn before his mother was waking, and 
duly fell in with Primrose Horn where he expected to do so. 
She rode alone and, seeing him, stopped. 
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“Things have happened,” he said. “I must speak to you, 
please, miss. I won't keep you long.” 

On the right of the path were fir-woods and the trees hung 
over the way, where red-barked stems towered above a soft 
carpet of dead foliage. 

Miss Horn turned off here and walked beside him, invisible 
from the high road. Then, where undergrowth of laurel and 
Pontic rhododendron grew, she dismounted. 

“What has happened?” she asked calmly. 

“Wolfcrstan is back.” 

“ I know that. He dines at Bowden on Sunday.” 

“Tts what he’ll do on Saturday. He’ve writ long letters 
to nv* an ; Pet. My mother have heard his letter to her, an he’ve 
told her to meet him come midday Saturday on Yes Tor. Here’s 
his letter to me. Tis strong. The people are on his side too. 
T don’t see what good it is my going on — unless. Ban’t no use 
fighting the world so well as the man. So I’m in a mind to 
throw up the sponge— or else lie behind a hedge for the man and 
finish him. But I reckon that wouldn’t suit you.” 

She was reading Dodd’s letter and not listening to Pierce. 
Now, still reading, she held up her hand for silence. 

“Walk 1 Childe ’ about in the hollow out of sight from the 
road,” she said. “ Leave me alone for a bit.” 

Abel obeyed and tramped backwards and forwards with her 
horse, while she perused the letter. For nearly twenty minutes 
afterwards she remained sitting on a tree- stump without speaking 
or looking off the ground. Then she rose, hitched up her habit 
and beckoned to Pierce. 

“ What have you got to answer to this stuff? ” she asked. 

“What can I answer? People believe him. The thing has 
failed. I must chuck it up, 1 suppose.” 

“ 1 Chuck it up ’ — just as the woman s going to give in to you.” 

“Not at all. I told you half an hour agone she’s going up 
to meet him Saturday. He’ll soon come round her again now 
she’s promised to see him.” 

Primrose thoughtfully stroked her horse’s nose. 

“ I’ve made enough enemies as it is,” he continued. “ What’s 
the good of falling out with the world, if I can’t have her?” 

“ You don’t deserve the woman— though she was almost ready 
to fall into your arms. It’s got to be now, whether you like it or 
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not. Other people are interested as well as you. What ? s the 
sense of showing the white feather now ? That's the way to make 
people see you'rfe a rascal." 

“ She’s going to meet him on Yes Tor on Saturday anyhow." 

“ My name has no f been mentioned ? " 

“ Not by him. Ilet’s full enough of it, for that matter. She's 
going to ask him straight why for he went to you in his trouble 
instead of to her." 

“ I snail ride and see Mr. Wolferstan this minute. Let Ilet 
know we've met again." 

“ She’ll see him if she's said so. Fate's against us." 

“ Fates aren't ready-made, you silly fool. We make our own. 
Your fate is to marry Ilet Yelland. We've got to do a few 
rather abrupt things, and that ends it. How does Ilet stand to 
you ? " 

“ She’s terrible miserable." 

“ Suppose she waits hour after hour up there and he does not 

come? ” 

“ He will come." 

“Not if I say £ no'." 

“You ! You’re not strong enough for that." 

“What I do will prevent it — not what I say. If you were 
to go to Ilet Yelland instead of him, and tell her that he was 
not coming, and that you had seen him going the other way 
with me." 

“ I’ve lied enough, I tell you." 

“ Vou'll not lie. D’you think I’ve been with him fifty times 
and left him the same man to her ? I know him better far than 
he knows himself — if you can understand that. Take the horse 
again and let me think." 

For nearly half an hour he walked the hunter up and down. 
Then she called him to her. 

“I can stop this," she said. “He’ll go up by the Moor gate 
nigh Bridgetstowe station. She’ll be on foot, so he’ll walk too — 
that’s certain. " 

“ No doubt at all." 

She stroked the horse's nose again and the beast bared its teeth 
and lovingly nibbled at her little hand. Sunlight came through 
the trees, and beech leaves, still clinging, made a flame of red 
colour behind her where she stood. 
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“ You know the toad that turns up under the railway arch ?” 

“ Yes ; ihat’ll be his way.” 

“ Therms a hedge to the left where a man might lie and watch 
the road and anything on it. That’s all I ask you to do. Then, 
when you’ve seen what you will see, you can go to Ilet and tell 
her — part of it.” 

“You’ll be there then?” 

“Yes. All you’ve got to do is to go up to Ilet and tell her 
that you’ve seen Wolferstan with his arms round me. That’ll be 
true enough, anyway.” 

“ By God ! You’d let him ! ” 

She laughed. 

“ His humanity I count upon, not his . Go to the bridge 

now. I’ll show you the ground. There will be a catastrophe 
of some sort, and he’ll come in the nick of time to — do some- 
thing.” 

“What’s the good of that? Even if you stop him going to 
her, he’ll explain it afterwards.” 

She showed impatience. 

“ What a poor thing you are ! Can’t you see the rest remains 
with you ? If you were worth your salt, you’d take very good care 
that it was too late to explain it afterwards. Isn’t she sick already 
of his explanations and all the rest of it ? If we could change 
places and I was you, I’d have my banns up next Sunday. Carry 
her by storm ! Let yourself go ! What the deuce are you 
frightened of? What is your life good for without her? Tell 
her the thing is in your hands, and that he’s faithless, and that 
she shall marry you. Master her ! ” 

He nodded and took a long breath. 

“ Be foolish for yourself, if you like, but you’ve got to be wise 
for me first. Perhaps when you meet her, after she’s waited there 
for the man two or three hours, she’ll think better of it and find 
herself ready to listen. Any fool could do your part ; the hard 
part is mine.” 

“ If a woman can do such things for a man, I suppose a 
man ? ” 

“ Could do as much for a woman. I should think so — if he 
was a man. That letter ! To let that shake you ! Why, he’s 
playing with you — laughing at you. At the bottom of his heart 
he wants me. At the top of his heart he thinks he wants Ilet. 
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But it’s all folly. There must come some definite thing to open 
his eyes. And so there shall. After Saturday he’ll know he 
loves me — as well as I know it already. But that’s all too deep 
for you. Now get across to the railway bridge as quick as you 
can, and I’ll wait for you there. Go to the gate and see there’s 
nobody in the road before I ride out of this wood.” 

An hour later they met at a spot where a track climbed up out 
of the country beneath, passed under the railway and ascended 
into the Moor. It branched at this point, and one arm bent 
leftward to the Sourton Tors, while the other proceeded to the 
south. 

Abel studied the part he was to play and discovered a hiding- 
place in the hedge from which he might see without being seen. 

“You’ve only got to think of something that would bring you 
here naturally on Saturday and the rest is straightforward,” she 
said ; “now I’m going to call on Mr. Wolferstan at Bridgetstowe.” 

Into her quick mind had entered a project. It was violent, but 
she did not shrink from it. She was far less positive of her position 
than she had led her accomplice to suppose ; but love of incident 
as much as love of the man tempted her forward. She had 
thought of a way to stop him on his road to the Moor, and the 
means to carry out her intention had dimly flashed upon her. 

Presently she saw Wolferstan for a few moments at his door, 
and found him cheerful and hopeful. But he did not speak of 
his forthcoming meeting with Ilet. Indeed, he avoided personal 
matters. 

As for Pierce, Miss Horn’s words had answered their purpose 
with him. His ferocity awoke. A great indifference as to the 
future made him better able to play his part in the present. He 
called upon his aunt, Susan Yelland, that night, and contrived to 
let Ilet know that the Portreeve’s first act on returning home had 
been to visit Bowden. 


H 



CHAPTER XIII 


DEATH OF ‘BROWN BOY 1 

I ) RIM ROSE HORN was acutely alive to the fact that no 
small thing would keep Wolferstan from his tryst on Yes 
Tor. When they met at Bridgetstowe he had been full of 
apparent contentment and she had guessed the reason why. 
She enveloped him, as usual, in the gentle and genial atmosphere 
of her own great regard for him ; and this atmosphere with 
customary skill she regulated , made more dense when he was 
preoccupied, and lightened when he had most leisure of mind 
to perceive it. 

Two days remained in which to make her preparations. She 
understood that a wide patience must mark her future attitude ; 
but the immediate problem was simple : to keep Wolferstan and 
I let apart until the latter’s patience became exhausted and she 
found herself without courage to fight Abel Pierce further. Let 
her be removed safely out of his life, and Primrose felt confident 
that time would bring Wolferstan to her. But it might be 
a considerable time. For the moment it was necessary to 
prevent the Portreeve from going to Yes Tor at the appointed 
hour. The crude outline of her action had presented itself 
in the wood while she spoke with Abel Pierce. Now she set 
to work to fill in the details. The main scheme was simple 
enough in its reckless violence, though some subtleties branched 
from it. Primrose wondered if she could with safety speak 
to Ilet before the meeting on the Moor, but she abandoned 
the idea, and it was accident not design that actually brought 
them together on the day. 

'fhe morning dawned too bright, and the south already spoke 
of rain, while the sky was clear and the earth brilliant with 
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low sunshine and a glitter of frost. Two men and two women 
regarded that uncertain dawn with interest, and all four under- 
stood how largely the day must bulk upon their lives. Two were 
working together ; two acted independently and expected presently 
to meet on the secret mountain- top of Yes Tor, hidden from 
every eye but that of the winter sun. 

Primrose Horn left her home soon alter ten o'clock. She 
drove an old trap and an old pony, and her object as understood 
at Bowden was one of charity. A venerable couple lived on the 
Moor edge five miles from Bridgetstowe railway station. The 
man had worked at Bowden in bygone days, and hearing now 
that these people were suffering under the pinch of the season, 
Miss Horn decided to comfort them. She set forth with a basket 
of good things, some woollen garments from her mother, and 
from her father a half-crown piece. The road was rough and 
in parts scarcely defined. Therefore she took a worthless 
vehicle. The aged pony that drew it had also seen his best days 
and was seldom put to work. Primrose, however, preserved him 
out of consideration for his honourable and extended career. 
She always hated to destroy a horse. 

“’Tis a risk,” said the stableman at Bowden. “The axle's 
very near through. You didn’t ought to drive it, miss — 
specially up over.” 

But Primrose knew all about the axle and went her way. 

The road led through Sourton and, just beyond that village, 
the pony overtook llet, and its driver stopped, bent down and 
shook hands effusively. 

“ Good morning ! ” she said. “ I’m so glad it's fine. And 
Tm glad to meet you. Are you going my way, or do you turn off 
at ‘Twin Tree’ stile to the Moor? But I know you do ! ” 

The other’s dark face, placid till then, clouded as she met the 
smiling woman’s eyes. 

Uet was clad in home-wrought garments of a brown fabric; 
Primrose wore a tailor-made costume of green cloth, and she had 
a boa round her neck of light, bright fur, that was only a little 
darker than her hair. 

The walker carried a stout stick and a basket which con- 
tained food. She was taking some luncheon for Dodd also — 
a large, savoury pasty which she had herself cooked for him. 
Now she became painfully conscious that Primrose smiled at her 



roo 


THE PORTREEVE 


preparations. She moved her basket nervously from hand to 
hand while the other spoke to her. 

“ I do hope it’s going to be fine. You are off to Yes Tor — am 
I right?” 

The other’s face burned. For one moment a flood of passion- 
ate words leapt to her throat and nearly choked her. Then she 
partly mastered herself. 

“Go — go away — and keep away if you can,” she burst out. 

“ Why- -whatever ! ” cried the charioteer. 

Hut she spoke to air, for llet Yelland had turned back. Not 
until Primrose, with a world of wonder on her lovely face, trotted 
forward again, did Dodd’s sweetheart pursue her own road. Then, 
over the stile called ‘Twin Tree,’ she climbed and set her face to 
the Moor. 

She was desperate and sore driven. After having speech with 
Primrose, Abel gave his cousin but little peace. Especially he 
had made her understand that Wolferstan and Miss Horn were 
meeting constantly since the Portreeve’s return home. Her heart 
grew very cold before this news, and more than once she deter- 
mined with herself not to climb Yes Tor at his call. Yet, after 
much fret of spirit, she decided to do so. The end she knew 
not ; she only knew that she had forgiven him entirely the lesser 
matter of his anger, and that with her whole soul she believed 
him guiltless of the deed imputed to him ; but a mightier diffi- 
culty stood between them now. After long battles with her 
jealousy she conquered it to the extent of keeping the appoint- 
ment that he had made for her. Then, as unkind chance 
decreed, even upon the way to him, Primrose had appeared. It 
was not the meeting that now darkened Ilel’s spirit, but the vile 
fact that the other knew all about her business and the rendezvous 
with Dodd. This, naturally, she had set to his account, and it 
terribly hurt her. She herself had shown Woiferstan’s letter to 
her aunts and taken their opinion upon it ; but she found it hard 
to forgive him for mentioning Ins proposition to others ; and 
Primrose Horn last of all. Once or twice reason struggled with 
her and she remembered her aunt’s opinion : that probably Dodd 
regarded Primrose as a sister in this matter. But the idea 
brought no comfort to her, and in sorrow and distress of soul 
she climbed to the heights. As she tramped over sombre miles 
of the country moor, she rehearsed speeches and questions that 
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should strike at this problem from divers points of view and set 
it at rest for ever. 

She looked at a little watch that he had given her and believed 
that within an hour they must meet. Then she reflected that 
Primrose might very possibly fall in with the Portreeve upon his 
way. From that to the conviction that she designed to do so was 
but a step. 

“Afore Gog ’tis the last chance as Pll *»ive him, 1 ' she thought 
with suffering. “ Pm here at his will, an' if he don't come to me 
with a clean breast from all these dealings with that grinning 
devil. PH drop him for evermore." 

And while she tramped upon her way, the tenderness in her 
stricken harshly by this meeting, Primrose, well pleased at such 
an unexpected incident, went forward until she reached the lonely 
junction of roads where her part was to be played. She passed 
under the railway bridge, satisfied herself that no eye was upon 
her, and made swift preparations. One thing only remained to 
do, and she waited for Abel Pierce to do it. He arrived 
presently and then, taking a file from the trap, she showed him 
where to work. In two minutes, with a few touches, he had 
reduced the cracked axle to a dangerous pitch. Now it needed 
only another jolt to break it altogether. The lady then directed 
Abel to get out of sight and keep out of sight. 

“ Something is going to happen as soon as he comes," she said 
( ulmly, as she flung the file away into a ditch by the roadside. 
u All you've got to do is to witness it. Then go straight to Yes 
Tor and, after Ilet Yelland is weary of waiting, you can approach 
her and tell her — not the truth altogether, but a part of it. I 
should think she’ll be satisfied if you say you came round the 
corner of that bridge and saw me in his arms. What really 
happens we must try and keep from her for a time. Be a man 
for once and have the banns up on Sunday." 

Pierce now dimly suspected what was coming. 

“ Don’t kill yourself, that’s all," he said. 

“ Whatever happens, you need not come to help him. See 
what you’re bidden to see: only that; then go unseen yourself." 

He disappeared into hiding and she waited with glances cast 
behind her. 

Twenty minutes passed. A train ran by, but Primrose drove 
under the railway bridge so that no passenger might chance to 
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observe her. The old pony strained forward to drag a mouthful 
from the hedge. Then Wolferstan approached swiftly. Miss 
Horn saw him, leapt into her vehicle, whipped up ‘Brown Boy/ 
took him round the corner, and sent him straight over the edge 
of the road into a water-table that extended beside it. The fall 
was a foot, and the concussion broke the axle, brought down the 
pony and threw Primrose on top of him. She had partly 
jumped, partly fallen forward, and as she came down, a buckle ’ 
cat her chi a to the bone. She felt the hot blood and smiled. 

When Wolfeistan turned the corner thirty seconds later, he 
found the trap smashed, the pony screaming with a broken fore- 
leg, and thi woman face down in the ditch bleeding freely from 
her face and apparently dead. 

He was swift and resolute. For a moment, indeed, despair 
touched him when he recollected how far he stood from every 
sort of help, but he set to work with a will, drew Primrose from 
the wreck, propped her against a bank and attempted to restore 
her. 

She fell forward in a limp, unconscious heap, and the Port- 
reeve’s arm went round her. Then the unseen watcher under- 
stood and went his way. It would now be exceedingly easy for 
him to lie like truth. 

As for Primrose Horn, the glory of the moment fired her and 
she played her part as well as it could be played. She was 
proud, even at that moment, of her acting, and sorry none would 
ever know and admire such skill. But the world is full of high 
histrionism known only to the performers — the superb art that 
conceals art from all but the artist. 

Yet, while never losing touch of the impersonation, she rose 
somewhat above theatricals also ; for the blood on her face, his 
arm round her, and the shrill agony of the pony, wrought upon 
her ; and nature, in shape of a shadowed hysteria, crowmed the 
masterpiece. She was never really unconscious, but simulated 
that state until the man began to fear for her life. He knew 
nothing as to what he should do. Once or twice he ran a little 
way. Then he came back, soaked his handkerchief in the ditch 
and held it to her forehead. When he left her side, she rolled 
inert ; therefore he kept his arm round hei. 

At last she let herself open her eyes, but suffered no specula- 
tion to light them. She had decided exactly what words to say 
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at this point, and now, in a voice as faint as the last whisper 
of thfe dying, she spoke, but showed no sign that she knew 
whether man or woman attended her. 

“ All’s dark ! Open my dress. ... I can’t breathe ! ” 

The words came like a sigh of wind along some winter heath. 
They were faint and clear. Then her consciousness appeared to 
flutter out again, and her head fell forward. 

With clumsy fingers he obeyed her ; rnd his common sense 
proceeded to do more. Her stays were tight, but Dodd had 
heard of laces being cut at such times, and now, finding that he 
could not get to the sufferer’s back, proceeded to unfasten her 
corset without hesitation. Then he looked anxiously to see 
if any good came of it. 

She seemed to breathe more easily, and he felt her limpness 
slowly stiffening. Again her grey eyes opened ; but the lids 
lifted only a fraction over them. 

“ My heart — feel my heart ! It’s stopping ! ” she said in 
stronger tones. Then she drooped again. 

He was flustered now, and, forgetting her pulse, obeyed 
literally. He felt the round, warm globe of her left breast under 
his hand ; and he felt her heart beating hard. 

“Thank God! Thank God!” he said. “You’re better, 
Primrose. It’s all right. Your heart is going like mad ! ” 

“ It’s Dodd — dear Dodd ! ” she cried, and her eyes opened 
widely with a sudden flood of returned consciousness and recog- 
nition. He was drawing his hand away, but she put both hers 
over it and held it tightly. 

“ Don't move yet ! Don’t move ! You’ve saved my life.” 

Her emotion continued to help her art. She abandoned her- 
self to a great outburst of tears, let herself go utterly, clung to 
him, kissed his sleeve, and saw r the blood from her chin dabble 
his coat and waistcoat. The man — now satisfied that she was 
not fatally hurt — began to grow embarrassed. 

'* Cheer up, cheer up!” he said. “ Don’t cry any more ’Twill 
only weaken you. Let me stanch this blood. It’s a properly 
bad cut; but it’ll be all right. Are you hurt anywhere? Can 
you move ? ” 

Still clinging to him, she attempted to rise. Then she fell 
back with a little scream. 

“ My ankle ' ” she said. 
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Her bosom rose and fell after the storm. He saw her suddenly 
appear to realize the disorder of her dress and try in vain with 
shaking fingers to fasten it. Then he moved a little from her 
side and made attempt to calm her mind. 

“ Don't go away ! Don’t go away ! ” she cried to him. 

“No, no, I'm not going. Til just leave you to. . . . Your 
poor pony — poor old ‘Brown Boy.' He’s done for. He must be 
shot. His right, fore-leg’s horribly smashed.” 

She wep* anew to hear this sorrowful tale, and it was long 
before she would suffer him to leave her or go for necessary help. 
At last he prevailed upon her, but promised, on his word of honour, 
that he would not be gone more than forty minutes. While he 
was absent, she composed herself. Two ideas filled her mind : 
the thought of his hand on her breast and the torture of the 
injured pony. ‘ Brown Boy ’ had made a good end for a good 
cause. He had served her for many years and never better than 
to-day. She went to his head where he lay flat, and watched his 
nostrils working. Then she grew angry at the delay, but knew 
not how herself to end the beast’s sufferings. When Wolferstan 
arrived with two men, a cart, and a loaded gun, Primrose was 
sitting by the head of poor ‘ Brown Boy ’ and talking to him. 

She limped and leant heavily on the Portreeve. Then he 
brought a bottle out of his pocket and offered it to her. 

“’Tis whisky and water,” he said; “the only thing that 
Bassett had in his cottage. Please drink some.” 

She obeyed and he spoke again. 

“ I’ve sent a boy running to Sourton. There’ll be a trap wait- 
ing at Bassett’s by the time you get there. And I said if we weren’t 
there, to come on here. But, if we go easily, we can drive you 
in this cart to the corner and so save time.” 

“I’ll try to walk -with your arm T think I might.” 

She limped painfully. 

“Yes, I’ll walk — it can’t make it wersje. Only I must see the 
end of my dear old pony before I go.” 

“Sam here will do that. You’ve had enough to suffer to-day.” 

But Primrose shook her head and the tears choked her. She 
knew that he admired her great physical bravery at all times ; 
therefore she exercised it now. 

'Fhe man stood with his gun, waiting for her to go. Then she 
knelt down by ‘ Brown Boy ’ and pointed to a place behind his ear. 
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- There,” she said. “ Do il quickly.” 

She clasped her hands and watched with a tense and straining 
face ; then, when the existence of the little beast was closed, she 
took Dodd's arm and limped away. Again she wept. 

“ It must be brought to Bowden to be buried,” she said. 

“ How did this dreadful thing happen ? ” he asked, seeking to 
distract her mind. “ Can you remember ? ” 

* “I don't know — I never shall know. I was dreaming and 
driving carelessly when something — a covey of partridges, I think 
— terrified poor 4 Brown Boy ’. Before I knew what had happened 
he was off the road and in the water-table, and the old trap — our 
man actually warned me against it this very morning ! ” 

“ Where were you going ? ” 

“ To Haycraft and his wife with some things — food and a bottle 
of wine.” 

“ Wine ! Why didn’t you tell me ? ” 

“1 forgot. I — I can’t talk, Dodd. I shall faint again if 
I do.” 

“ Are you in great pain ? ” 

“That’s nothing ; I’m glad of it It keeps my wits about me.” 

He looked at the sky. The day was darkening. Helplessly, 
heavily, his mind flew to Yes Tor ; and Primrose knew it. 

She stopped for a time to sit down, then struggled on again. 
The trap had not yet come and, when it did, the sufferer refused 
to be driven by anybody but Wolferstan. 

She fainted again before the start ; but soon recovered and was 
lifted into the vehicle. 

So the Portreeve drove her to Bowden as fast as a poor horse 
could do the distance. Even then she would not let him go 
until the doctor came, and her mother also implored him to stop, 
because the farmer happened to be from home, and there was no 
man to support them. 

Not until it grew dusk was he free to depart. By that time 
rain fell heavily, and Yes Tor was cowled in its familiar hood of 
wet darkness. 

He went straight to the home of the Yellands at Sourton, and 
his own affairs filled his brain painfully. Yet upon them intruded 
the heart of Primrose beating under his hand ; and her blood- 
bedappled loveliness mingled with the vision of brown Ilet 
waiting in lonely patience on the cloudy crown of the Moor. 
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When he reached her cottage door and knocked at it, there 
came no answering light or footstep. The place was dark and 
empty. Thrice he knocked ; then a neighbour appeared and 
informed him that Susan Yelland and her niece were both absent 
until evening. The hour when they would return was not known. 

“ Perhaps she never went to Yes Tor at all,” he thought. 

Ignorant of where to seek her and himself physically exhausted 
by a long day without food, he tramped homeward. His purpose ” 
was to eat, change his soaking garments, and return to Sourton 
some hours later. But after putting on dry things and partaking 
of a heavy meal, he sat beside his fire and fell asleep there. 

It was nearly three o’clock on Sunday morning before he woke 
up in darkness ; for both fire and lamp were out. He felt cold 
and wretched, and oppressively conscious of coming trouble. He 
drank a stiff glass of spirits, prayed earnestly on his knees, and 
went to bed. 



CHAPTER XIV 


YES TOR 

F ROM the summit of Yes Tor the stir of f he sky was visible, 
ana clouds that huddled their purple over the southern 
horizon, though huge in magnitude, yet filled but a small part of 
the immensity of the air. From their bosoms rain slanted 
sharply and made a haze of light against darkness ; but the storm 
was many miles distant ; it travelled slowly ; the moil and mass of 
it thinned to the south-west, then burnt away into flame and azure 
about the naked, noonday sun. Earth lay outspread beneath, 
and its immeasurable mosaic shone heavily in the colours of 
winter. Deep woods and dark earth, lifeless heaths and far 
distant hills were woven into league-long harmonies by the 
splendour of the light that blazes before rain ; by the film of 
earth-born smoke ; by the silver of water and the magic of the 
remote Atlantic — unseen but not unfelt. To Dartmoor’s rugged 
foothills spread this picture of pale gold and gloom and misty 
pearl ; then in primal stringency and rigour rose the tableland — 
lone mother of rivers and cradle of silence. Its granite planes 
and shattered declivities were dark ; its scarps and crags lowered 
savage above the tamed world at their feet. The squat skull of 
High Willhayes, Kneeset’s rounded cone, the rock masses of 
Great Links, like a cloud against the clouds — these towered to 
south and west; and round about interminable ridges and un- 
dulations swept shadowy upward to the central Moor. No 
native light touched them, but streaks and splashes of snow 
lingered within their northern hollows and marked coombs and 
desolate dingles untouched by the low winter sun. Murky, 
overcast, and dim, the distance sank into the darkness of the 
sky, so that storm ward none might tell where earth ended and 
the air began. No smile lit that vast and stern-set face ; and 
ilet Yelland’s human heart turned her eyes away for a little, 
because the north spoke a gentler story and the sun shone where 
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Okehampton, like a grey nest, cuddled far beneath the billowy 
ridges of the waste. Amid green fields and forests and the sepia 
warmth of winter fallow it spread, shrunk to a spatter of stone- 
coloured dots and splashes. Above naked tracery of trees a 
church-tower rose and dominated all. 

The spectator of imagination thus surveying a whole centre of 
human activity, as he might view some nest of ants, or the 
commonwealth of a hive, ascends from merely manlike percep- » 
tion to the comprehensive discrimination of a god. Thus 
reduced by the logic of distance, a town is shorn of its extrinsic 
detail in every possible direction, and can be esteemed as a 
whole in the balance of a single mind. Wide adjustments are 
then possible, and appraisements unbiased by petty particulars of 
human hope and fear, prosperity and failure, individual ambition 
and personal suffering or joy. So seen, a whole city dwindles to 
its just, actual, and spiritual perspective on the earth's bosom, 
where it lies like a spot. From Okehampton town two whole 
worlds stretched away under the universal sky ; for upon one 
side the earth slept under her coverlet of fields, even to the 
horizon, and the Mother of all smiled through winter dreams : 
while over against this peace, another land ascended austerely 
and another tale was told. 

Ilet Yelland vaguely wondered as to which picture shadowed 
her own story. The world beyond was the life beyond — the life 
upon whose threshold to-day she returned — the life uncertain, 
boundless in its promise of good or evil — the married life with 
the man who loved her. Did the comfort of the valley tell it, or 
the coercion of this uplifted desert whereon she stood? She 
turned to the Moor, as one who began to feel something of its 
secrets. She mused whether these terrific transitions of steepness 
and slough, these alternations of blazing heat and light, darkness 
and bitter cold, would find their image in her own brief days. 
She felt dumbly, as all feel, that here the very soul and spirit of 
truth encompassed her. Sometimes she was caught up by it, 
sometimes depressed and saddened. Yet here was the way of 
greatness, if she might but see it. The Moor rang men like 
metal ; proclaimed the strong and true ; revealed the weak and 
false ; challenged humanity ; tolerated no middle courses ; played 
the loadstone to drag elemental best and worst from human 
hearts. For a moment she pitied those men whose work daily 
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called them to its high places. Because in the lowlands was 
escape from one’s own heart, and many hiding-places opened on 
the road of life, where her kind tramped it together and practised 
those arts of simulation vital to gregarious living among men. 
But here it seemed that there was no evasion. As the wind 
struck the stone, broke the dead fern-stalk and searched the heat 
of warm-blooded things that faced it, so did the spirit of wind 
, and stone haun* these steep places and steal to the soul for good 
or ill. Under glare of cloudless summer days ; on the wings of 
the rain or from the cold breath of stealing fogs it came to her ; 
out of the thunder, in the snow, or where autumn ling-light 
laughed and vanished again, the like deep message woke. 

No soul not wholly sodden can escape from it. Even the 
humblest unconsciously feel this magic, though they know not 
what they feel. To the least dweller thereon Dartmoor stands 
for something greater than heather and stone and the calling of 
the cleeves. Aforetime they peopled it with fairy spirits, half 
kind, hail cruel ; they heard the cry of the heath-hounds by night 
and believed that the souls of unbaptized babies did their Maker's 
work under the moon, and in shape of a little pack harried and 
hunted the Enemy of Man. Many such-like fine things of poetry 
belonged to their minds ; their very words were rich with subtle 
meaning ; but now these opinions perish, save in ancient hearts, 
and only the inherent love of mystery remains. The folk dare 
not speak of that ; but a man may see secret superstition in their 
eyes sometimes and hear it in their voices, though they utter no 
word of it. All feel a little of the inner truth of natural things 
that lie scattered here even as nature left them ; many depart 
from their lonely homes unwillingly, and with gladness return 
again. And for the active intellect of man, if healthy and 
touched with some vital spark of imagination, as the spectre on 
the Brocken, so here the sane and wakeful spirit shall be faced 
daily, hourly, with itself — shall see itself mightily magnified and 
illuminated to its darkest corners. 

To Ilet these voices came strenuous and searching. The 
Moor had entered her life like a friend. She did not know it, 
but often felt it, and understood inarticulately that the place 
was precious. To-day the wind made her hands turn red and 
touched her face to a tinge almost purple; but she welcomed 
the cold, drank the chill air, estimated the meaning of the 
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cloudy activity of the south, and sighed, though not with un- 
happiness. It was good to be here and feel so small ; it was 
very good, feeling so small, to feel so strong also. Her heart 
wavered no more ; her recent meeting with Primrose Horn was 
put aside as a mean thing. She regretted her own anger. A 
prayer, wordless but winged, rose from her heart, and she 
called on Heaven to affirm her soul and sweep from it for ever all 
base shadows of jealousy and doubt. 

In this spirit she waited very patiently, watched the south 
threaten and wondered why Wolferstan did not come. She 
walked h.ther and thither to warm herself, and every half-hour 
wert a little way towards the direction he must take. Then, with 
sinking heart, she returned to the tor and sat down in a niche 
of the granite sheltered from the wind. The day became over- 
cast. From hope and peace her soul turned and grew faint and 
sick. There rose a wave of anger once — like the first pulse 
of the rain after long drought. It passed and left her empty 
of all emotion. She turned over the food in her basket, but, 
though physically hungered, had no heart to eat. It was now 
nearly three in the afternoon. 

At last a spot moved across the mighty loneliness. Pierce 
had hidden a mile off and watched her roaming, now here, now 
there. He hurried forward, and it became a question whether 
the man or the rain would reach her first. Thinking that it was 
Wolferstan, Ilet leapt up; then a recoil of feeling made her turn 
her back, and put rocks between them, and steal to the other 
side of the tor. She was even in a mind to hide from him and 
let him search for her and not find her. She felt ashamed 
of herself for having waited so long. Finally, between indifference 
and chagrin, she adopted a middle course, sat with her back to 
the approaching figure and pretended to eat. 

Then the footsteps came close and Ilet started and rose to her 
feet, for it was Abel Pierce and not the Portreeve who stood 
before her with his eyes upon her own. 

In a moment he was beside het and, to her amazement, 
advanced boldly, put his arms round her, embraced her with all 
his strength and kissed her. She struggled fiercely and felt his 
breast heaving with the speed of his progress. 

‘‘Let me go — let me free — how do you dare?” she cried, 
thrusting him from her. 



YES TOR 


hi 


“ Forgive me, Ilet ; I couldn't help it, knowing what I know 
and seeing what I’ve seen this day.” 

“ Wolferstan ? ” 

“He’s nut coming. And I’ll swear you han’t surprised to 
hear it.” 

“ Not coming — not — how do you know that ? ” 

She fell back where she had sat beside her basket, and now 
shrank from his ardent eyes until her shoulders pressed the 
# granite behind her. 

“ Let me sit down an’ I’ll tell ’e every syllable.” 

He approached again, but did not touch her. 

“Chance throwed me in sight of the man down-along. Oh, 
Ilet, I couldn’t hardly believe my own eyesight. But ’twas true 
enough — that woman ! I corned up behind ’em silent and sudden 
in a lonely place sitting by the roadside, an’ his arms — she was in 
'em — happy an’ proud to be there ! ” 

“She went to stop him.” 

“ You say that ! ” 

“I met her by Twin Tree stile. She was driving. But how 
do I know this be truth ? ” 

“ Because I speak it. If ’tis a lie, you can prove it by axing 
the man. Well you know ’tis true ! ” 

“ True enough, I dare say.” 

“There — heart to heart — and his ruddy face blazing, an’ her 
head cuddled to him — as God’s my judge. White as a dog’s tooth 
with passion she was. I seed all through a hedge — all. Up to 
their May games beside a public road ! ” 

“ They saw you ? ” 

“ Might have, but didn’t. No room in their eyes or ears but 
themselves. Wouldn’t have seed me if I’d walked past ’em. 
Wouldn’t have feared me more than two birds fighting fear aught 
else.” 

“ Cruel — cruel ! ” she burst out. “ And lie called his God to 
witness ” 

“ Like him. Whats God to him — or what be you to him ? 
What do he care in his heart for you, or any other she but her ? 
’Twas only a passing whim made him fool you all these months. 
A word from her, an’ he’d leave you to die an’ rot up here afore 
he’d come to you. Her lips on his was enough, no doubt — 
beast that he be.” 
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You saw it?” 

“May I never lift this arm again if I did not. I waited and 
watched to see if he’d come up here after, yet knowed he wouldn’t. 
'Tis easy to see it all. He wants money an’ power. She can help 
him an’ you can’t. But you — you be only an honest, pure, true- 
hearted woman — light to that witch’s darkness. No use to such 
a rising man ! No money, no penmanship— just the soul of truth 
an’ honour an’ all that.” 

The present indignity troubled Ilet. Her mind could not cope 
with the monstrous truth in a moment. It was too large to 
measure, while in company of any other. A trivial fact came 
to her lips. 

“ To make me traapse all up here for nought,” she said feebly. 
Then she looked at the rain-laden sky. 

“Thank your God ’twas for nought. A very merciful escape 
for you. He’d soon enough have sickened of your honest soul, 
and turned his eyes to others as crooked-hearted as himself belike 
— as he have before. You be mine now, as God meant ’e to be ; 
an’ I'll never let you go no more — may He judge me if I do. 
’Twas always so ordained, and many foretokens have I had of 
late.” 

“ He was coming to me an’ she stopped him.” 

“ Granted. What fashion of man be that to let a woman do it? 
Her arms round his neck — her breath on his cheek — was enough. 
All hell let loose wouldn’t have stopped me. His arms went 
round her — like mine went round you.” 

“ Could he — after his letter ? ” 

“ May God strike me if ’tisn’t true — else where’s the man ? 
Oh, Ilet, Ilet Yelland, can you torment me any more? Haven’t 
I done enough and suffered enough for you ? ” 

“Why did you come to tell me this?” 

“ What more natural ? Don’t I love you with every thought ? 
Was you to wait here alone with sorrow for evermore because he’d 
forgot you ? ” 

“ And you ? ” 

“ I don’t change. Your good is my life. Only don’t think I’ve 
turned him away from you, Ilet. He’s turned himself away.” 

“ I believe that now,” she said. 

A rush of rain swept over them and she saw the moisture 
make shining spots on his beard. His face was close to hers. 
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His eyes burned with imperishable love. For the moment he 
firmly believed himself both honourable and true ; because great 
love often deludes a lover, not only concerning the object, but 
also about himself. At such times he may be dazzled by his 
own light. 

Abel felt her to be within reach at last. Her silences spoke 
loudly to him. Her hesitation was full of promise. Once let her 
# say ‘ yes ’ and she would change no more. 

She looked up at the gloomy sky. 

“ Ilet ! Ilet, be I nothing ? ” 

For a moment more she sat irresolute, helpless, dumb; then 
she wept very bitterly and suffered his embraces. 

Almost immediately afterwards, by a track known to the man, 
they set off to his mother’s house. 

The great hill behind them was swallowed in grey rain, and 
Ilet s basket, forgotten, stood beside the place where she had 
waited. Then three carrion crows came croaking out of the 
clouds, and alighted at hand, and found the pasty that was 
meant for Wolferstan, and fought over it. 



CHAPTER XV 


THE WALK FROM CHURCH 

AFTER heavy rain, the road from Okehampton to Sourton 
stretched bright as a river under the grey light of noon. 
Every pit or inequality was a pool, and the ditches ran full. 
Under the water, grasses waved wanly, and every blade held 
bubbles of imprisoned air. The day was damp and raw, but rain 
had ceased for a time. 

Four persons walked along this soaking road and talked busily. 
Abner Barkell and his old friend, Ned Perryman, went together 
in front ; behind them came Dicky and Mr. Perryman’s grand- 
daughter, Jane. The signalman and his father were going to 
Sunday dinner with Ned, and now they all tramped along from 
worship at Okehampton. 

The men were dressed in their black broadcloth, and Abner 
also wore a big coat and a comforter of red wool, that puffed out 
under his long throat, like the wattles of a turkey. Pie and 
Mr. Perryman engaged in brisk conversation on the subject of 
the sermon. Their rusty top hats were thrust back on their 
heads ; their ancient foreheads were wrinkled with the strain of 
a metaphysical discussion. The matter referred to the future 
state, and, in a manner common with those who hopefully near 
the journey’s end, they found the theme of great attraction. 
Both felt sanguine, indeed positive ; but their outlook was dif- 
ferent, for Mr. Barkell held nebulous hopes of a state spiritual 
in every respect, being led to desire it by the pains of his own 
chronic rheumatism ; while for Ned Perryman eternity without 
substance offered no charm. 

“ To be an airy sort of creation is a very comforting thought 
to me,” declared Abner ; “ for ’tis very clear that a heavenly 
angel, such as I shall be, can’t feel a twinge. I shall say ‘ good- 
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bye 1 to my bones with a light heart ; for, to tell truth, bones and 
rheumatics have been one an’ the same to me any time this 
thirty year. An’ after the doing I’ve had with ’em, I should 
never trust 'em no more — not even in Heaven — but expect the 
stab of ’em every morning, so soon as I drawed my waking 
breath.” 

“We shall be raised in our own flesh, however, whether 
^ you like it or not,” argued Mr. Perryman. “An’ a good 
thing too, jez I. What’s the sense cf having no more body 
to you than a shirt drying on a clothes line ? A very ondacent 
thought, if you ax me. We’m accustomed to live in our flesh an’ 
bones ; an’ I shouldn’t expect no lasting happiness outside ’em. 
Besides tis well known they’ll be glorified out o’ knowledge.” 

“You was always rather beastly in your ideas,” argued Abner. 
“ But if your bones had given you hell’s delights, like what mine 
have, you wouldn’t be so fond of ’em. I don’t want ’em glori- 
fied ; I want ’em away.” 

“ The Book’s against you all the same,” asserted old Ned. 
“ Of course it is. What’s the good of golden streets if us shan’t 
have no solid feet to tramp ’em ; or of golden thrones if us 
han’t going to have no sit-downs to put on ’em ? You oughtn’t 
to let rheumatics drive you into such Godless thoughts, I’m sure. 
An : wi’ all the singing, han’t there going to be no drinking? 
Answer that ! ” 

Mr. Perryman’s ideas were in truth earthly ; but old Barkeli 
could also quote Scripture to his purpose. He ignored the 
question about drinking and touched a higher matter. 

“How about marrying an’ giving in marriage then? That’s 
forbid, anyway, for Bible says it. There won’t be no family 
matters there. According to parson, us can’t even say for sartain 
there’ll be men an’ women.” 

The other veteran’s face fell. 

“That’s a thought that have often made me feel oneasy,” 
he answered. “ I see danger in it, an’ feel glad ’tis in Higher 
Hands than mine.” 

“ Danger in Heaven ! Who be the Godless party now ? ” 

“Well, I speak under correction ; but when you get thousands 
of people living in idleness on the fat of the land, there is 
danger. Ban’t the Psalms full of it? If David didn’t know, 
who should ? ” 
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“ Fear nothing, ’ said Mr. Barkell. “ Twill all be altered 
there.” 

Mr. Perryman shook his head doubtfully. 

“ You can’t alter human nature — everybody knows that. 
Think of the young people ” 

“ He that made ’em can change ’em. Tis all part of my 
argeyment against flesh,” replied the bridge-builder. “To be a 
comfortable spirit above pain an’ cold, wi’ no parts to hinder nor* 
itch, an’ no wind to run short against a hill — that be a grander 
and properer thing than what you hope for. You want to carry 
the lusts of the flesh up-along with you ; but it can’t be done, 
Ned. 1 was as fond of it all as ever you was, an’ took my hand 
at the game like a good un ; but I don’t want no more of it 
after.” 

44 No meal times ! ” 

“ Eating an’ drinking’s a large part of life,” admitted the other, 
“an’ nobody could look forward to a slice of red beef an’ a pint 
of ale more than I do at this moment ; but they’m dearly bought 
with the sorrow of the parts that tackle ’em.” 

“ Tis the point of view,” conceded Perryman. “ If I was so 
round of belly an’ short of breathing as you be, the angel state 
might draw me. But if your mind was more active, you could 
picture being as you be, yet without a pang, and perhaps 
twenty years an’ a couple of stone knocked off into the 
bargain.” 

“No, I can’t. I want the lot away an’ everything flam new. 

I hope I’m right; an’ you hope you’m right; but however ’tis, 
’twill be for the best, so all’s said.” 

“ Parson wasn’t positive.” 

“ Never is. That’s what I despise in the man. Sits ’pon the 
fence, like a chap mindin’ rooks. If the last trump was to sound, 
he’d hang back an’ wonder if, after all, it mightn’t be the railway 
train waiting for Dicky’s signals.” 

The younger Barkell here joined tnem. 

44 One thing did surprise me,’ he said ; “ but ’twasn’t in the 
sermon.” 

“Them banns of marriage?” asked Jane. 

“ Ess fay !” answered Abner. 44 Dash my old wig — ’tis a startler. 
An’ yet, come to think of it, no more than Pierce himself told us 
to expect long since. He meant to have her. Twas neck or 
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nothing with him. Now, unless the axing out be denied next 
Sunday, the woman’s his.” 

‘ * Won’t Mr. W olferstan make a fight ? ’ ’ asked Ned’s grand-daughter. 

“ I hope not,” said Dicky. “ I can’t see that it would answer 
any purpose. A lot must have happened afore she let Pierce go 
so far as that. Anyway, ’tis a reprieve for Dodd. He’s had his 
dose of woman now.” 

“Abel Pierce is an itemy* chap and have worked underground, 
no doubt,” declared Mr. Perryman. “ ' Tis all part and parcel of 
the trouble that began at the drift. A man don’t let himself be 
smote across tne face afore the neighbour for much less than 
a female ; though for that they’ll do or suffer anything, and sink 
their nature to softness, like a courting tom-cat. Her love for 
Portreeve weren’t strong enough to stand out against the lesser 
man ; so there you are.” 

Dicky answered nothing, but pursued his simple custom of 
silence rather than criticism. Now, however, as the party crept 
onward to Sourton, there came towards them, walking scarcely 
faster than themselves, a man ; and they perceived that, despite 
his listless, unfamiliar stride, it was Wolferstan. 

He looked careworn and very gloomy, while an expression 
foreign to his face sat there. 

The younger Barkell uttered a word of strong impatience at 
sight of Dodd. 

“ Be damned to it ! I’d sooner have met any other man alive 
than yon chap this minute,” he exclaimed. 

“'Tis Providence,” answered his father. “You’re the man’s 
friend. ’Twas ordained you should meet him just as you be : hot 
from holy worship an’ full of these crooked tidings.” 

“An’ we’ll skip on,” added Ned Perryman, “for ’tisn’t a 
pleasant task just afore Sunday dinner. But it have to be — so 
sure as every pair of human ears, that ain’t deaf, have got to take 
in their proper load of bad luck sooner or late.” 

Dicky hesitated, then decided to tell Wolferstan what had 
happened. 

“ Plague on it ! ” he said. “All the same, from the walk of the 
man, I reckon he knows.” 

Dodd was passing with a gesture of recognition, when the 
younger Barkell stopped him. The two veterans shuffled forward 
* Itemy — tricky. 
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silently and Jane Perryman followed them. Then Dicky and his 
friend were left alone. 

“ m go a few yards back-along with you,” said the signalman. 

“ I want to speak to you.” 

Wolferstan nodded. 

“ I’ve got a cruel lot on my mind to-day, Dick. Fate’s hard 
and I can’t see that what has happened was right to happen, 
though no doubt it was — else it wouldn’t have happened.” 4 

“ A very comforting outlook.” 

u I was to have met Ilet by appointment yesterday and made 
all up. But something came between. And now I’ve called 
to explain ; and it’s the same dry story again — dust and ashes. 
She won’t see me and sends word that she never will no more — 
never. God knows what it means.” 

“ And a few others. I was to church to-day along with father. 
He likes me to be with him there. They were asked out for the 
first time : Abel Pierce and Ilet Yelland.” 

The Portreeve stood still. 

“ The banns called ! ” 

Dicky nodded. 

“She could let him do that without hearing me explain?” 

“Seemingly. What kept you? ’Twas a ticklish time to bide 
away, after all that’s happened.” 

“ Life or death kept me. Miss Horn had been thrown out 
of her trap, and, by good chance, I found her unconscious and 
bleeding to death. I saved her life, no doubt.” 

“‘Good chance’, you say? A damned bad chance for you. 
And yet — maybe you’re right.” 

“How could I go on? My hands were full.” 

“ Full of t’other, no doubt. And that’s what she’s heard. And 
that’s why you’re out of the hunt.” 

“What could a man do ? Surely common sense — humanity ” 

“Common sense have lost many a woman. I’ll swear it never 
won one ! ” 

“ To think that she ” 

“ Shows what the maiden’s worth, Dodd.” 

“It shows I’ve got enemies — that’s what it shows. Would 
that ignorant man have had the power to steal her away single- 
handed ? ” 

“Why not? He have a fine brown face and a great power 
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of energy. He wasn't so busy about his own affairs as you 
neither. Had more time to talk nonsense to her — an’ tell lies. 
Perhaps she don’t know her own mind yet. You ought to go 
back and break in the door, and stand before her and talk a bit 
of stark sense to her. That’s what she wants to hear.” 

The Portreeve shook his head. 

“ I must do no more,” he said slowly. “ I loved the woman 
*better’n anything in the world ; better’n any high hope I had this 
side of heaven. I thought and planned and cut out the future for 
her. I put her first. All — all she should have had. Nought 
was too great for me to reach — for her.” 

“ You’ll go further alone.” 

“The cruelty — the injustice — not to hear. ’Tis the first 
beginning of justice : to hear. That she could doubt was bad 
enough. She ought to have said, ‘ I know Wolferstan. He’s not 
kept his word, and for that there’s a tremendous reason.’ She 
ought to have gone home without a flutter of doubt. She ought 
—instead, she jumped to evil thinking against me. An’ now she’s 
gone. A very single-eyed woman once, Barkell. All or none 
with her. But she didn’t love me same as I loved her.” 

“You may have her yet.” 

“ A man has his pride. He owes himself that. I forgive her. 
Ban’t her fault — not all of it. I’ve been wickedly wronged in 
this; and so has she. But she’ll not turn again. If she was 
screwed up to the banns, she’ll never turn no more.” 

“ ’Twas a pity you didn’t ” 

“ I know. I know all that. I’ll rub that into myself sharper 
than you will. I’ve acted like a fool. I’ve been too trusting — 
too easy — too hopeful of goodness in all men — too ready to read 
good motives in ’em.” 

“Many cheerful young sparks begin so. You’ve been too 
trusting without a doubt. A great trust in people and an outlook 
— just so broad and high as your own hopes. Life’s run a thought 
too easy for you ,* and you never counted on the rough weather, 
more than landsmen that put out to sea in a calm.” 

“’Tis very well for you — you who just paddle about on the 
edge of things and never set sail at all. Well for you to preach ! 
What do you know of the cruel truth of things ? ” 

“Us be the sort to preach, for that matter. We see the game 
from outside.” 
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“Who can preach to suffering men that hasn’t suffered himself? 
Who can help to heal a hurt that hasn’t writhed under one? 
To think of all she was to me, and all she said to me! Oh, 
Dick, han’t there no truth in ’em ? ” 

“’Tis mixed with such a lot else. Fate have weaved a bit 
of bad luck for you, old man. But don’t take it overmuch to 
heart. You’re not the first a woman have jilted.” 

“’Twas not her fault, I tell you.” 

“ The end’s the same.” 

“I see my life,” said the Portreeve. “I see myself working 
as few men have worked, leaping to every shadow of a chance to 
push ahead, never missing the least offer. And all the time I’ve 
trusted in man as few trust him.” 

“And in God,” murmured Barkell. “One’s as tricky as 
t’other.” 

“You’re a bitter fool, Dick. But 'tisn’t God — ’tis man that 
have ill-used me now — stabbed me in the back — somebody as 
never suffered from me neither, for no living man has suffered 
at my hand. I forgive Ilet with all my heart. This was no work 
of hers.” 

“Don’t fox yourself to think that. That’s mad. The banns 
was read in church. They are all alike, and their hearts be the 
stones in beautiful ripe plums, — hard — hard.” 

“ He’s a hookem-snivey blackguard, Dick.” 

“ He is — when the wind blows from Sourton. Nobody’s straight 
all round.” 

“ He don’t deserve one spark of happiness.” 

“ Therefore he’s the more like to have it.” 

“ I might take the law in my own hands but for her. She’s 
chose him.” 

“ Better you go to church and pray, Portreeve.” 

“You advise that out of a sneering heart. Yet ’tis the properest 
thing you’ve said to me.” 

“Shall you forbid the banns next Sunday?” 

“Could a man that was a man ? No ; she’s gone. There’s no 
fighting that. Ilet was jealous of Primrose Horn ever since 
I knowed her. Often she’s hated to think that t’other met me 
long years before she did. Things have worked together for 
harm against me. ’Twas almost as if an evil spirit throwed me 
in the other’s path again and again.” 
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“But you don’t believe in evil spirits, surely? ’Twas the work 
of your watching God— must have been.” 

“ An’ so I’ll read it,” said the sufferer stoutly. 

“ You’ll grin and bear ? ” 

“ I’ll be patient, if I can. I don’t realize my loss yet. Think 
of her dead — dead to me.” 

“Patience is a grand thing.” 

“You think I’m cringing to my Maker like a cur under this. 
That’s because you’re Godless yourself and don’t understand. 
He’ll speak to me come presently.” 

“I’m afraid He’s too busy, Dodd.” 

“ Youll rue these wicked speeches some day, Richard.” 

“ If I’m wrong, I’ll confess to it without a tremble ; an’ if His 
rule be Love, as you think and all men hope, then I’ll remind 
Him to do unto others as He’d be done by. He must forgive me 
then. Go on with your life and see where it lands you. Go on 
trusting in your Heavenly Father and see what the future be like 
that He’s planned for you.” 

“ That I shall do — as we all must. If life teaches me to doubt 
all living, ’twill never shake my trust in Him.” 

“ And let me be your friend. I wish you nothing but good, and 
I’ll serve you with heart and head so long as it is in my power. 
Don’t scoff at lookers-on. They often come in useful — if ’tis only 
to puli a fallen man from under his horse, or save a drowning 
fellow-creature.” 

“You try to shake my trust in all things and then ax me to 
trust you,” said Wolferstan with some bitterness. 

“ You’re right and I’m wrong,” answered the other promptly. 
“Trust none — none — neither man nor woman. Go your way 
free and count all for enemies. Then the world can’t disappoint 
you, and human nature can’t.” 

“ A friendless man is a useless man.” 

“ Friendship’s like beauty, I tell you : only skin deep. Won’t 
stand the strain of time too long. Be tender where you think 
you’re fond.” 

“Good-bye,” answered Wolferstan. “’Tis a thought strange 
that such a cold-blooded man as you was sent to tell me this 
harsh news.” 

“ Better for you than some milder fashion of fool, full of soft 
soap and sympathy. See how cool you be yourself : that’s because 
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I am. If Td begun saying how sorry I was, you’d have knocked 
me down. You’ll understand when a few months have rolled 
over you. Good-bye — and, trust or no trust, I’m your friend 
always, and you know it.” 

The men separated and Dodd Wolferstan went slowly on 
towards Bowden. 



Book II 




CHAPTER I 


COMBE CLIFFS 

I LET YELL AND first heard the true explanation of her old 
lo er ? s absence on the day that her banns were called for the 
second time. The matter came through minor channels : she did 
not learn it from Wolferstan. Had he himself told her, it is 
unlikely that she would have wavered again ; but the Portreeve 
did not court another denial ; and when Abel Pierce was called 
upon to explain his statement, he found no difficulty in doing so. 
It was not denied that Miss Horn had reposed in her rescuer’s 
arms, and Abel merely chronicled the fact. He explained that 
he had witnessed the tender embrace through a hedge at a con- 
siderable distance, and then gone his way quite ignorant of all 
that went before. He offered to release Ilet when the facts 
became known, but not until he knew that she had determined 
with herself. Dodd was right when he said the woman did not 
easily change. With very genuine and bitter grief she took the 
great step of throwing him over; but having done so, she did 
not turn back or look back. Conscious of wrong in right and 
right in wrong, believing the threads of this misfortune too 
tangled for extrication, she balanced Wolferstan’s errors against 
her own, and banished the subject by force of will and natural 
narrowness of mind. A ravel of issues was hateful to her ; doubt 
and uncertainty and weighing of contending claims drove her 
mad. Her brain was not constituted to endure this exercise. 

Abel Pierce became her life. She refused to torture her mind 
any more with a dark and difficult past; but thrust it and all that 
belonged to it away and faced the future resolutely. For Pierce 
— as part of him, to toil and fight for him and only him, she now 
stood. She was not logical and she was not reasonable ; but 
it cannot be denied that, having decided, she was sensible. Her 
mind, fashioned in one compartment, contained no room for 
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large synthetical operations, and abstract justice was not a quality 
of it. But she had a power of deliberately narrowing her out- 
look, and such limitation of interest begot increased intensity, as 
a stream wastes its strength upon the broad shallows, but applies 
it to full purpose in some narrow channel. Abel Pierce, if a bad 
man, was a good lover. He and Ilet made immediate prepara- 
tions for their marriage. He engaged himself to do permanent 
work at Meldon quarry ; she promised to come and live at^ 
Fishcombe Cottage at his wish. 

Within three months Ilet was married. She set about the 
business of wifehood in a staunch spirit that turned neither to 
the right nor left ; while as for Abel, he soon felt the pricks grow 
blunt, and from uneasiness at his past knavery, drifted into 
indifference and thence to content. He was proud of Ilet, and 
she blessed his home abundantly. All envied him such sustained 
happiness. He had a mother and wife who lived for him and 
ministered to his every want, softened his dark moments, shared 
his hopes and strengthened his ambitions. Ilet imparted her 
outlook to him. He grew more self-respecting and was presently 
promoted to be foreman of a quarry gang. He saved weekly ; he 
fell in with his mother’s wish — vain till now — and often took her 
to church on Sunday. But Ilet was not fond of worship, for 
it served always to remind her of Wolferstan. Therefore she 
usually stopped at home and cooked the dinner. 

The Portreeve sank to a name by Fishcombe Head Water, 
though Pierce, now himself grown desirous to rise above a labourer’s 
life, watched the other’s progress keenly. No jealousy marked 
this attitude. He w r as glad to see Dodd prosper, and his old 
enemy’s success illogically but naturally soothed his own con- 
science, One uneasiness reigned in his heart, however, for 
Wolferstan’s engagement to Primrose Horn was not announced. 
Daily he expected it, but the news never came. Ilet also could 
not escape from thought upon that matter, and she marvelled that 
her former lover remained single. To her, as to her husband, the 
fact that he should do so was painful; and in addition, Abel went 
under a secret care, for his accomplice never acknowledged him 
again after the day of her accident. They met more than once 
alone, but she appeared to have forgotten his existence and passed 
him without a sign. At first he was satisfied at this and felt it to 
be right and wise; but when months went by and Wolferstan 
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remained unbetrothed, Pierce grew anxious and wondered if 
Primrose — in face of the Portreeve’s indifference — would not 
presently plan a revenge which might involve his welfare. He 
was haunted by the fear for a time; then it faded, and with 
passage of days his content increased, and he lived in the full 
bliss of the time and found each hour with Ilet a feast. 

Wolferstan likewise pursued his road. None knew of the full 
bitterness of his grief or the darkness of spirit that encompassed 
him for many months. It was significant of his genuine love that 
even ambition fainted awhile beneath this blow. In his tribula- 
tion periods of natural rage flooded the man’s mind, and he had 
much :.do to control his wrath and deny it shape of action. But 
in these earlier years Wolferstan was at his best. He had ripened 
swiftly and attained to fruition while yet young. He had matured 
without any winter of sorrow to sweeten him. The sun of religion 
had burnt upon his heart and wrought it to mellowness. The 
Rock of Ages was no mythic image or poetical conceit to him ; 
it proved a present support and refuge in his first great trouble. 
Prayer heartened him, soothed his soul, woke a great patience, 
and even restored his native cheerfulness after the passing of 
time. Without being shallow, he was yet one whose emotions 
were more keen than deep. Religion for such a nature often 
suffices. It guides the grief-stricken swiftly through the pinch of 
affliction, and offers the needed anodyne during moments of criti- 
cal stress. But more subterranean spirits find it vain. Them 
a master-sorrow dominates for ever and, while hidden from all 
eyes, still lives and leaves its scorch upon the heart, its furrows 
and haggard traces in the soul. Faith is seldom the strength of 
men who feel so deeply ; and reason cannot dry all tears. To the 
rational sufferer separation is eternal, death final. His stern solace 
is the knowledge that he endures the immemorial tortures of all 
conscious existence since its dawn in tertiary times ; that the dust 
under his feet has suffered as he suffers to-day ; that after eight 
thousand years of man, no human agony is new ; and that the 
thing which cannot be borne brings its own end with it. And if 
he is strong to survive and go on with life and justify his days, for 
him Time, who forgets no sorrowful heart, shall presently tend the 
inner, everlasting wounds, so that they throb with intermittent 
stroke alone. 

Wolferstan, in fine humility, looked to his religion to lift him 
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above this mighty trial ; and faith, triumphing over the blow, 
brought him steadily back to peace. In due season the dominant 
forces of his own nature reasserted themselves and obliterated the 
poignant details of the past. After three months he was lifting 
his head again among men, again teaching his boys those Bible 
lessons which he believed lay at the root of temporary human 
happiness and eternal human prosperity. His own trials he 
doubted not were sent for high purposes by a watchful God. He* 
suspected that they would raise him, fortify him, arm him against 
the further problems that life held hidden. He did not repine ; 
he endured ; and at the bottom of his heart was a germ of pride 
that he had stood so strong against the storm. He told himself 
in side-flashes of thought (which yet shamed him by their vain- 
glory) that a man who would come out of this furnace unscathed 
might face any future with hope. He supposed that love had 
been the first passion in him, and that this ordeal must, therefore, 
have exceeded any possible tribulation that time could bring ; but 
herein he erred. There was that in his nature that sank deeper 
and rose higher than love of women. It remained to be seen 
whether his guides would be strong enough to surmount attacks 
on his ambitions and the very fabric of his life’s work. 

For the present he plunged into affairs and found in ceaseless 
toil a respite from thought. Minor successes fell to his lot. He 
sought and obtained an excellent commission to provide photo- 
graphs for a forthcoming work ; he also undertook various 
important duties for Mr. Horn, who was indisposed during 
spring-time. To Dodd fell the conduct of some considerable 
stock sales, together with attendance at markets. After his own 
judgment of horned beasts, the farmer rated most highly that 
of Wolferstan ; and since the Portreeve entertained a lively regard 
for his old master, he was glad enough to serve in this matter. 
The work answered a twofold purpose, for it advantaged Alexan- 
der Horn and introduced the Portreeve to new and influential 
people. He had a genius for pleasing his betters, winning their 
interest and securing their goodwill 

With April it happened that he was in North Cornwall, and 
his work took him to the historic hamlet of Combe, nigh Morwen- 
stow. Having swiftly decided against certain purchases, he found 
himself with an hour to spare before his trap should return. 

The great voice of the sea drew him, and, descending through 
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the valley, where a trout stream glittered under budding sallows, 
he approached the beach and stood in the home of the west wind. 
Before him league-long surges rolled, and the great song of sea 
and stone murmured upon his ear. 

Now chanced a meeting that served much to astonish two 
people, and created a very mistaken impression in the mind 
of one. 

m After her accident Miss Horn had chosen to persist in a very 
long convalescence ; but nothing came cf it. Wolferstan called 
thrice to learn how she fared. Once she saw him, and he 
expressed sympathy and concern for her * but his mind was 
obviously very full of his own affairs, and his manner was often 
absent. 

Concerning Primrose at this moment he only knew that she 
was from home, and his astonishment appeared in his face as 
she suddenly confronted him on Combe beach. The tide was 
low and they met where a ridge of rock glimmered from barred 
sands, shone with sepia-coloured weed and exuded the sweetness 
of the sea. Westerly the foam flew and great, oncoming waves 
roiled leaden against the lighter grey of the sky. 

Primrose, who was visiting a friend at Combe Mill, found 
it natural to start and flush at this surprise. Ignorant of the 
truth, she supposed that Wolferstan was here for the purpose 
of seeing her. It appeared most improbable that this lengthy 
expedition could have been made for any lesser reason. In 
fact, she doubted not that her reward was at hand. She let 
her hunger and thirst run riot. Her eyes shone upon him. 
She uttered a little, glad, inarticulate sound and held out her 
hands. 

He took one of them and she let the other fall quickly. 

“ What a surprise to see you here,” he said. “ I wonder which 
of us has astonished the other most ? ” 

“ Why, surely you,” she answered. “ I suppose you knew that 
I was here ; but how could I expect you ? ” 

“ Indeed, no. I only knew you were away. The governor 
was so busy about business with Tresidda up the valley, that he 
quite forgot to tell me you were at Combe.” 

“Then I shall lecture him for such selfishness when I go home. 
You’ve made me feel quite shaky. Let us stop here a minute and 
watch the sea creep up.” 

K 
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They sat silent a moment and watched where the Atlantic 
came, like the trampling of an army to the music of breaking 
waves. 

“ I do hope you are really quite yourself again,” he said. 

“ Oh, yes— well enough. And you ? You must let me dare to 
touch an old wound — a deeper one than mine.” 

“ Thank God it was no worse with you.” 

“ And thank God yours was no worse, dear Dodd. IVe hearc^ 
everything. It’s ruined my life. 'Twas all my doing. The heart- 
broken nights Fve had ! To think — to think — I’ve altered all 
your life. I wish I had died sooner.” 

She put her handkerchief to her eyes, and the spectacle of her 
tearful and moist loveliness made him feel gentle. 

“Don't say that. Nothing happens that's not overruled, 
Primrose. 'Twas a terrible, shattering trouble ; but it had to be. 
We plot and we plan, and we count on the future with large 
trust ; but the outcome of things ban’t our work.” 

“ Only ’tis hard through tears to see the Hand that guides,” she 
said. “ You’ve got such wonderful faith to light your dark places. 

I wish you could teach me to trust like you can.” 

“ If you long to do it, and have the will, the rest is easy,” he 
assured her. Then he preached a little. 

Primrose began to feel bored and cold. Her sudden flame of 
hope perished and left a bad odour in her soul. The great waves 
came closer and shafts of foam leapt like feathers against the 
ocean-facing rocks. The sea surged into every pool and brought 
back the salt of life to unnumbered things. There came dull, 
hollow blows and reverberations ; then sheaves of glittering water 
spouted aloft and fell with a splash, like a sigh, upon the tumbling 
green below. Light broke through the clouds ; wan fans of radi- 
ance fell and spread in pools of gold upon the face of the sea. 

Primrose put herself out of her misery. 

“Why are you here, since it was not to see me, I'm afraid?” 

“That’s a very unexpected pleasure, truly.” 

“Yet I’m glad you came. IVe had it in my mind to write to 
you. Indeed, I began, but couldn't find the words. When I 
think of you, I always fall into weakness and shame for the 
unconscious wrong I have done you.” 

“ Don’t say it or think it more. ’Tisn’t so.” 

“You forgive me?” 
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“There's nothing to forgive. You were never to blame.” 

“I feel — I feel so strange with you — like a slave — as if I 
belonged to you in a sort of way. I ruined your life and you — 
you saved mine. Yes— saved it. Sometimes I wonder why.” 

“ Your beautiful, brave life,” he said thoughtfully. “ No, I can 
hardly claim such a great deed as saving it. But I’m glad ’twas 
me, an’ no stranger man, came just then.” 

“You can say that and remember the dreadful result?” 

“ I don’t join the two ideas in my mind.” 

“ Then I am glad too — oh, so thankful ! I should have died 
afterwards to think that any human being had touched me but 
you. But you ” 

She broke off, took his hand suddenly between hers and kissed 
it. He grew red. 

“ Don’t — don’t, for God’s sake ! ” he cried. “ An unworthy 
thing like me!” 

She turned away from him. Her emotion was genuine enough; 
but disappointment and irritation formed the first ingredients 
thereof. Wolferstan, not being a fool, understood and yearned 
to escape. The possibility of marrying Primrose had indeed 
occurred to him on one occasion, after seeing her since his own 
catastrophe ; but that shock was too recent; Ilet was too constant 
a dweller in his mind to leave room for serious thoughts of any 
other woman. Now the business was thrust rather crudely upper- 
most again ; and he recoiled — from no dislike of Primrose, for he 
felt the gentleness bred in any man’s soul by love declared — but 
because the time was far from ripe. 

“You forgive me — say it,” she murmured, looking at the sea. 

“ Indeed, yes. I don’t want to think any more about it. And 
I can’t talk about it. ’Tis terrible near still. Presently ” 

“ If by flinging myself into that great sea and drowning there, 
I could bring back happiness to you and your faith in woman, I’d 
do it and die gladly.” 

“You mustn’t say such things. Who am I to lose faith in man 
or woman either ? This that has happened to me was woven in 
the web. It had to be. Nothing from outside can lastingly harm a 
man. That’s my faith. Let them as do the evil look to it.” 

“ You’ve paid, however,” she answered quietly. 

His patience failed to win her admiration, albeit patience was 
her own strongest quality. 
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A wave spread in successive transparent layers, foam-fringed, at 
their feet. It hurtled slantwise, like the sweep of a liquid scythe, 
and gathered a harvest of tinkling shells to its bosom. The sand 
hissed and shone ; a few great bubbles trembled and burst. 

“ We must be going,” said Dodd. He did not answer her last 
speech. A pathway known to Primrose wound up the face of the 
cliff. Now she took him by it and their conversation touched 
general subjects and found him easier. He told her the news* 
concerning his photographs and the work for her father. 

The time passed and the sky largely cleared as it made ready 
for night. The man and woman looked out upon a semicircle of 
mighty cliffs that shone in the radiance of the west. The illumina- 
tion played on their dark faces, searched their rifts and crags, 
lightened their gloomy planes. Fading away into the atmosphere, 
they sank southerly, and strata swept with many an undulation 
upon their foreheads, where they stood with wrinkled, sightless 
brows bent seaward. Over them there brooded the breath of 
ocean made visible. It softened each shelf and precipice, pinnacle 
and island rock ; it blurred the distance gently and glow'ed into 
red gold as the sun descended. Over the desolation of the shore 
it floated, dilated ; now hung, like a mock sun, upon the last con- 
fines of earth ; now spread, like a cloud, even to the lips of the 
sea. It was as though the ambient air caught fire and burned. 
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LUCK FOR SLANNING 

O N a day when the young year grew beautiful with flowers 
and musical with song, Orlando Slanning was fortunate 
and met Miss Horn beside the river. He had not seen her for 
some months, and his repeated inquiries since her accident 
had met no warmer response than acknowledgment ; but to-day, 
while fishing in Oke, midway between Homerton Hill and the 
great gorge of Meldon, Primrose met him and brought joy to 
his spirit. He had just creeled a half-pounder, when his ‘March 
Brown,’ instead of dropping at the edge of a little, oily back- 
water, where yellow foam danced under an overhanging bank, 
went three inches wide and got foul of a root that thrust out 
from the earth. He knew the pool beneath as being often good 
for a fish, but now his chance was lost; therefore Orlando, 
with a mild expletive, grounded his rod and looked for a place 
to cross that he might liberate his fly. The fisherman walked 
fifty yards down stream and suddenly found himself face 
to face with Primrose. She was strolling beside the water and 
with her came three cheerful fox-terriers and a retriever who, 
though elderly, yet felt Spring in his bones and gambolled with 
the others. 

At the breast of Miss Horn was a flower, and in her hand 
a whip. She was looking exceedingly well and appeared slightly 
pleased to see the sportsman. He rejoiced at her friendly greet- 
ing and forgot all about his rod. 

“ What frightful good luck ! ” he said. “ I am glad to see you 
again — thankful, in fact.” 

She gave him her hand, and he shook it a long time. Then 
he patted each dog in turn. They had all rushed up at the 
welcome spectacle of a sportsman. 
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“You don’t want a perfect ‘wire-haired’ pup, I suppose? 

I can get you a little three months old bitch that’s a dream — 
really,” he said. 

She shook her head and they strolled together, while he asked 
warmly concerning her health. 

“When I heard about that appalling accident, I could have 
cut my throat to think it wasn’t I who saved you. The ghastly 
luck some men have — and don’t seem to know it — that’s the*"" 
maddening part.” 

Primrose seconded this sentiment in secret. Her visible 
answer was the faintest blush. 

“ I’m quite well again — have been for months. It was hardly 
so serious as people supposed.” 

“ It hasn’t hurt your nerve ? Don’t say that. It would be a 
county misfortune if you chucked hunting.” 

“ My nerve is all right. 1 shall hunt again next season.” 

“ My poor old governor’s going down the hill fast. I wish 
I could take the pain for him. It’s cruel to see him suffer.” 

“ I am very sorry. Why don’t the doctors let him go out of 
his misery — like we do with dumb things ? ” 

“ What an idea ! He’ll be gone soon enough, poor old chap : 
then I must begin to take life seriously.” 

“You’re too old to begin now.” 

“I’d start to-morrow if I had any inducement. I’m rather 
a clever chap in a way — really I am — to say it without boasting. 

A wide experience of life. But I’m a soldier by instinct.” 

“Still?” 

“ Don’t ! You do laugh at a chap so.” 

“ A versatile man — and volatile too.” 

“ Versatile, perhaps — not t’other thing. I don’t change — not in 
some matters, God knows. I can tell perfection when I see it.” 

“ Can you ? How ? One hasn't many opportunities of judg- 
ing that.” 

“No — jolly few; but I’m the sort of man that doesn’t miss the 
rare chance when it offers. My knowledge of your sex is pretty 
deep, Miss Horn.” 

“ You honour us by thinking so much about us.” 

He missed the mild irony and was gratified. 

“ Yes ; and when I tell you that I’ve met feminine perfection 
at last, you must forgive me for being obstinate.” 
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“ Not in Plymouth ? ” 

“Blessed if I don’t believe you understand me inside out ! I 
should like to know what is in your mind.” 

“ I’m not sure that you would.” 

“Look here,” he said, as his rod came in sight standing beside 
the river ; “ do me an enormous favour — please do.” 

“ Of course — if I can.” 

» “Are you in a hurry to-day ? ” 

“ Not in the least.” 

“ Then lunch with me. I implore it. You’ll make me happy 
for a week if you will. You know my mother always puts up 
lunch for three people when I go fishing. Do stop and share my 
sandwiches and things. I beseech you. I make a very great 
favour of it.” 

“ All right, if you like.” 

“ Hurrah — three cheers — my luck’s up ! ” 

He swung a big creel off his shoulder and produced packets of 
sandwiches, hard-boiled eggs and cake tied up in silver paper. A 
great flask also appeared. 

“ If I had only known,” he said, “ I’d have gone to Plymouth 
yesterday and bought the daintiest and most delicious things — a 
lunch fit for a queen — and a bottle of sparkling moselle with the 
muscat grape taste you like.” 

“ Glad you didn’t know then. I’ll sit here. Any sport?” 

“ A dozen little chaps and a few decent ones. I was going to 
bring them to Bowden on my way home, hoping you’d accept ’em.” 

“Gladly. Father loves a trout. I’ve been lazy this year. 
I’m right off fishing.” 

“You’re an awful dab at it.” 

She looked at his fish and smelt their savour. 

“They half tempt me,” she said. “Get across and clear your 
fly, and I’ll unpack.” 

As happy as the dogs, Orlando obeyed. He purposely chose 
a perilous pass and leapt with great agility from rock to rock ; 
but she was not interested in the display. A flash of light had 
caught her eye some distance up the river, and she saw a man’s 
shirt hanging on a line. It stood near the dwelling of Abel 
Pierce, though the house was not visible from her standpoint. 

When Slanning returned, his luncheon was spread on paper 
plates, and Primrose already had a sandwich in her hand. The 
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dogs drew up and sat in an amiable, inquiring circle, with lolling 
tongues and hopeful expressions. 

“You were right,” said the guest. “I’m sure there is more 
food than you wanted here. These sandwiches are much too 
good for a man.” 

“They are; but, from a mother’s silly point of view, nothing’s 
too good for a son.” 

He watched her eat with delight. * 

“Always my luck,” he said. “I hesitated between whisky 
and sherry this morning, and of course chose the wrong one.” 

“ From my point of taste or yours? ” 

“ From yours.” 

“ Fm indifferent. I very, very seldom take anything. I love 
beer ” 

“So do I — only it’s too ” he was going to say ‘fattening’, 

but saved himself. “Too dangerous for a gouty man.” 

“ You’re not gouty?” 

“ No, but my mother’s father was. I’m always in a funk of it.” 

Presently he fetched water from the river for her. Then, 
while he loaded his pipe, she took his rod. 

“Try the pool where I got hung up,” he said. “There’s often 
a fish there.” 

She flung a careful fly, moved a small trout, but failed to hook 
him. Then her native instinct awoke and she went forward, 
fishing the stream in the usual moorland fashion. 

“ Try the deep water,” he cried to her. “ They’re not in the 
stickles to-day.” 

He lighted his pipe, picked up his creel and the mackintosh 
he had spread for her to sit upon ; then followed at a distance. 

Presently Primrose hooked a fish and in half a minute had 
him at her feet. Thereupon Slanning made great play with his 
landing-net, though the size of the trout rendered this quite 
unnecessary. The woman was in a good temper now, and he 
felt it. A sudden inspiration seized him to strike while the iron 
was hot and put the familiar question once again. Something 
in the vernal weather and in her apparent cheerfulness made him 
feel almost sanguine. She refused to fish again and bade him 
return the trout to the river. 

“ I hate killing these undersized things,” she said. “ It’s not 
sportsmanlike. They ought to make it a crime.” 
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“ The Oke is poached a lot,” he declared. Then they crossed 
the river and ascended a little way on the other side. From this 
vantage ground the cottage of Pierce appeared gleaming white 
and nestling in its proper dimple of two hills, like a pearl in a 
woman’s bosom. 

“I’ll bet that beggar takes good toll of this water,” said 
Orlando. 

• “ He is called Pierce,” she said. “ He works at the railway 
quarry. He married that young woman who was once said to be 
engaged to Mr. Wolferstan.” 

“ By Tove ! Fancy ! What an escape ! E ut lots of rising men 
marry while still in the chrysalis stage, and then, when they turn 
into butterflies and find their wives still remaining grubs, they get 
sick about it and are sorry they married at all.” 

Primrose was slightly astonished at the remark. 

“ Since when did you grow so observant?” she asked. 

“ I heard your mother say that. Though I’d often thought it 
myself before. I am a philosopher in a small way — really. If 
not, I should have cut my throat long ago.” 

“More fools than philosophers do that. What catastrophe 
ever made you think of such a step ? ” 

“ A series. I can give you the dates, if you like. They mean 
a lot to me — not much to you, I’m afraid. The last tragic event 
was at the end of August — one week before the colt-drift.” 

She recollected a proposal. 

“I remember. Don’t shorten your days on that account. 
Here’s my path. I must climb up over South Down and so 
home. You’ll go on fishing.” 

“ No, I shan’t. I’m coming with you. Let me carry these 
trout to the governor.” 

“As you please — and have a cup of tea.” 

“Thanks awfully — this is a red-letter day for me. I want to 
hear all about your dreadful accident from your own lips, you 
know.” 

“ I’ve forgotten all the particulars, I’m glad to say.” 

“ I wager the Portreeve hasn’t.” 

“ I think he has.” 

“Dolt — ruffian — boor! How extraordinary it is the way that 
fellow prospers.” 

“ Why extraordinary? He’s a very clever man.” 
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“I don’t know. He called me ‘poor Slanning’. That was 
meant insolently. I’m awfully touchy, you know — every soldier 
is. I met him a month ago right bang in the middle of the 
Moor. I was riding; he was on foot with his photograph 
machine. A mist came down on us like night, and I was clean 
beat by it ; but he wasn’t — knew every boulder we passed appar- 
ently. I admit he is very civil-spoken, as a rule, for a man in 
that position. He showed me the way and had evidently quite 
forgotten that little business at the drift — when I — made rather a 
fool of myself.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ I say — between friends, Miss Horn — does he ? I can’t 

help asking —yet — of course it’s no business of mine. Yet ” 

“ Look ! ” she said. “ D’you see that speck at the cottage door 
down there? That is the woman Mr. Wolferstan wanted to 
marry ; but she threw him over.” 

“ Hatd to believe. Why ? Did anybody in our class of society 
ever hear ? ” 

“ It was known. An unfortunate misunderstanding.” 

“Well — what does it matter? Or her? Or anything in the 
world but you and me ? Stop for two minutes while I take 
down my rod. I can’t talk and climb both. And I want some 
fresh fern for the fish.” 

They found a flat stone and rested awhile. The dogs yelped, 
squeaked and scurried every way, hunting rabbits in the furze. 
Far below, separated from them by the great hill and the river, 
like a silver ribbon at its feet, a woman still stood and gazed 
before her. 

“ I suppose it’s mad to begin again ; but I can’t help it. It’s 
my life — my God— really — religion — everything. You, I mean. 
If you could only think it was good enough ; but I suppose it 
isn’t. You’re never out of my mind ten minutes together — solemn 
truth. I’m a frightfully steadfast chap. I shall never change — 
never.” 

“ Oh, yes, you will ; and find somebody much more interesting 
than lam!” 

“You know better. Do think of it, Primrose.” 

“Haven’t I?” 

“If it’s the mill, I don’t care a damn about that. I’d sell it — 
anything.” 
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“It’s not the mill. I like the mill very much. A pleasant 
home for anybody. You , ll do well to be a miller and live in 
sound of that great, hard-working wheel, and learn from it. You 
must do something. Why not that ? ” 

“ Yes — with you. I’d be happy enough at Slanning’s — or any- 
where — with you. It’s you or nobody.” 

“ We must go on with our lives,” she answered ; and in her 
*oice was irresolution. 

“ Yes ; but how jolly hard with this doubt and misery turning 
my hair grey.” 

“Grey hair would tone you down and give you a very dis- 
tinguished look. You ought to thank me if I’m doing that.” 

He sighed mightily and regarded his boots and stockings. 

“I’ll never change,” he repeated. 

“ Perhaps I shall.” 

“That’s something.” 

Her eyes were upon the remote cottage. They passed over 
the great declivities of blue stone, whitethorn and blazing furze, 
then rested on the home of Ilet Pierce. 

“ ’Tis human nature to change. At least you can find room in 
your heart for love. That’s in your favour.” 

“ Room ! What sane man that knows you could find room for 
anything else ? ” 

She contrasted this whole-hearted sentiment with the fitful and 
frosty friendship of the Portreeve ; then swiftly she checked 
the thought as being most unfair. Wolferstan was scarcely yet 
through the fire of a great disappointment. Perhaps the very 
name of woman hurt him still. Time — ample time he must 
have. She made a thousand excuses for him and explained 
and condoned his attitude. The bigger the man and the deeper 
his spirit, the longer he might be expected to suffer. Summer 
and ripe autumn must doubtless turn him again to gentler ways 
and gentler thoughts. The idea comforted her, and this augmented 
hope of one man made her kind to the other. She valued 
Slanning’s stout affection as an advertisement, and knew that 
he felt passion for her as genuine as his heart could hold. She 
liked him the better for these periodic avowals. He had been 
faithful for three years. She took the flowers from her dress and 
handed them to him. 

“ For me ! ” he gasped. 
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“ Payment for my luncheon. Don’t kiss them ! That’s silly. 
They mean nothing. They are dead already.” 

“ They’ll never die — never. The only flowers in the world.” 

“The Spring is making you quite poetical. Mother will fall 
in love with you if you talk that nonsense to her. Come ; I’m 
rested.” 

They went forward by zigzag ways, reached the woods that 
crowned the hill, and disappeared from the watcher below. Sh£* 
had seen them stop awhile and then proceed. She did not recog- 
nize them, but pictured lovers. They vanished presently and still 
her dark eyes scanned the hill. South Down was an ever-present 
picture for her. Nature worked thereon in mighty moods with 
air and water, frost, fire and the ever-changing fabric of living 
things. 

Ilet loved this spectacle : in sunlight or rain, before dawn, at 
eventide, or under the moon, she loved it. The Moor still 
attracted her and was her friend ; but this hill became a personal 
thing and part of her life. Now daily she marked the pageant of 
Spring unfold ; yet she leapt forward in spirit to the end of another 
year and wondered whether her baby or the early flakes of Decem- 
ber’s snow would first arrive at the cottage by Oke. 



CHAPTER HI 


THE DINNER HOUR 

T HE viaduct of Meldon was being painted, and men, looking 
no larger than spiders, hung from ropes about it. Mr. Abner 
Barkell took a very active interest in these operations and buzzed 
hither and thither. The painters often wished him away, but 
Abner made up for any little annoyance which he caused in 
working hours by being very serviceable when the time came for 
dinner and rest. Then, from his adjacent cottage, hot water 
might be procured and his stock of utensils was also at the service 
of the little army of operatives during their stay. 

A dozen men were sitting at dinner on a hot June day under 
the shadow of trees near the viaduct, and Mr. Barkell surveyed 
them with an amiable yet regretful expression. 

“I shall miss you, souls; I shall miss you something cruel 
when you’m all gone an’ the bridge be left to my care once 
more.’’ 

“You look after it sharp, gaffer,” said a young painter called 
Tom Ball. “ Else belike ’twill get up on its hind legs an’ run 
away.” 

The fiction of Mr. Barkell’s great responsibility was understood. 
“ Ban’t feared of that, Tommy,” he answered. “ Fd sooner 
look after Meldon Viaduct than you any day. ’Tis straighter an* 
stouter, an* will wear better than ever you will. 'Twould be a poor 
look out for human nature if you had so much thrown ’pon your 
shoulders as thicky bridge have.” 

Johnny Ball, Tommy’s brother and a youth of more staid 
spirit, answered. 

“That’s right. You talk to him, Mr. Barkell. ’Tis more’n I 
can do to larn him sense, for all he’s my brother.” 

“Know too much about you,” said Tommy. “Nobody ever 
thinks nought of a brother’s opinion — specially if they live in 
the same house an’ see each other’s weaknesses.” 
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Richard Barkell approached grumbling from his house. 

“You chaps be getting above a joke,” he began, addressing the 
company in general. “ Here I come for bit and sup, an’ can’t find 
so much as a crust in the larder.” 

“ My fault, Dick,” explained his father. “ Oliver Mason here 
was hustled from his house this morning, owing to Mrs. Mason 
being a thought cranky. An’ he corned away without his dinner 
— just to mark his annoyance.” m 

“Or my breakfast,” said the man Mason. He was a thin, 
unwholesome, sandy person, soaked, as it seemed, with turpen- 
tine. “Yes, I just rose up an’ went from the house hungry — to 
show my great indignation. I’m among friends, I believe — else 
I wouldn’t say it; but man to man, she’s a terror and something’s 
got to be done for my peace, or I shall burst out.” 

“ Set the Salvation Army on her,” suggested Abner. 

But Mr. Mason disapproved the idea. He exhibited the 
humorous spectacle of a man at once hen-pecked and jealous. 

“Not if I can prevent it,” he answered. “That chap Foster — 
* Captain ’ Foster he calls himself — silly poop ! — I can’t stand his 
airs an’ graces an’ foolish clothes. He’s a darned sight too fond 
of getting the women to go an’ hear him bleat his nonsense on 
Sundays. An’ I’ve noticed ’tis only the good-looking ones he’m 
so anxious to gather to the fold. He come smirking to my door 
with a tract only last night ; an’ I went out in a proper rage. But 
I never said a word — knowed him too well for that. I just put 
out my tongue at him scornful, an’ banged the door to in his 
face. That’s the way to treat ’em.” 

“ Nothing daunts you when you’m roused, I see,” said Dicky ; 
“ all the same, perhaps ’tis because you did that, that your missis 
was sharp with you this morning. That’s called cause and effect 
in learned language.” 

As he spoke, Richard helped himself to a snack of food here 
and there from those who were willing to oblige him. 

Mr. Mason shrugged his shoulders. 

“ Come what will, I’ll be master in my own house,” he said. 

“A very proper resolve,” declared old Abner. “’Tis always a 
brave man’s view of the question — when he han’t there. But a 
voice will change it.” 

Talk returned to the bridge, and Mr. Barkell told of its past 
history and magnified his own share in the construction. Year by 
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year his memory played him wilder pranks in this particular, and 
gradually he credited himself with higher responsibility and wider 
achievements in connexion with the viaduct. This fact the 
unfilial Dicky pointed out. 

" Go on ! Go on ! ” he said. “ Why don’t you tell ’em you built 
the bridge single-handed, my old dear — after you’d drawn out the 
plans? I’m sure you’ll think so if you’re spared a few more 
^ears.” 

Old Barkell shook his head. 

“To think ’tis my own flesh an’ blood can tell like that. 
You’ll be sorry, Dicky, that you let your tongue wag in that 
fashion, when I’m took from you, an’ there’s only hirelings to 
mind the bridge.” 

A bell sounded presently and the men prepared to return to 
work. Then came Abel Pierce up the valley and spoke with the 
brothers Tom and John Ball, who were related to him. Old Ned 
Perryman from Sourton was with him, and anon, when the painters 
had departed, Ned sat down to rest and Pierce delayed a moment 
on his way to the quarry and lighted his pipe. 

Old Barkell was still eating. He chewed each mouthful very 
long and slowly. With him, indeed, a meal was a laborious busi- 
ness. Ned had marked the peculiarity long ago and now ventured 
to comment upon it. 

u Lord ! How your father do dawdle over his good things,” he 
said to Dicky. 

Abner heard and answered — 

“ You’re right : I do, Ned. ’Tis a lifelong habit, an’ I’ve 
always done the same whether ’twas eating, drinking, courting, 
sleeping, or any other delight of life. Once, when I was a little 
boy, my mother promised me a lollipop if I was so good as gold 
all day long. An’ I won it; but by a fatal accident I let the 
sweety slip down my throat right away, an’ so missed all the long- 
drawn-out comfort of un. ’Twas a bitter loss to me, an’ my 
mother, being a hard woman, wouldn’t give me another. So I’ve 
took darned good care to chew my pleasures since then, an’ make 
’em go so far as they’ll carry.” 

“ ’Tis half the wisdom of life to know what to bolt an’ what to 
chew,” said Dicky. 

“Yes,” answered his father; “an’ another hint I can give you 
younger men. Think a lot about pleasure afore it comes, an’ then 
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if the cards go against you an’ it don’t come at all, still you’ve 
gotten something out of it, if ’twas only the sauce of expecting.” 

“ Expecting han’t no delight to me,” said Pierce. “ ’Tis a very 
uneasy, unfinished sort o’ state.” 

“ Expecting good, I mean, not ill. Ban’t no pleasure to expect 
death, or dismissal, or any other such ugly mishap ; but given a 
good time coming, ’tis wise to ponder it in hope.” 

Abel nodded. 

“ That’s right enough,” he said. “ I feel that — nobody more 
so ; for ban’t my wife in the family way ? I shall be a father 
come next winter. ’Tis a very gracious state of mind. Yet 
us would be a thought happier if us could take the work off* 
their shoulders. A strong man would make light of such a job, 
no doubt; but ’tis awful to think of women you care about 
suffering it.” 

“ You’m out there,” answered Mr. Perryman. “We talk a lot 
about bearing pain in the pride of our strength ; but we’m not a 
patch on females at it. True they don’t make such a noise about 
it afore it comes ; but when ’tis on ’em, they be worth a score of 
us. They fear it more an’ bear it better. They endure easier 
an’ die easier than us. As for child-bearing, us shouldn’t be in 
it with ’em.” 

“ ’Tis their passionate love of little ones keeps ’em up,” said 
Abner. “ Men folk haven’t got it.” 

“But this man have,” answered his son, pointing at Pierce. 
“ He loves the childer like any mother. ’Tis a twist in his 
nature. Don’t you — eh ? ” 

“I do — I dote on ’em,” admitted Abel. “Can’t put it in 
words ; but there it is. I wish they’d got the power to have 
made me a better fashion of man.” 

This surprising sentiment begot silence. 

Then Abner expressed a hope that Abel might have a daughter. 

“ I trust it may be first a girl an’ then a boy,” he said. “ That 
was the old, gentlemanlike wish, an’ nobody could better it.” 

Pierce nodded and relapsed into his own thoughts before this 
subject. He gazed at them, but saw them not. His pipe went 
out. Then he relighted it, wished the company ‘good day’ and 
went to his work. 

“A very coorious-natured man,” commented old Barkell ; and 
Perryman shook his head. 
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“HeVe got what he wanted without a doubt, but how? He 
played foul and so all’s said.” 

“ There’s a rod in pickle for the man, I do believe ; an’ if we 
could look at the bottom of his heart, we should see it there,” 
answered Abner with fine mingling of metaphor. “ The Lord be 
waiting His own good time to smite. Often I’ve knowed it happen 
so. Pierce’s prosperity be the green bay tree. He’s looking to 
iisrchild ; but for my part, if I had that on my conscience he’s 
got, I should brace myself to a failure, an’ think I was mighty 
well out of it if God spared the woman.” 

“ Your God’s a caution, father.” 

“ A caution He may be, Richard,” answered Mr. Barkell ; “but 
He knows His Almighty business. An’ He overlooks nought. 
See how Dodd Wolferstan be flourishing. The quality smiling 
on him, an’ work coming in, an’ every promise of ending his days 
a gentleman, if he only keeps his head an’ don’t forget himself 
with so much prosperity.” 

“Unlucky in love, lucky in life,” said Dick. 

“ Ban't luck,” corrected Mr. Perryman; “an’ you oughtn’t to 
use the word. He’s a righteous, God-fearing chap, an’ be getting 
no more than his proper reward. The Portreeve’s a lesson to the 
rising generation, and specially to you — with your wild and 
damnable opinions.” 

“ So he is,” admitted the signalman. “ I’ve learnt a lot from 
Wolferstan. As good a man as ever I met with.” 

“Pity you can’t soak in a bit of his goodness then.” 

“I’ll try, Ned. But Portreeve must be careful, you know. 
Success fools a man quicker than most things. Most men can 
stand ill fortune better than good.” 

“’Cause why? We get more practice,” said old Barkell; and 
he laughed at his own joke. 

“ Haven’t Wolferstan showed he can face all weathers ? ” 
asked Perryman. “ Look at him ! Didn’t he come out of 
this jilting, like Daniel out of the den of lions, without a 
scratch ? ” 

“ Who knows that ? We don’t show all the scratches a woman 
can give us. Maybe his heart would tell. An’ mark this, you 
old heroes ; how do you know ’twas bad luck his losing her ? 
Perhaps ’twas the best luck ever he had.” 

“Ban’t no arguing with you,” answered Ned. “Your ideas 
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will land you in very uncomfortable quarters some day. But 
I hope when you'm older you'll be wiser.” 

“ I hope so too ; I'm always hoping it.” 

Mr. Perryman went onward ; Richard climbed to the bridge, 
crossed it and entered the signal-box where he pursued his life's 
labours ; and the ancient Barkell, having taken back his crockery 
to his cottage, returned to the viaduct and began trudging about 
as usual. Now he stood and solemnly gazed at this or that p«sr«,\ 
now he scrambled up to the permanent way; now he shouted 
directions to the workers ; now climbed a few rungs of a ladder ; 
now was nearly run over by a trolley laden with paint-pots. He 
wandered ceaselessly through the long afternoon, then quite 
wearied out, with cheering consciousness of responsible work 
w'i! and truly done, returned to his home. 

Westerly the evening light touched Meldon Viaduct, and it 
shone, like golden lace hung between the shoulders of the gorge. 



CHAPTER IV 


A GOOD DAY’S WORK 

T O the eyes of Primrose Horn there lacked not signs that 
Wolferstan’s regard increased, and that, in his own way, he 
began to find her more and more necessary. For his great 
deliberation she did not blame him, because it seemed very 
natural that he should decide slowly. A year in which to recover 
was nothing ; meantime Dodd had told her that his Sunday 
dinners at Bowden were the first pleasure of his life ; and she 
looked to it that they should continue so to be. In reality 
his friendship was mechanical and of the surface. His energies 
were fully absorbed in operations the reverse of love-making. It 
was not with any expectation of sharing the future with a woman 
that he toiled : indeed, his ambition had no definite goal. It was 
rather an elemental instinct, as the miser's inherent rule of conduct 
is to stint, the spendthrift's to squander. 

Wolferstan enjoyed a part of Sunday at the farm, but his 
native energy called for no day of rest in every seven, and only 
changed its object. He worked very hard on Sunday and 
devoted more than a tithe of his working time to the doing 
of what he believed to be good. A large portion of the seventh 
day he applied to formulae, worshipped thrice in public, read the 
lessons when asked to do so, and taught his class. His own 
secret devotions did not alter. He had made simple rules with 
himself and kept them. Prayer heartened him in his darkest 
hours and brought comfort, light, understanding, when most 
he stood in need of them. His spirit was evangelistic. Some- 
times, indeed, he had debated the calling. But this idea — 
usually awakened by some eloquent sermon — arose but fitfully. 
He had preached to his boys and found himself not eloquent. 
He told himself that he would be more likely to build a church 
than minister in one. 
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It happened that for three successive Sundays the Portreeve’s 
place at Bowden dinner table was laid in vain. Mr. Horn, who 
worshipped at Bridgetstowe, reported that Wolferstan was in 
church; but he had not spoken with him. 

Upon the fourth Sunday the farmer did not leave home, and 
Primrose and her mother went instead. It was an impulse with 
Miss Horn, suddenly taken ; and her appearance at St. Bridget’s 
created a little mild interest, for she seldom came. 

Wolferstan was already there in the capacity of a sidesman. 
Now he sat down beside her and shook hands. Then they spoke 
together in whispers. 

“ So glad to see you. I was coming to-day. May I ? ” 

“Of course.” 

“ I’m ashamed not to have written ; but I’ve been that busy.” 

“Father’ll be glad to see you. He’s got some bothering 
letters from those Midland graziers. How smart you are!” 

Dodd wore a black coat and waistcoat with grey trousers. 
His tie was light blue and he had a red rose in his button- 
hole. 

“ Come up higher, won’t you ? We’ve got a London gentleman 
preaching to-day.” 

“ Are you going to read the lessons ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ I’m sorry. Then we will stop where we are.” 

“ I’m very glad to see you here — you know that.” 

“ D’you remember your promise about the Wolferstan monu- 
ments ? Really I came to see them. Can you show them to me 
after service ? ” 

“ Yes, if you don’t mind stopping to the Sacrament.” 

“ All right, I’ll stop. Mother wants to, 1 believe.” 

“That’s right. You say I’m smart — but you ! You’ll make a 
sensation. Those sweet-peas in your hat are like life.” 

“ Point out your father’s and mother’s monument to me — the 
one you put up. Then I can look at it through the service.” 

He shook his head. 

“ Don’t do that. The second lesson’s my favourite chapter in 
the whole Bible.” 

A congregation began to come in ; the bells chimed musically; 
Wolferstan rose and attended to his duties. She watched him 
and marked his courtesy to women. She felt a dull throb in her 
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breast, for he treated all alike and was civil, smiling, deferential 
to them as to her. 

Orlando Slanning appeared with his mother. He was dressed 
in tweeds, showed no mark of the day in his attire, and conducted 
himself without reverence. She contrasted the sportsman and 
the Vicar's churchwarden, to the great advantage of the latter. 
Slanning tried to make her laugh and failed. 

«»^odd did occupy the lectern after all, for the Vicar — an aged 
man— found himself in very bad voice and sent a message to 
Wolferstan after the first lesson. He read the first chapter of 
the Epistle of James, and Primrose Horn 0 ave him her undivided 
attention. 

“‘But let patience have her perfect work,’” she thought. 
“Very good advice for me.” 

She yawned through the service and received the Sacrament. 
Then, after service had ended and the people were gone, Wolferstan 
showed Primrose and her mother the monuments. 

They listened to him and followed his explanations concerning 
his family and the suspected links between it and the greater folk 
of the same name. 

“ History in these parts is full of such descents," he said. “ By 
rights one labourer in ten among us is entitled to be called a yeo- 
man, I believe.” 

“ And you ? ” 

“ Well, I think, in all modesty, I’m a gentleman, Primrose ; I 
do indeed.” 

“Technically as well as really.” 

“ Yes — like those outside who have ‘ gent ’ on their gravestones. 
A hundred years ago they’d never dare to put ‘gentleman’ or 
‘ esquire ’ on a tomb if it wasn’t so.” 

“ It really interests you ? ” 

“ Certainly it does." 

“ You’ve pieced together no more links ? ” 

“ Haven’t had the time ; but I confess I’m quicker to read my 
name in an old book than on a shop-front.” 

“That’s not worthy of you.” 

“ Maybe not. But my heart goes out to valour. Because I’m 
such a peaceful man myself, I suppose. The Wolferstans have 
done things. There’s a ring to the name.” 

He started. Memory chimed on his last word and echoed 
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backward. He remembered that he had made exactly the same 
remark when, in the full glow and glory of love, he showed to 
Ilet these cenotaphs. Now his mind ran upon that vanished day, 
and he fell into abstraction. His eyes unconsciously turned to 
the pew where they had knelt together. 

Meantime Mrs. Horn spoke. 

“We must go now, or father won’t know what’s become 
of us.” 

Wolferstan did not hear and stood staring at his thoughts. 
Then Primrose touched his arm and he came to himself and 
conducted them from the church. 

Outside Orlando Slanning was waiting for them. He advanced 
from a gloomy study of tombstones, scowled at Wolferstan un- 
seen, then beamed upon them both when they caught sight of 
him. An ostler, from the ‘ Royal Oak,’ walked the Bowden trap 
up and down in the road. 

Slanning saluted Mrs. Horn with great courtesy; then he spoke 
to Dodd and said things for Primrose to hear. 

“Ah, Wolferstan ! the whole countryside envied you your luck 
when you rescued Miss Horn.” 

“ Old history now, Mr. Slanning. But ’twas a blessing indeed. 
And she’s none the worse, thank God.” 

“Save for that white line under her lower lip. You hadn’t 
noticed it ? ” 

“ Can’t say I had.” 

“Ah ! ” 

Orlando uttered his ejaculation with unconcealed triumph. 
What were a man’s eyes worth that had not marked and mourned 
that little livid dent on a lovely chin ? No lover could have 
missed it. His tone conveyed as much to Primrose and she 
knew the thought in Orlando’s mind. It made her cruel and 
she cut short the interview, helped her mother into the trap 
and mounted beside her. Then Wolferstan leapt up behind 
and they were gone. Slanning cursed tne Portreeve and strode 
after his mother; Dodd talked to Mrs. Horn about the sermon 
they had heard. 

It was now the turn of Primrose to grow abstracted, and she 
remained silent for some time. Her thoughts were with the 
accident in the past, and she debated certain questions she had 
often been tempted to put to Wolferstan. Their delicacy did not 



A GOOD DAY’S WORK 15 1 

deter her; but she knew that any reference to the subject, however 
personal, must necessarily turn Dodd’s mind back, not only to the 
actual catastrophe, but also to all that sprang out of it. She could 
not speak before her mother, and so left the matter until they 
should be alone. 

Mr. Horn was pleased to see his old bailiff. 

“Lucky,” he said. “Letters from they shiie men. Left ’em open 
qbp the chance you’d come. Terrible shrewd they be, by the 
looks of it. ’ 

“Won’t overreach us, however,” declared Dodd cheerfully; 
and Mr. Horn smiled and shook his head at the inevitable Sunday 
sirloin. 

While the others made a hearty meal, Mrs. Horn talked to her 
husband. 

“Sorry you wasn’t to church, father,” she said. “A very good 
sermon upon faith. I wish Mr. Slanning would wear black of 
a Sunday. A coat is nothing, and yet — out of respect to his 
neighbours and his position, it should be done.” 

She sighed, like a gentle wind among winter sedges at water’s 
brink. 

“Do eat some more, mother,” cried Primrose. “You don’t take 
enough to keep a sparrow alive.” 

“ I’ve done very well, my dear.” 

“ I wish I could live on as little,” answered her daughter. But 
her superb abundance of flesh shouted against the aspiration. 

“The beautiful pink heather’s all in bud again,” said Mrs. 
Horn; “and as for the furze, ’tis a picture. I never saw it 
better.” 

“ Too much by many an acre,” declared the Portreeve. “ We 
must have some big burning on North Dartmoor come next 
Spring. There’s ten square mile I should like to see properly 
swaled.” 

“An’ yet a fool here an’ there can still be found to hold 
out against burning,” replied the farmer. “ Zanies ! How be 
grass to grow ’pon top of a foot of furze needles, or through 
heather a yard high ? ” 

“ If you had your way, there’d be no beauty left on the earth, 
master,” sighed Mrs. Horn. 

“Beauty! Give me fatness — that’s the properest beauty,” 
he answered. “ Round-barrelled beasts, round-cheeked childern, 
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plump fruit an* potatoes. The earth’s bursting with fatness, like 
the promised land ; an’ we let half of it run to waste.” 

“There ! ” laughed Dodd. “ What a sermon ! None can say 
no more you’re a silent man after that, farmer. If we want 
to hear you talk henceforth, we shall know the text for you. 
’Tis in Isaiah somewhere: ‘And let your soul delight in 
fatness 1 ’ ” 

“ So it do,” confessed Mr. Horn. “ As I got to middle ^5^ 
and the flesh crept over me, I felt my heart grow bigger and my 
mind was enlarged by it. It made me kinder and more generous 
like. I pity the lean beast and the lean man. ’Tis the shadow 
of starvation to see ’em.” 

“ What about mother then ? ” asked Primrose. 

Mr. Horn had finished, and now he rose and placed his great 
hand on the shoulder of his wife. 

“ Your dear shadow of a mother be the moon to my sun in a 
poetic manner of speaking — han’t you, Sophy ? If I could only 
give you a trifle of three stun or so off my weight, I’d gladly 
do it.” 

“ She’s a skeleton at our feast of life,” said Primrose. 

“All the same, us must live in hope of clothing your bones 
some day, mother,” continued Alexander Horn. “ I’m sure your 
darter sets you a good example.” 

Mrs. Horn smiled and Primrose exclaimed with half pretended 
and half real indignation. 

Presently, when Wolferstan had read the farmer’s letter and 
pronounced it politic, he went into the garden with Miss Horn. 
To return to Bridgetstowe in time for his class, it was necessary 
that he should start almost immediately. Therefore she offered 
to walk part of the way with him. He thanked her and 
they set out together. Then she opened the matter in her 
thoughts. 

“I’ve often wondered what happened during those dreadful 
moments when I was senseless and you thought I was dead. At 
the time of my accident I mean. What ever did I do ? Did I 
speak — or anything ? ” 

Nobody knew better than she the course of events. She felt 
his hand against her bosom still. 

“There’s nothing to tell about that,” he answered, “It 
seemed an age till you showed me you weren’t dead. Your 
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chin bled so badly. I was jolly thankful when at last you 
spoke.” 

“ I did speak! Do you know I always had a horrid sort of idea 
I said something — like the memory of a bad dream when we 
wake miserable, but can't remember why. What did I say ? But 
perhaps you've forgotten." 

“A sort of instinct of self-preservation,' replied Wolferstan 
vs^aely. ‘‘You couldn't breathe properly." 

“ Did I say so ? " 

“ Yes ; you said you couldn’t breathe, and that all was dark. 
I remember when you cried out that all w 3 dark, I felt a good 
deal alarmed, because your eyes were wide open when you said it.” 

“I behaved like a fool. You'll never respect me again, I 
should think." 

“ How can you say that ! ” 

She had brought the scene of the accident and his own opera- 
tions very vividly before his mind. He remembered her im- 
potence and her beauty. He recollected how she wept and 
dung to him on recovering consciousness. Her rare weakness 
then impressed him by contrast with her usual strength. 

The Portreeve drew in his breath and made a little sound as 
though about to speak. Then, with a side glance, she surprised 
the sure thought on his face and in his eyes. He said no more, 
because he had passed on mentally to the sequel and his own 
tribulations. Yet she was interested to observe that memory 
kept him not long silent. He quickly recovered himself and 
spoke of other subjects in a mood placid and amiable. 

“Don’t you ever get tired of those noisy boys?” she asked 
him presently, when he mentioned his class of Sunday scholars. 

“Never; they rest me rather. I like them and they like me.” 

“ I loved being in church to-day,” she suddenly announced. 

“ Not better than I liked seeing you there.” 

“ And I liked hearing you read. I can understand that lesson 
pleasing you. You build your life upon it.” 

He showed considerable gratification. He also revealed as- 
tonishment, and she was quick to mark it, though unconsciously 
exhibited. 

“You're surprised that I can be so serious-minded? You 
don't know me a bit really, though I suppose you think you do.” 

“Indeed not. I'm not so vain as to think anything of the 
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kind. I only know what you let me know, Primrose. You are 
much cleverer than I am.” 

“ How absurd ! What am I ? A lonely, rather stupid woman.” 

“I wish there were more like you,” he said. It was not a 
lover’s sentiment, yet she appreciated the compliment. 

“ There are very few I care to please,” she answered. “ Yet I 
want to please you — always.” 

He felt a little sentimental as he looked into her eyes, Mtod 
humbly to his. As they parted he shook her small hand with 
greater warmth than usual, and for a moment held it in his own. 
Then he left her rather abruptly, and she was subtly glad that he 
did not lift his hat. The unusual absence of this formality 
seemed to bring him to a more familiar closeness. 

Hope soared up in her heart, and critically Miss Horn 
analysed the doings of the day, that she might judge the 
reason and measure the extent of this advance. There had 
come a hesitation into his voice, an abstraction of his manner, 
an unsteadiness to his eye. These things did not belong to his 
customary demeanour. She guessed her visit to St. Bridget’s had 
pleased him ; and she planned the future accordingly. 

As for Wolferstan, the outward signs that she had marked 
upon him did not lack for inner causes. He knew that she was 
a beautiful and pleasant woman. He admired her qualities, 
believed that she was the very soul of fearless honesty, and 
knew that she loved him. She would be rich some day and her 
father much affected him. He had but to put out his hand and 
achieve the future mastership of Bowden if he pleased. But 
the very simplicity of the task turned him from it. He had 
wit to see that the temporal aspect of the case, while it was 
largely responsible for his emotions, yet did not really attract 
him. That the thought of Bowden should arise at all indicated 
the shadowy character of his own fancied affection for Primrose. 
He had never remembered that Ilet was penniless ; why should 
he now never forget that this girl was rich ? Yet he told himself 
that he felt a very real and tender friendship for Miss Horn. 

So, by simple force of will, we ram home a falsehood against 
our own real knowledge, and make believe against belief — as 
children do. It is a power that survives infancy ; for all men, 
by constant practice, daily reduce reason to implicit accepta- 
tion of the thing that is not. They diverge in one direction, or 
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N OW Ilet advanced into motherhood without fret or care, 
and no wild-flower passed more patiently, perfectly from 
bloom to bearing, than did she. The advice of Aunt Henny 
and other matrons was for the most part not taken, and her 
husband wasted his money in little delicacies unfamiliar and 
undesired. His wife's highest happiness was to be alone, and 
she read in the book of the Moor through many summer hours 
and found it content her. Reflection at this time was not always 
happy, but tended to hopefulness. Only one shadow clouded 
thought, when her mind fell upon the Portreeve. Him she had 
not met again since the remote day at Bowden Farm when, in 
anger, they parted ; but now chance flung them together. Their 
meeting, however, was attended by a third person. 

It happened that llet Pierce, on a day in late August, had 
leisure to pursue her own path and so sought the Moor, happy 
in the knowledge that she might spend many hours there. 

Slowly and steadily she pressed upward, and a whim took her 
to the very crown of Devon. On the squat, rock mass of High 
Willhayes she stood poised with a fluttering robe — the woman by 
many feet nearest the sky in all the West Country. When her 
eyes had drunk the world outspread, she descended a little way, 
found a nook in the scattered stones, and settled there with some 
work that she had brought in a basket. 

As a rare smile on a stern face, the glory of the ling touched 
Dartmoor and its expanses assumed an expression very gentle 
through the passage of autumn days. Yet, despite the transitory 
cheerfulness of earth and the lovely life of the desert around her, 
an inevitable message of awe lurked beneath, and its spirit was 
reflected in the mind of the woman with child. Ilet never failed 
to And this emotion here. It haunted the granite and was woven 
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in the texture of the waste. Where others in her case prayed to 
the later gods, she reposed within the pagan atmosphere of this 
loneliness and found it hearten and uplift. 

The colour of the heather made darkness of morass and fen 
deeper by contrast, and the brightness thereof was a foil that 
enriched the chocolate-coloured earth, the seeding rushes, the 
glimmering bog, and the lichened stone. A far-flung foam 
o^towers fledged and feathered the great rocks ; it climbed the 
boulders, sparkled from their clefts and cavities, and softened 
their outlines ; it irradiated whole hillsides ; illumined the ridges ; 
shone against the darkness of cloud-shadows and, when itself 
enveloped by them, lent an inner tenderness of light to their 
passing purple. With scattered tufts, like jewels, it adorned the 
marsh edge and black peat cutting, in league on league, now 
massed, now scattered, it gladdened the great wastes, uttered the 
highest colour-song that Dartmoor knows, and made the hour 

a j°y* 

Ilet watched the warmth of westering sunshine slowly mellow 
the quality of the light and waken gentle roseate fires upon the 
darkness of the earth and in the brightness of the flowers that 
spread over it. Then suddenly there appeared before her Dodd 
Wolferstan and Primrose Horn. They had approached unseen 
and unheard; and now they came round a pile of rocks and 
stood within two yards of her. Colour leapt to the face of the 
Portreeve, and Ilet also, glowing hotly, rose to her feet. Only 
one of the party preserved self possession and acted with com- 
mon sense. There was no escape from the meeting and Primrose 
perceived it. Therefore she went forward with a smile, held out 
her hand and bade the other woman friendly greeting. 

“ Why, Mrs. Pierce ! What a lonely place you’ve climbed to ! ” 
said she. “ But, like us, you’re a lover of the Moor. There’s no 
such peace in the valleys.” 

As she spoke, Wolferstan regained presence of mind, and Ilet 
swiftly did the like. 

“ I often come here,” she said. “ ’Tis a great place to think 
quietly.” 

“You’re wise, but you must be careful of yourself. Mr. 
Wolferstan and I have been to Harter Farm about a pony. 
And it’s a failure after all. Do you know anybody with a 
good one ? ” 
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Ilet shook her head. The man preserved silence. He was 
impressed by his companion’s tact. She still did the talking, ran 
on brightly and showed tenderness and consideration for the 
other woman, which Dodd held to be very proper. Now the 
wife turned and spoke to Wolferstan. 

“’Twas a great joy to us to hear tell of your good fortune” 
she said. “My husband and me both felt very glad about 

“Thank you, thank you. People are a deal too kind to 
me.” 

“ You deserve all the luck you get — an’ more.” 

He allowed himself to look at her now. The remembered 
music of her voice affected him ; he glanced sidelong for the 
dimple on her cheek he had kissed so often. It was there, and 
her teeth just made a flash of light between her lips as they were 
wont to do. Her face was bright though thinner. She looked 
pleasantly upon him, but did not smile in answer to the smiles of 
Miss Horn. 

He was glad to go quickly. She shook hands with him when 
he left her, and he found his old resentment absolutely dead. He 
felt very kindly to her, and looked into her eyes, and was stirred 
by the old lovely colour, ripe and rich as a mountain stream in 
flood. 

Primrose remained behind him a moment and he went out 
of earshot and lagged for her. Soon she regained his side, 
and then they proceeded without speech for a considerable 
distance. 

Presently he burst out into praise. 

“ What a wonder you are — how amazing clever ! Don’t think 
I didn’t mark it.” 

“Nonsense! I said nothing that any other woman would not 
have said.” 

“Much more. First there was the way you kept your nerve 
while she and I were that flustered. Then your skill of speech 
and swift gentleness. ’Twas done to give us time. She was 
quick to appreciate it, I’ll swear.” 

“ Don’t talk about it. There are things one ought to mark in- 
wardly and then pass without words. This is one.” 

“ Women are so queer. Who would think now that once she 
and I ?” 



159 


THE MEETING OF THHEE 

<i Leave it. No need to say these things to me.” 

“She’s aged a thought in my eyes.” 

“ She’s had plenty to age her.” 

“ And you could be so gentle and kind.” 

“ Only pity — since you will go on about it,” answered Primrose 
after a pause. She had weighed the word. 

“Pity? There's nought to pity? It’s the right and proper 
thjjv*” 

“How dense even you can be,” she answered impatiently. 
“ Tisn’t for that I pity her. I pity her in the fatherhood of her 
child, not the motherhood.” 

“Abel Pierce?” 

“Think of it, and think of what might have been. A day- 
labourer’s wife — joined to a lump of earth. Even the clods 
under our feet are better than such a man, for they have some 
light and loveliness hid in them : they blossom in their seasons. 
But think of being linked for life to a thing that never blossoms 
— that puts out no shadow of a flower from year’s end to year’s 
end — whose frozen soul knows no spring or summer — only winter 
always.” 

“Ignorance is winter, I suppose. ’Tis like your mother to 
hear you talk so poetical,” he said. 

“ I feel mother in me sometimes when I am strongly 
moved,” she answered. “Now, at least, you’ll understand why 
I pity Ilet Pierce. She has a yokel ; she might have had — 
you.” 

Her apparent immense and simple faith in him began to wear 
down the Portreeve’s indifference. He was a warm-hearted man 
and could not fail to feel touched by declarations so fervid and 
ingenuous. He told himself that her love blinded her ; that 
she failed to realize the frank nature of the things she said. 
He ascribed them to her straightforward spirit and felt such 
a fearless creature was worthy of great admiration. He set 
himself to take a higher and more serious view of her rare 
virtues. The truth of her he had never in his life glimpsed or 
guessed. 

Her skill in the attack was supreme. Now maiden modesty 
and reserve met the requirement of the moment ; now utterances 
almost childish in their simplicity fell upon his ear. When 
marriage was the matter, Primrose often argued humorously 
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against it; yet now, he had noted her conventional sentiment 
with regard to maternity and considered it highly correct. 

Anon they parted, but not before Wolferstan had travelled 
a perceptible stage along the road she had opened for him. His 
admiration of the woman’s qualities was genuine ; yet it had no 
kinship with love. He knew that, since love he also had kncngn. • 
But he shut his eyes to the fact and began to speculate on his 
future — combined with the future of Bowden. And yet 
the old Ilet, of deep, slow voice and single-minded, narrow in- 
tensities, that filled his thoughts when that day was done. Her 
darkness came sharper against the gloom of night than the 
brightness of Primrose ; his old lover, and not the huntress, went 
shadowy with him into the portals of sleep. 

As for Ilet, she sat long after they had left her and with wet 
eyes watched the wonder of the sunset. 

For her the voice of Primrose had meant less than the wind in 
the rushes; but his few words were precious to her. The physical 
sound of his voice woke no memory and the sight of him stung 
to no regret, for she had the faculty of shutting out the past and 
obliterating from the book of her mind its inner history of suffer- 
ings, fevers and tears. She lived steadfastly in the present and 
it required the incentive of her state even to make her look 
forward. But the thing spoken by Dodd tended to comfort her 
and she did not cry with sorrow. It was clear that he had 
returned to happiness and desired her also to be happy. That 
she should have met him with Primrose Horn also satisfied her 
conscience. It was surely significant of her own right action in 
the past. It helped to diminish her remaining concern and 
to affirm her in sure belief that, apart from details, she had acted 
wisely to give him up. 

Ilet told her husband everything that night, and he too 
gathered satisfaction from the incident. Not indeed that he 
asked for any comfort. The past had long ceased to hold a pang 
for him. More completely than his wife he ignored it : and he 
lived, now for the advent of his child and the good of its mother. 
Already he dreamed of feeling small hands in his beard, and 
pictured his own baby’s little eyes blinking into his. 

Miss Horn was wrong enough in her estimate of Pierce, and 
knew it ; but even as a generalization she had uttered a falsehood, 
since there is no human spirit in which winter always reigns. 



THE MEETING OF THREE 161 

The flowers may be feeble or foul, but they are inevitably put 
forth ; the fruit may prove ineffectual or poisonous, but it will 
surely be ripened. Seedtime and harvest are a part of conscious 
existence ; and not the humblest who crawled through colourless 
days and went, already forgotten, down to his grave, but left the 
• ^rorld other than he found it. The impress is beyond reach of 
\$covery, not of proof. 


M 



CHAPTER VI 


THE CHRISTENING PARTY 

N EAR the end of that year Ilet’s child was born, and another 
little Devon maid uttered her first wail by the ancient 
waters of Oke. Henny, critical in such matters, applauded all 
concerned, and her son became intoxicated with successful 
fatherhood. He lived for the child, almost as much as Ilet 
did; and his daughter was never absent from his mind. Great 
happiness reigned by the river, and pleasant arguments rose 
between mother and grandmother as to the name that their 
treasure should bear. But this matter Abel swiftly settled 
for them. 

“ Twill be called after the both of ’e,” he said. 

Henny Ilet 7 ! That won’t never do,” declared the elder 
Mrs. Pierce. “ Tis far too queer. ‘ Give a dog a bad name and 
hang him/ as the saying is.” 

“They’m beautiful names both,” he answered, “an’ ‘Henny 
Ilet’ ’twill be.” 

Thus indeed the child was baptized in fulness of time, and 
after the ceremony a little party met at the baby’s home to 
celebrate the event. 

The Barkells attended, and there came also Abel’s cousins, 
John and Thomas Ball, with Ned Perryman and his grand- 
daughter Jane. 

A generous meal had been provided and, in the midst, was 
a cake. Across its surface, with white sugar, a baker artist had 
written the words, * Henny Ilet— her christening cake l 
This notable gift came from Mr. Abner Barkell and gave 
surprise and pleasure to the parents. Everybody managed some- 
how to squeeze into the parlour of Fishcombe Cottage and all 
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ate heartily. Mrs. Pierce did the waiting and Jane Perryman 
assisted her. Ilet sat in the place of honour with her baby in its 
cradle close at hand. The room lacked air and was very hot and 
stuffy after the fashion of the folk. A heavy odour of red herrings 
impregnated the atmosphere ; the smell of pomatum from Johnny 
* Ball's head was also perceptible ; and m Disture rose from steam- 
i,;g cups of tea. In the intervals between speech, came sound of 
bar* breathing and steady munching As the men finished, they 
loaded and lighted their pipes. Abel rose every few minutes to 
peep at his child, where she slept soundly after the exertions of 
the religious rite. 

The time came for cutting the cake and Mr. Barkell proposed 
that the mother should perform that task. 

“ Christenings ban’t what they were,” he said. “ ’Tis passed off 
as lightly as teething nowadays ; but when me an’ Ned here were 
lads, ’twas remembered that a soul was saved at the church-vamp 
every time, and the matter treated accordingly.” 

“ A lot of things be left out too, that were better to be done,” 
said Perryman. “Tis woman’s work to bear them in mind. 
That’s why they’m forgot, no doubt.” 

“You han’t over civil,” declared Ilet. “Best to tell us, how- 
ever, and brisk our memories. Trust us not to forget aught that’s 
for our little one’s good.” 

“’Tis too late for some precepts,” answered Ned. “For 
instance, ’tis well known that there’s no luck in telling a child’s 
name afore it comes to the font. When parson axes for its name, 
then is the time the nation should know it, and not a day sooner. 
Yet everybody have been told what your li’l maid was to be 
called.” 

Pierce snorted, but there was concern as well as contempt in 
the sound. 

“ Moonshine ! ” he said ; and Dicky, seeing his uneasiness, 
fostered it by pretending to side with Perryman. 

“You say ‘moonshine’, Abel, but moonshine’s only sunshine 
once removed, mind; an’ Ned’s nonsense may be only sense 
turned inside out.” 

“Surely nobody believes all that now?” asked Tommy 
Ball. 

“ Yes, they do,” answered Ned. “ Those that have proved the 
truth of it believe it. Didn’t Saul Heathman’s mother tell his 
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name to my wife two days afore the infant was christened, and 
wasn’t Saul Heathman hung in ’91 for killing his mate on the 
railway ? ” 

“Another thing,” cried Abner, “you mind an’ not cut the 
child’s nails or her hair, Ilet, till she’m up home a year old. If 
her nails call for shortening, you must bite ’em with yoiy:' 
teeth.” J 

“Who don’t know that?” asked Henny. “Teach yourgiaj^’- 
mother ! ” 

But old Barkell had much else to say. 

“ An’ if there’s a kitten in the house, it must be drownded or got 
rids of,” he continued. “ ’Tis awful bad luck to have a chet an’ 
a new-born child brought up together.” 

“ In other points I’m very well satisfied with the day’s work, 
however,” continued Perryman. “ Look how the infant yowled 
an’ roared when the water touched her. You could ’most see the 
sin of Adam going forth neck and crop. That’s all to the good. 
I never heard a tender babe make more row.” 

Abner nodded. 

“ Yes ; an’ there was only her done. I hate to see a string of 
’em crossed wi’ the same water. Each child did ought to have a 
separate drop, an’ ’tis laziness to do otherwise.” 

“Why do it matter?” asked Johnny Ball, who was a serious- 
minded youth. “ I don’t say it don’t matter,” he added hastily, 
“ for I’m a great man for the mysteries. I only ax why.” 

“ That reminds me,” replied Mr. Perryman, without answering 
the young painter’s question. “ I’m sorry for your own sake, John 
Ball, that you’ve took over the duties and gravities of god- 
father. Ban’t a very witty thing for a bachelor to do.” 

“ Why not then ? ” asked the young man rather warmly. 
“Ban’t I equal to it? Don’t I believe it all — an’ more?” 

“There’s nought too hard for you to believe, is there, John?” 
asked the signalman placidly. 

“ Nought,” answered Johnny. “ There’s nobody to Okehamp- 
ton with a greater gift of believing.” 

“ ’Tisn’t that ; I’m only sorry for you. Them as come to be 
godfathers, very often come to nothing else. * First to font, last 
to altar’, is a very ancient saying, an’ ’tis not often out.” 

“Then what about your own grand-daughter, as stands for a 
godmother?” asked Tommy Ball. 
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“I warned her,” answered Perryman; “but she’m like Dicky 
here, brought up on the board school — don't know an' won't 
larn.” 

The increasing smoke reached the baby’s nostrils and Henny 
I let coughed and cried. 

• Her mother caught her up and prepared to take her 
away. 

* ‘*Let's have a look,” said Abner. “Can't say as I’ve properly 
seed the cheel yet.'' 

His wrinkled neck bent over the baby and his aged eyes 
beamed upon it. 

“A proper li’l fairy. But so much depends on the noses of 
’em. You may 'most say a babby’s born without a nose. The 
organ comes forward — for good or ill — in after life.” 

“Don't that tempt you, Dicky?” asked Mrs. Pierce as the 
younger Barkell gazed upon her grandchild. “Don't the sight 
of that bud make you want a wife an' such another? ” 

Richard held his little finger to the heroine of the hour, and 
her triangular mouth closed upon it. Then she perceived her 
mistake and wept. The mother and child disappeared; the 
smoke increased in density. 

“No,” said Dicky. “ No, ma’am ; there’s nothing of the father 
in me. Not but what I believe in babbies with all my heart. 
I’d trust 'em further than their parents 'most always, and I’d back 
'em to run the show, when we go under, a lot better than we 
have. But as to breeding ’em and bringing 'em up to be 
worth their salt, 'tis skilled labour — or should be. You 
wants a particular build of mind to be a parent, and I’ve not 
got it.” 

“'Tis lucky your father didn’t think the same. I suppose 
you’re not sorry you're born yourself?” asked Tommy Ball. 

“ Not at all. To be alive is the first step certainly. But 'tis a 
very hoodwinking business, the getting of childer. Us don't 
have 'em because we love ’em, but because we love their 
mothers. 'Tis all a trick of nature.” 

“Nature ban't going to catch you then?” asked Jane Perryman. 

“No, Jane — she don’t want to. The pinch of salt was left 
out when I was stirring. I know well that human creatures bear 
us bachelor-men a grudge ; yet we’ve our uses.” 

“They'm a regular ordained order of beings, no doubt,” 
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admitted Mrs. Pierce — “ same as spinsters. It takes all sorts to 
make a world.” 

She brought out a bottle of spirits, and Mr. Barkell the 
elder rallied Abel, who had just quietly returned from a visit to 
his wife’s chamber. 

“ What a man ! Can’t keep his eyes off his offspring even for 
a party of neighbours ! ” • 

“Looketh all in a miz-maze of wonder about it still,” ^aid 
Tommy Ball. 

“So he be,” answered Abel’s mother. “My boy — there, ’tis 
life to him.” 

Suddenly John Ball spoke in his solemn voice. 

“’Tis a gieat power to have a hand in the next generation, 
surely. For my part, to say it in a Christian spirit, I’d ’most 
think that getting a babby was as serious as christening of it.” 

“Don’t you tell parson that, or he’ll score it against you, 
John,” said his brother. 

“Of course he would,” declared Abner. “And right he’d be. 
To bring a child in the world is no more than simple nature. 
The cleverness of the contrivance ban’t ours, but Almighty 
God’s. You might so well say ’twas a clever thing to turn a 
handle of cne of they hurdy-gurdies an’ play a tune. Any 
fool can do it. The clever man was him as invented the 
invention.” 

“ Good sense that,” assented old Perryman. “ To get a cheel 
be only to double yourself. A grain of corn’s cleverer still. For 
it gives you fifty for one.” 

“Getting a child isn’t doubling yourself, Ned,” said Dicky 
Barkell. “Tis halving yourself; ’tis lessening yourself by so 
much. A man once a father may be so much the greater in 
his own eyes, but he’s so much the less in nature’s. For why ? 
To breed be to do what nature’s set on your doing. After that 
you’m no more to her than the old apple tree past bearing. 
Having played her game, you can go an’ shoot yourself for all 
she cares.” 

His father’s eyes twinkled. 

“ Now we’m coming to the secret then,” he said. “ Dicky 
here won’t marry for fear as nature should forget him after ! ” 

“Nature be like the Lord in that respect,” said John Ball. 
“ It says ‘ Suffer the little children to come unto me ’.” 
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Well spoken, Johnny,” answered Mrs. Pierce with shining 
eyes. “ Tis very well put, I'm sure ; an’ true as can be. Nature 
will do 'most anything in reason for the little dears, an' get 'em 
out of their troubles again an' again.'’ 

«‘Wi' a good doctor’s help,” said Dicky. “If they only 
have Doctor Hext an' nature 'pon their side — there s hope 
for 'em.” 

“flut ; t ban't so afterwards,” declared Mr. Ferryman, conscious 
of age. “That’s where the Lord’s ahead of nature, no doubt. 
He don’t turn from us when we begin to go downhill — too large- 
minded for that.” 

“Nature's the slave of childer an’ the cruel taskmaster of 
your old blids,” said Dicky. “As for us in the middle 
time, I suppose it rests wi’ ourselves which she shall be. 
Obedience is the thing. She rewards it. Look at my old 
man here with the whip lashing his bones. 'Tis the beer 
he’s drunk — oceans of beer, though of course he'll tell you 
different.” 

“Nothing of the sort,” said Abner. “Beer ban't no more to 
me than a seemly joy. I’ve never abused it. What I feel 
in my bones is only nature getting in the thin end of the 
wedge. 'Tis planted in us all, an' she just waits her own time 
to drive it home an’ split the spirit from the carcass. W T hy, that 
babby in the chamber over — death’s in her. She’ve got to come 
to it, though her little feet will run above our dust for many 
years first, no doubt.” 

“A very mournful thought for a christening, anyway,” said 
Tommy Ball. “ Best leave that an’ drink some more gin, 
Mr. Barkell.” 

“ He ban’t digesting them dough-nuts, else he’d take a hope- 
fuller view,” suggested Jane Perryman. 

“As to that, my dears, often the wisest words come from 
an uneasy stomach,” replied Abner. “ Last vicar afore this one 
actually told his housekeeper that he never preached so well as 
when in the doctor’s hands. The world’s full of mystery, an' 
a lot be brought down to digestion that belongs to principalities 
an’ powers, if we could only see beyond the veil.” 

“There’s always God behind every hedge,” summed up Mr. 
Perryman. 

“ A very proper thought, Ned,” said Henny Pierce : “ an’ now 
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IT1 be asking some of you men to get going, for the smoke’s 
settling on the dresser.” 

Then they began slowly to take their leave; and none de- 
parted without a kind word and a cheerful hope that the infant 
now admitted into the ranks of the faithful, might enjoy length 
of days and gladden the hearts of her parents through many 
years to come. 



CHAPTER VII 


A MESSAGE 

M RS. HORN ventured mildly to protest at this season and 
hint that her brilliant daughter occupied too large a por- 
tion of Dodd Wolferstan’s leisure. But Primrose passed the 
matter lightly off. “ Since it is his leisure I occupy, you need 
not be troubled/’ she said. “Time enough to talk when he 
comes to me instead of his business/’ 

The woman very correctly divined Dodd’s attitude, and knew 
nearly as well as he did himself the process of his mind. She 
had learned him thoroughly, and therefore found patience 
not difficult. She suspected that he had fixed a definite date 
for the solemn business of proposal, and guessed that after the 
church’s fast of Lent was ended and Easter come, he would 
approach her. Herein she erred from over -subtlety. The 
Portreeve had set himself no limits and put no exercise upon 
his control. Had he felt any special, ardent hunger to possess 
Primrose, it is possible that he might have subjected his soul 
to discipline; but utmost calm, if not indifference, marked his 
attitude. 

She came to church pretty often through the winter and read 
a religious book or two that he lent her. But in the matter 
of conduct she was always reasonably honest with him, and he 
knew that she neither felt so deeply nor was actuated by such 
high motives as himself. From that standpoint she often re- 
minded him of his first love ; for Uet had never pretended to 
much devoutness of mind and always preferred a country ramble 
before a church service, when he gave her choice. 

There came a rough afternoon in late March when Wolferstan 
was at Bowden to visit the folds with Mr. Horn. Over wind-blown 
leas he had tramped and inspected great wealth of new-born 
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bleating things, where on slopes at spinney-side and under lew 
hedges they cried in the cold sunlight. Earth had again awakened 
and now moved to the lifting sun and music of birds. And 
where her coverlet was thrown aside, it shone and sparkled with 
many buds and many wings ; with the silver of the sallows 
and the running, laughing fire of the celandines ; with the inter- 
laced and flashing flight of birds and the rosy inflorescence of the 
elm. Spring haunted holt and fold and growing nest; ^read 
flowers for the fee t of the young year ; moved incarnate in the 
shape of each little country maiden, who lifted wondering eyes to 
trace the shrill lark’s spiral on the pale blue sky. 

Alexander Horn and the Portreeve walked together, visited 
a great field and surveyed the hope and promise of the time. In 
a corner of the croft stood a small, wooden house upon wheels. 
It held the shepherd and his appliances. Beneath it in a barrel 
on litter of hay were three lambs that had come at a birth and 
slain the mother. The little things were being brought up by 
hand. The shepherd warmed their milk, then thrust a piece 
of flannel in the mouth of the bottle and gave each in turn the 
improvised teat. They were three days old and gaining strength 
rapidly. 

“ I takes ’em in the hut with me of a night, because warmth be 
as much as food to ’em,” explained the shepherd. He was a 
middle-aged man deeply versed in the lore of flocks, but blank 
of mind respecting other matters. 

“ What a year for twins it is ! ” said Wolferstan. “ But one 
seldom hears of a ewe coming to harm. What went amiss, 
shepherd ? ” 

The labourer stooped and flung a stone at a terrier that was 
scratching at the grave of the dead mother ; then he shook his 
head. 

“Can’t tell you, Portreeve — no more than I can tell you why 
the lambs always twinkle their tails when they suck. Maybe she 
was a thought too fat for her work, though 1 don’t think it. But 
there ’tis : her time had come. ’Tis one life for three.” 

“You must get ’em into clean pasture,” said Mr. Horn, 
regarding the scene doubtfully. “ It’s time they were out of 
this.” 

“ Only waiting for the wind to go from the east. Then us’ll 
up-along to * ten-acre 
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“ Improved Leicesters,” said the farmer as he gazed upon his 
sheep. “ 1 Improved ’ improved Leicesters, if I may say it.” 

“ Don’t seem to have no heads at all,” declared Dodd with 
admiration. “A beautiful beast without a doubt.” 

“A sheep only wants his head for eating with,” explained 
• Alexander Horn. “If us could breed a * /ay everything but his 
limbs and body and mouth, ’twould be a noble feat.” 

‘Ifiave ‘e heard tell about they early-yeaning Darsets?” asked 
the shepherd. “Twould be a peart thing to have lambs for 
market ahead of all the countryside.” 

“Lei ’em stop in Darset for me,” answered his master. “They 
black-faced Lammermuirs even I shan’t keep. Flesh and hair 
alike han’t to be named alongside these here.” 

“ They’m so hardy as ponies, however,” answered the shepherd. 

“An’ that’s all you can say for ’em,” concluded Mr. Horn. 

They inspected the food of the nursing ewes and the pens 
specially erected for their sleeping quarters. Each beast had her 
own little separate stall, large enough to accommodate mother 
and lambs by night. 

Presently they left the folds and visited certain water-meadows 
soon to receive the sheep on their rich grasses. And then they 
returned to the farm, while Wolferstan made a suggestion or 
two as they went. His great deference always pleased his com- 
panion ; but the farmer generally drove Dodd to speak his mind, 
because he knew the Portreeve was practical and kept abreast of 
the times. Wolferstan, indeed, took no little toil off the elder 
man’s shoulders, for Mr. Horn grew unwieldy, and long journeys 
and strange beds were a labour and grief to him. 

Primrose approached them presently, and her father, who had 
of late been unusually impressed with his former bailiff’s value, 
permitted himself some reflections at sight of her. 

“ I wish to God you was my son-in-law, Portreeve. An’ I say 
it out, though I never met any other man I’d care to father.” 

“ ’Tis like your great goodness, Mr. Horn. But you’ve always 
rated me a deal too high.” 

“ It could be done — nought easier — if ” 

Dodd saw the farmer’s eye on his daughter. 

“ I’m not good enough for her,” he said. 

“Stuff! You’re built for her — made for a pair. An’ I wish I 
could see you harnessed.” 
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Wolferstan did not answer, for Primrose was now within ear- 
shot. She joined them and showed pleasure that he was coming 
in to tea at Bowden. Near the farmyard Mr. Horn left them 
together and, moved by some vague thought, the Portreeve sug- 
gested that they should go and see her flower-garden. It rained 
suddenly and sharply in the manner of March, and presently they • 
went into the summer-house for shelter. At the entrance she 
stooped to the border and picked her name-flower. % 

“ Put them in my button-hole,” he said, and she marked the 
constrained note of his voice. 

She cast a swift glance at the face of the farm, lest unseen eyes 
might be upon them, then went into the summer-house. The 
wind rose with the rain-storm and the hour was dark. 

Sitting beside him, she lent across his breast and obeyed him. 
Her hands shook and he saw that they did. She was long about 
her task and he had leisure to note the creamy beauty of her skin 
and the loveliness of her ear opposite his eyes. Her body was 
close to him ; her mouth was just open ; her hair touched his face 
and its faint odour reached his nostrils. He was fired swiftly; 
the passion in him leapt along every nerve. He folded her up in 
his arms, pressed her close, kissed her ear and her neck and her 
cheek. She shut her eyes and let him kiss. Then the flowers 
fell from her hand, her arms went round his neck and fiercely 
she kissed him back. 

“ At last you love me,” she said. 

“ Who on God’s earth could help it ? ” he asked. 

Victory shook the woman in her and turned her to water. She 
shivered, put her head on his breast and began to cry with hard, 
tearless sobs. 

He was going to speak and ask her to be his wife, when a 
maiden came running from the house and the lovers separated. 

“Go — I can’t,” said Primrose; and Wolferstan rose and went 
down the garden path to meet the girl. 

She spoke before he had time to ask her errand. 

“ ’Tis a man corned for you, Mr. Portreeve. A railway-man as 
have runned all the way from Meldon Viaduct. Can’t catch his 
wind yet. Harm have happened and your name’s named, if you 
please.” 

“I’ll come,” said Dodd. “Tell him to wait for a while. I’ll 
be at the house in a few minutes.” 
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He was turning to the summer-house when another figure ap- 
peared from the farm and Dicky Barkell hastily approached. He 
still panted with his unusual haste. 

“ What luck ! ” he said. “ I somehow thought you might be 
here and ran for it on the chance.” 

. •“ You to run ! Has the sky fallen ? ” 

“ No ; but a hundred tons of the shillet* at Meldon quarry have. 
Hopefthey’ll excuse me for pushing in here ; but ’tis life or death 
— a question of minutes.” 

“ No harm to Mr. Barkell ? ” 

“No, no — an accident at the quarry — a man crushed and 
wants you. You’ll be too late even now very like. But his 
peace hangs on seeing you. He prayed to send for you.” 

The Portreeve shouted to the unseen woman in the summer- 
house. 

“A bad accident and Pm wanted this moment, Miss Horn. 
Man may be dying. Til come back later — tell your father, 
please.” 

Primrose did not answer and he left the farm with Barkell. 

“Pm spent,” said Dicky. “I’ve run a mile an’ a half without 
stopping, I should think.” 

“Who is it? Who wants me and where? Let me know that 
an* I’ll push forward.” 

“Twill be a race with death. Abel Pierce is the unlucky one. 
Stuff came down sudden an’ buried him pretty near to his neck. 
They’ve took him home. He was awful pinched in his soft parts, 
poor chap.” 

“But what have I ? ” 

“ He axed for you. When they dug him out, he said he was 
going to die for certain, an’ axed for you thrice. I was going 
home-along an’ heard. Nobody else heeded ; but knowing what 
I know, I guessed the rest. What sent me to Bowden I can’t 
tell you, Portreeve. Just a sort of half hope ycu might be there. 
But I little thought to have had the good luck to find you.” 

“ ‘ Luck’ ! You can say that, Dick? ” 

“ I don’t know any other name for it. But I’ll call back the 
word all the same, for no man knows whether ’twas good luck or 
bad till we see what comes of it.” 


Shillet — shale. 
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“ He’ll be alive an’ I shall see him, Richard. Thank God — 
I know what he’s going to say to me.” 

The other nodded. 

“If he’s to die, he’ll die easier for telling you; if he’s to 
live ” 

“ He’ll live easier : be sure of that. I can forgive him.” 

M Of course. I was thinking of his wife.” 

“ She need never know.” 

“She’ll guess he didn’t want you for fun at a time like this. 
But it won’t clear matters cur talking about it. Go you down 
over the hill and you’ll get to the cottage in ten minutes.” 

“ Right. This be the best day’s work ever you did, Dick.” 

“I hope so, I’m sure.” 

The Portreeve started to run and went forward at a steady trot. 



CHAPTER VIII 


ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS 

T HE wind stormed at Wolferstan as he ran, and rain swept 
the blind face of South Down where he hastily descended 
among its furze brakes and littered stones. Presently he crossed 
Oke and reached the cottage of the Pierces. 

Within the home a moment of peace had followed upon the 
catastrophe. A young medical man had done what he could and 
then departed, promising shortly to return. The full nature 
of the mischief he did not as yet perceive, and he had left wife 
and mother with the shadow of hope. Only Abel himself felt the 
truth and believed that he must die. He had remained insensible 
for some time after sending the urgent message for Wolferstan ; 
but he was now quite conscious. 

He lay breathing hard and in great pain. His wife sat beside 
him with his hand in hers. His mother stirred in the chamber 
and kept talking hopefully. 

“ He’m coming back so soon as ever he can,” she said. “And 
he’m going to call at the surgery an’ bring a comfort or two along 
with him. And, please God, there’ll be no need for you to go in 
the hospital ; as why for should ’e, with a wife an’ mother both to 
look after ’e ? ” 

“ Where’s the baby to ? ” he asked. “ Bring her along to me 
all you can. I mayn’t see her much more.” 

Ilet fetched the child. It was sound asleep and she put it 
beside him. 

“ The only thing as will believe in me after to-day,” he said. 
“You mustn’t talk so,” his wife answered. 

“Wait till the man comes. ’Tis years since that ground gave 
way. ... To tell it while I’ve got power to speak. . . . How 
clear it all comes again, though I thought ’twas forgot. . . . 
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Everything back in my mind to the least. , . . Why han't he 
here?” 

“ He’m on the way without a doubt.” 

“ Never tell she,” he said, looking at his child. He turned his 
neck to get a better view and groaried. “ Done for — done for,” 
he said. 

Henny brought him some drink, but he shook his head. 

“ I can't let it down.” 

Uet noticed a change in his colour and a difference in the 
sound of his breathing. 

“ Be you in pain ? ” she asked. 

“Not much, dear. My right side’s dead already, I reckon. 
How the wind howls in the chimney — like a drunken man.” 

“ Us would put a fire, but it smokes so.” 

The child opened her little eyes, clenched her fists and 
yawned. 

“You believe in me — the only living thing as will after I’m 
gone. Never tell her I was a lying rascal — never tell ” 

He stopped. 

“ Don’t ’e talk that silly nonsense, darling Abel,” implored his 
wife. “ Wait quiet till he comes. Sit down, mother, can’t ’e ? 
Why for do you want to flutter about so ? ” 

Silence fell. Henny came and knelt by the bed. Then the 
wind shouted and the old carpet seemed to breathe laboriously, 
like the man. 

“You must face it. It’s got to be,” he said presently. “ Don’t 
fret too much — neither of you. You’ve got this dear li’l thing — 
mine. Let me see you feed her, llet. ’Tis the sight I love best, 
after you two women’s faces.” 

She obeyed him, and he turned his head slowly to watch the 
small fat hands kneading his wife’s breast and the little mouth 
sucking. 

For a few moments the sight made him forget himself ; then 
agony brought him back. 

“ God ! I hope it han’t going to be a long job,” he murmured. 
“ I feel like half fire, half frost.” 

There was a knock at the cottage door, and Henny went out 
hastily to answer it. A moment later she accosted Dodd Wolfer- 
stan at the ope-way. 

“Look here,” she said with a swift, shaking voice, “list to me, 
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will ’e? My son — he thinks he’m struck for death, but well we 
know he han’t. But he’s wandering, and don’t know what he 
says. He’s burning to tell you some stuff against himself— to 
confess to you, Mr. Portreeve. Don’t you be hard— for my sake— 
for his mother’s sake— don’t be hard on him now.” 

•“ I hope and trust ’tis not so bad as they say.” 

V Bad enough, but he’ll come through it. Doctor said ’twas too 
soon fo call him a dead man.” 

“ Will he see me ? Is he in a case to do it ? ” 

She hesitated and longed to say £ no ’ ; but she dared not. 

“\ou must see him for his peace; I know ’tis right you 
should. Doctor’s coming again with comforts presently. For 
God’s sake be kind to him. Don’t judge him — a fallen man. 
You’m such a famous Christian : don’t let your heart be hard 
against my poor boy.” 

“ No need to say such things. Who am I to judge any but 
myself? ” 

“ Remember he reckons he’s dying. Never bring up what he 
says after, Mr, Portreeve — when he’s well again.” 

“ Don’t fear it. Live or die, he’ll be a happier man for telling 
me. And what he says will be sacred.” 

“ Will you soar up even to forgiving him ? ’Twill be a blessed 
thing if you can.” 

“ Forgive him — yes.” 

Ilet entered, gave her child to the grandmother and beckoned 
Dodd. 

“ Come,” she said. 14 What he’ve got to say must be heard by 
you an’ me only. ’Tis his whim the child shouldn’t be in the 
room.” 

Wolferstan followed her to the parlour where Abel lay, and 
Mrs. Pierce remained in the kitchen. 

At the door Ilet turned. 

“I thank you with all my heart for coming so quick. My 
husband's very bad, Mr. Wolferstan. Half dead a’ready, he fears.” 

“’Tis the shock. I hope an’ pray he’ll be spared.” 

“ I don’t think so. But you’ll say nought to lessen his chance 
of getting through ? ” 

“ Can you ask it ? ” 

u You’ll be gentle — I well know that.” 

“Surely, Ilet.” 

N 
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She opened the door and brought him in. 

“ Here’s Mr. Wolferstan come hot-foot to do your bidding, my 
dear.” 

“ Be hopeful, Pierce,” said Dodd. “ I do trust with all my 
heart you’re going to come through this trial.” 

He put his hand down to Abel’s and pressed it. • ■ 

“ Ess — I shall come through. Death’s no great evil for the naan 
that dies. ’Tis them left behind. . . . Look at her — my ^rife — 
as ought to be your wife. I’ve got God to tackle afore along, an’ 
don’t want to make it worse than ’tis. Can you forgive me — you 
an’ her ? I kept you apart . . . lied, tricked, blinded both of 
you. . . . ’Twas my anointed wickedness to plot an’ plan it. 
Full of guile I was — quickened by love of her. . . . Clever 
as a snake. Love makes a man cunning. ... I foxed you fifty 
times . . . blackened your name . . . jumped at every chance 
to do it. Can’t make myself out worse than I be. But I know 
you’m a blameless man, Portreeve, an’ I always knowed it, though 
I pretended with myself you wasn’t.” 

“Rest a bit, my dear soul, and hear me,” said Wolferstan. 
“ Love be stronger than any mortal thing, seemingly. A man in 
love’s worse than one in liquor, for his wits don’t grow dull. 
’Tis his conscience, not his brains, goes drunken. You done 
what a many have afore an’ will again. I forgive you, Abel Pierce, 
with all my heart — as I hope I’ll be forgiven for my own many 
sins.” 

His wife ministered to the stricken man’s torment as best she 
could. 

“An’ you — you, Uet?” he asked. “’Twas the love I bore to 
you — I couldn’t help it. If the time corned again, I’d do the 
same. Here on the edge of the pit I say it.” 

His wife held his hand. 

“ ’Tis all forgiven — all,” said Wolferstan. 

“ I’ll know that by night. There’s God. . . . Never you tell 
her — swear by your hope of heaven you’ll never tell my darter 
come she grows up.” 

“ I swear I never will.” 

“ That’s all then. Go now. Thank you for forgiving me.” 

Dodd touched his hand and was going to take Ilet’s, but native 
delicacy stopped him and he ignored her. 

“ God support you,” he said to Pierce, “ an’ may He bring you 
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from death back to life again. But if 'tis His will you go home, 
rest easy : what a man can do for those you leave behind, that 
shall be done.” 

Abel listened greedily and nodded. 

Do it. Twill put you high in heaven when your turn comes.” 
• *Then the Portreeve went out and appeared not to notice Uet 
as*he did so. 

“ Tje a Christian,” said Abel earnestly and suddenly. “ Be a 
working Christian after I’m away. An’ bring up the cheel so. 
See what it makes of yon man. Promise. Uet.” 

“ Ess, I will, darling.” 

“An’ say * I forgive you, Abel 

“I forgive you with all my heart an’ soul, dear, dear Abel.” 

“ You know why I done it — for worship of you.” 

“ I know.” 

The doctor returned a few moments later ; and with him came 
an elder practitioner whom he had met on the road. Mr. Hext 
knew the family and had brought Ilet’s daughter into the world. 

The wife went away and left them with her husband. She and 
her mother-in-law sat and waited in the kitchen. Once Abel 
shouted under examination, and Ilet’s blood froze; but the 
mother encouraged her. 

“Shows the life that’s there,” said Henny. “A man as can 
holier so, be far ways off death surely.” 

Interminable minutes passed. A fever of restlessness took 
them. Sometimes one, sometimes the other crept to the parlour 
door, then crept back again. 

At last the physicians appeared and told them their man must 
die and swiftly. The younger prepared to hasten for drugs to 
lessen his pain. That he undertook to return with them himself 
was a sort of comfort to Henny. 

They departed together and the mother went back to her son. 

“ Bear up,” he said. “ I knowed what they'd got to tell me. 
rhey’ll send stuff to help me off easy. Where’s my baby to? 
Put her close — close.” 

Ilet brought the child to him. 

“ Don’t leave her till I be cold,” he said ; “ but let her bide so 
long as her will ” 
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Outside, the doctors went through the stormy skirts of night. 
Both were mounted, and now they had some ado to pick their 
way through the rough valley. The younger was recently qualified 
and revealed an emotional nature. 

“ Their hungry eyes ! ” he said ; “ their dumb, imploring 
silence. It’s hard to give a stone to those that pray for bread. * 
How the proudest sort of men, when lives are in the balance, will 
grovel to the doctor.” % 

“ Don’t talk-ride on as fast as you dare, and get the morphia,” 
answered Mr. Hext. 

Abel’s mother seemed unable to accept what she had heard. She 
sat by her son and stared at him. 

“Bear up,” he said again. “’Tis all right. My thread’s 
spun.” 

“Yes — yes — I be bearing up. Don’t you talk. Keep your 
strength all you know. Doctors is often wrong.” 

He was silent and this made her nervous. An awful doubt 
came upon her that she would never hear his voice again. She 
plotted in her mind to make him speak, just once. His eyes 
were shut. The baby nestled by him awake and happy. Pre- 
sently she slept again. His hand moved, where he was fondling 
her little feet. 

“Try to sleep,” said Henny. 

He did not answer and a frenzied fear grew that he would 
answer no more. 

“Say ‘good night’ afore you sleep, my darling boy,” she 
implored him. 

“Good night, mother. . . . Ilet, good night ... no pain 
now . . . good . . .” 

Within half an hour he passed without a pang. A tremor 
overtook him ; his limbs extended ; his head rolled to one side ; 
and as he died, he smiled. 

“ He’s gone — your son be at peace, dear mother,” said Ilet. 

Sleep and Death lay in the bed together. 

The mother got up and kissed him. 

“ Gone — his soul, like a homing pigeon, back to his father an’ 
his God,” she said. 

In the valley came the sound of the wind and a galloping 
horse. 
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Henny stared and did nothing. Wild dance of huddled 
thoughts played in the corridors of her brain ; links were broken; 
synthesis of ideas became impossible. She could by no means 
reflect coherently, or measure the thing that this black hour had 
brought. Her intellect was strained and jolted out of gear. It 
Uapt backward ; then jumped forward far beyond the present. 

Out of the storm came the young doctor hurriedly. He was 
soaked with rain. 

“ How is your good man — pretty quiet ? ” he asked Ilet. 

She got up from her knees beside the couch. 

“ Yes, thank you, sir,” she said. “ He's gone.” 

One of Henny Pierce’s rare smiles, that seemed to work to the 
surface of her countenance slowly from the depths, now spread 
upon her ancient face. She turned to the dead man. 

“ My dandy-go-risset gown’s wore out these many days, dear 
heart,” she said. 11 ’Twas time I had another.” 



CHAPTER IX 


LIGHT ON A PROBLEM 

I T was not until three days after the funeral that Dodd 
Wolferstan again visited Bowden. Primrose Horn was out, 
and another week elapsed before he saw her. Then she was 
interested to find that he did not pursue the subject of their last 
conversation, or resume that most significant scene where chance 
broke it off. Interested she was, but not astonished : his 
absence had indicated the possibility of delay. Now he seemed 
unable to discuss anything but the recent death. Primrose 
gathered that Abel Pierce had made a confession to the Port- 
reeve before he died ; and she felt deeply concerned to learn the 
purport of it. When Dodd stayed away, her first thought was 
that the labourer had told him all ; when he returned, she could 
but doubt it. The matter presently rose between them; but 
Wolferstan only stated that Pierce had done wrong in the past 
and that he had confessed and repented of it before his end. 
The nature of his errors and the names of those who might have 
suffered therefrom, she did not hear. She angled for particulars, 
and, when she exclaimed at the incident, and declared that a 
man of the stamp of Pierce must have had an accomplice in any 
considerable and successful wrong-doing, he told her explicitly 
that Abel had named none. 

She sent a wreath of flowers to the funeral and occupied her 
mind with the new problems. If, indeed, her name had not 
transpired, why was it that Dodd Wolferstan did not return on 
the very night of the accident as he had promised to do? With 
intuition that sickened her, she came at the reason. 

And while she waited to see him pick up the threads, the 
Portreeve hesitated and suffered. Great fundamental facts faced 
him. He looked ahead, and he looked into his heart. 

182 
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With the company of the mourners and Uet herself he had 
attended the funeral of Abel Pierce ; and he had gone home with 
the widow afterwards. They did not drive from the little grave- 
yard of Sourton, where Pierce was laid beside his father, but, at 
Ilet’s wish, walked back over the Moor, then crossed Oke and so 
approached Fishcombe Cottage. Henny could not attend the 
burial. She became light-headed and irresponsible. An old 
woman from Okehampton looked after her and her grand- 
daughter until the widow returned. 

While they walked together, Ilet spoke to Dodd and asked 
him to forgive her, as he had forgiven her nusband. Such words 
were unnecessary between them, and he begged her to be 
practical. 

“ We can talk of the past another time, if you like to do so,” 
he said. “ Just now let me play a friend’s part, and trust me, and 
talk of the future. If old Mrs. Pierce is going to get tootling, 
she must be put away.” 

“ Never ! ’Tis but a passing cloud, Doctor says. She’ll come 
to herself presently. ’Twas the awful shock. I know well enough 
how she felt and feels yet. I was mad myself the night he died 
— had to hold my hands over my mouth to keep from screaming 
like an animal.” 

“There’s not a soul but feels sorrow for you all.” 

“ ’Tis a very terrible thing. I loved him so dearly. A good 
husband — a wonnerful husband, I should think.” 

“ You haven’t thought about what you’re going to do ? ” 

“Not yet. I can’t leave the little one. Nought else matters 
— except his old mother. One of the last things he said to me, 
when she went down-house to let you in that night, was that I 
must always be a good darter to her. And I shall be.” 

“ Trust you for that. You must have somebody to pour your- 
self out upon. Love’s food to you. Now he’s taken, ’twill be 
the child and his mother.” 

She nodded slowly. 

He admired her calm courage under suffering and knew that 
she had endured great griefs bravely. He wondered whether her 
husband’s confession had served to diminish for her the agony 
of his death ; but he much doubted it. Once, long ago, she had 
told him that nothing she loved could do wrong in her eyes; 
and he had reproved her for such narrow seeing. Now he 
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remembered it. He speculated also as to whether she had 
thought of him and the things that must be moving in his mind 
after he left Abel Pierce. It struck him that this side of the 
event had not yet arisen before Ilet. It would take time before 
she could remember that ; yet, even at this stage in her widow- 
hood, while yet the earth scarcely hid her husband’s coffia, 
Wolferstan vaguely hoped that Ilet would presently picture his 
side, and weigh it, and remember how this confession from the 
past must have sounded in his ear. 

Hourly he found himself more interested in her state. After 
the first shock, he received the changed situation with growing 
excitement. Each morning it rose uppermost in his mind, and 
constantly he found his footsteps leading to the glen where she 
lived. His thoughts haunted Fishcombe Cottage and made 
excuses to carry his body thither. His attitude amazed himself. 
It had not been assumed gradually; it had not developed by 
slow stages as a result of this death and sudden change ; 
but it had burst out, like a banked fire blown upon. He was 
bewildered to find, alive and awake, an emotion that he supposed 
long dead. Ilet appeared to have returned into his existence 
after sojourn in another world. She had come to life again. 
He had thought no more of her while she was Pierced wife ; she 
had left his mind empty to pursue its destined aims ; but, as a 
widow, she became to him Ilet once more. Soon even the fact 
of her widowed state ceased to intrude upon the position. She 
was merely Ilet. Before the autumn she had become a maiden 
again in his heart, and he found himself loving her as he had 
loved her, and longing for her, even as he had longed. 

But storms swept the man's soul before he reached this point, 
and he fought more than one battle with conscience. These 
struggles daily renewed brought dryness of spirit and weariness, 
fear of himself, distrust and distemper of mind. Yet not all the 
light of his steadfast faith was strong enough to show him 
whether, touching these conflicts, he had won or lost. 

His spiritual sense, firmly educated in the Christian ethic, 
smote him at the height of his new and rapturous hope, and 
turned his mind immovably upon the business of that hour when 
Richard Barkell ran, and found him, and brought to him the last 
message of Abel Pierce. 

The memory of Barkell took him to the man ; but he passed 
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through periods of sharp self-contempt before he went. It seemed 
that he was living again through those weeks of torment before 
Ilet finally turned from him. His own irresolution frightened 
him, and the failure of religion clearly to light the way rendered 
him uneasy. To find himself — a man so swift and resolute in his 
dealings — thus reduced to impotence befor 2 this problem, quite 
bewildered his spirit. The matter was one for conscience alone. 
He stood between two women ; and one he knew loved him well, 
while the other with his whole heart and soul he loved. But was 
it possible to withdraw honourably from Primrose ? He remem- 
bered very vividly his conduct. He knew that all things had 
thrust him to her ; he blushed under the darkness of night to think 
that his blood had grown hot at the smell of her hair. He was 
debased in his own eyes and ashamed of the healthy but animal 
passion she had wakened. Could he marry her now that the fire 
she had lighted was cold and beyond power of further flame? 
He abased himself in secret and turned about for guidance. 

Sometimes Alexander Horn, sometimes his clergyman, some- 
times Dicky Barkell had offered him counsel; but matters of 
conscience hitherto he had decided for himself. Much he dis- 
trusted the signalman's sources of inspiration ; yet to Barkell and 
not a minister of the Christian Gospel, he went at this pass. 

He sought his friend on a grey evening in late summer, and 
together they walked upon the high ground above Okehampton. 
To the somewhat sexless Barkell he confessed his own fire of the 
flesh and found it easy. He explained how, by gradual stages 
extending over many months, he had drawn closer to Primrose 
Horn and felt that destiny designed to unite them. Then, even 
in the hour that would have seen his declaration and her accept- 
ance of it, came the message from the dying. Those tender 
passages of love-making were broken off ; and now it was impos- 
sible for Wolferstan to renew them without acting a lie. His 
passion was dead beyond possibility of waking; his real love, 
smothered by circumstance, but never, as he believed, extinguished, 
burnt again with fires both fierce and clear. There was only 
one woman in the world for him, and no world without her. It 
might indeed be that Ilet was not for him, and that her child and 
her dead husband’s memory and mother must suffice to fill her 
life ; but whether she would in time accept again his love and 
worship or refuse them, the fact could not alter their existence. 
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" Fd rather live with the shadowy hope of having that woman, 
than with the eternal possession of the other — that’s how ’tis with 
me, Richard,” he summed up. 

“ When you do ask a question, it’s a poser as a rule,” answered 
Dicky ; “ but this one don’t look so difficult to me as it may to 
you, perhaps. It’s a question of how far you went with t’othej;. 4 
I’ll tell you why for you came here, Dodd, and didn’t go to parson. 
Because he’d say ’twas for your conscience to answer, and you 
think I wouldn’t. And I’ll tell you another thing: your con- 
science is clear, for all you think and pretend it’s not.” 

The other started at this direct attack. 

“ You talk of conscience very glibly,” he said. 

“ Why not? I never told you I didn’t trust it. I only explained 
the cause of it differently to you. ’Tis a live thing, anyhow, and it’s 
told you that you’ve gone too far with t’other to draw back and 
still be at peace with yourself. If it had told you different, you’d 
have believed it first time and been very well content.” 

“You’re wrong there — utterly. ’Tis just because I can’t con- 
vince myself how far I did go that I come to you.” 

“ If you don’t know, I’ll wager she does. Have you ever axed 
yourself what that woman’s been thinking all these months ? ” 
“No.” 

“Well, try to.” 

“ She must see the case is altered now. To marry where you 
don’t love is a hard nut, Richard. My conscience certainly 
does not support that.” 

“ Didn’t you tell her you did love her ? Didn’t you kiss her ? 
Surely that means everything? How does she know you’re 
hankering after Mrs. Pierce? How should she?” 

“ My silence must have shown what a complete change Uet’s 
freedom had made in my mind. She can’t have been so very 
much astonished surely — remembering the past ? ” 

“ You’re in a tight place — even I see that, knowing so little of 
’em as I know or want to know. Throw over that woman now 
and you’ve got an enemy hungry as the grave for evermore. Not 
the love of fifty widows will shield you from the hate of one like 
her. She’s said to be a very determined sort, and she’s waited a 
long time for the right husband. She’s got the pluck of ten men. 
She wants you ; she worked terrible hard to get you from your 
own account ; and she wasn’t ashamed to let others see her game. 
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She’d actually brought it off, mind. If I’d walked instead of run 
from Meldon, when Pierce was smashed up, you’d be engaged to 
be married to her this very day, wouldn’t you ? ” 

“I admit that; but suppose ’twas Providence senKjou? 
Haven’t I a right to believe so?” 

“ Not if you call yourself a thinking man. Does Providence 
change its mind like a woman? Does Providence plan to put you 
in a girl’s arms and then pull you out of ’em again by a contri- 
vance? If there is a Providence, ’ris not a spiteful fool. Anyway, 
a time will come when you’ll say ’twas the Devil sent me to you, 
not Providence, if you throw her over. Inat’s all I’ve got to say 
about it. I warn you for your life’s peace. I say * marry Miss 
Horn.’ She’s a pretty good sort by all accounts, and as pleasant 
as any of ’em, when she gets her own way. She’ll be rich, 
I suppose. You’ll climb high with her to help. You'd never be 
happy, remember, unless you were going up and up. Anyway, as 
to rightness or wrongness, you’ll not be doing wrong to take her.” 

“ I should, for I don’t love her.” 

“ Too late for a little point like that. You loved the female in 
her, and would again. That’ll do for a start.” 

“ I’m not much impressed with your opinion, Dick. I wonder 
what your father would say now ? ” 

The signalman laughed amiably. 

“Come and ask him, if you like. Why not go round and ask every- 
body till you find one as jumps with your mind ? ’Tis strange to 
me that one so strong in life should be so weak in love— yet I dare 
say it often haps. You put it to father, as if ’twas somebody 
you’d heard about, and see what he’ll say from his Christian point 
of view. And I’ll bet you a pint that me and him are of a mind 
for once.” 

“ Is love for another woman to count for nothing ? ” 

“ Not now. That’s ruled out by the run of the game, since 
you can’t have both.” 

A silver sunset, scarcely touched with warmth but spun of cold 
greys, spread upon the clear and colourless west. Beneath it earth 
faded into leaden darkness and detail vanished from the outspread 
land. Horizons had already vanished ; the great hill that swells 
east from Okehampton, over whose bosom the fields are spread 
with divisions between, like the network on a giant tortoise-shell, 
now lost its reticulation of hedgerows. The rounded valley, 
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the forests beyond, and the township in the midst, were all merged 
and overwhelmed with gloom. . Presently the lights of the town 
glimmered out of the darkness and twinkled deep-set in the 
shadows of night, like a constellation of earth-born stars. 

The men returned to Barkell's home, and Dicky, who was 
about to go on duty, ate his supper and put the case of WolfersUsu 
to Abner. The old man listened to the details, puffed at his 
pipe and nodded. • 

“ A kicklish thing for the chap, whoever he be,” he confessed. 

“ And won’t he make a rare enemy of the second if he holds 
off now ? ” 

“That’s nought. ’Tis the danger of much worse than that 
overtaking him. ’Tis right or wrong. He’m as like to have an 
enemy in the woman soon as late, if he takes her or if he don’t. 
Because, if he don’t love her, she’ll find it out, an’ so she’s an 
enemy of his own household afore they’m married a year anyway. 
But there’s the right and wrong, as I tell you. He’s so good as 
axed her to have him already. And if he don’t do it, the man 
wrongs his conscience ; an’ to wrong your conscience be to wrong 
God A’mighty, as gave you your conscience ; an’ to wrong God 
A’mighty be to play with hell fire.” 

“Now you know where that chap stands, Dodd,” said the 
signalman. He winked behind his father’s back. 

“Gospel truth,” continued Abner. “ If you must have enemies, 
let ’em be men — or even women — rather than the Heavenly 
Father. Death’s self be easier than Him ; for Death can’t do 
more than kill. Death forgives and forgets the dead. But Him 
— the Everlasting Jehovah — He made hell, an’ that’s always the 
last ugly word for His enemies, if I read my Book right.” 

“ There ’tis then — in a nutshell — Portreeve,” said Abner’s son. 
“ What could be clearer ? A choice between hell in this world 
for the man, and hell in the next. Let the silly soul choose hell 
here, for ’twill only last his lifetime — or hers, if he be lucky; 
whereas if he throws her over now, he’s heating the Eternal 
God’s anger against him ; and that’s only another name for the 
eternal fire.” 

Between the mocking and the serious voices Wolferstan sat and 
listened. 

Then, when Dicky rose to cross the bridge and go to his work, 
Dodd accompanied him. 
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The subject dropped between them and the Portreeve pre- 
sently left his friend. Never had he found Richard Barkell less 
sympathetic and more arid. He tramped home through a black 
night slowly. But the darkness of earth and sky were light 
against the gloom of his spirit. 



CHAPTER X 


BLACK TOR COPSE 

W HILE Wolferstan thus fought the battle of his life and as 
yet but dimly guessed the significance of decision, two 
women were concerned about him. Months passed and the 
position developed. 

Ilet Pierce, ignorant of the truth with respect to Dodd and 
Alexander Horn's daughter, supposed that matter was ended and 
Wolferstan free. Her husband’s confession had explained a part 
only of the facts, but it served to dispel her suspicions as to an 
attachment between Primrose Horn and her own old lover. 
There awoke in her, therefore, some gentleness of mind towards 
Wolferstan. It tinctured her grief and lightened her mourning. 
She perceived that she had greatly wronged him. Farther than 
that her thoughts would not have taken her, but for the Port- 
reeve’s own altered attitude. It became obvious that she still 
attracted him. His actions were like the beginning of love’s 
actions, and he seemed to have started afresh on the old road. 
When he met, he did the little things that he was wont to do 
before they were betrothed. She understood that he began to 
come closer, but she did not observe that his approach was 
spasmodic and not regular — a thing of fits and starts. Some- 
times for many days he did not see her ; sometimes he visited 
Fishcombe Cottage thrice in a week. 

But it was long before Ilet thought of him in connexion with 
the future. That matter now called for much consideration. 
The world is too sorrowful to have great sympathy with sorrow, 
and grief is a luxury for which the poor cannot spare working 
hours. The bread-winner gone, Mrs. Pierce and her daughter- 
in-law were immediately reduced to poverty ; therefore soon they 
set forth into daily life again, as the timid bather enters the sea. 

* 9 ° 
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Before anything could be done, however, the Portreeve had 
become a factor in decision. The spirit of her dead husband 
might haunt night with mournful and reproachful eyes ; but he 
came to her while she was plunged in certain moods alone; at 
other times Iiet suspected that the sacred care of her little child 
Abel Pierce’s mother might be better assured by marriage 
than widowhood. Henny, now sane and resigned, held other- 
wise Ihd cried out against the idea. Jlet had not spoken her 
thoughts, but the mother of Abel divined them after a protracted 
evening visit from Wolferstan. She burst into a hail of re- 
proaches, against which there could be no argument. Ilet 
suffered the elder to rave herself weary ; then she retired to bed 
with her child. 

Thus affairs stood with the widow six months after the death of 
Pierce ; but for Miss Horn the case was widely different. She 
started from familiarity with the truth. The truth her rival had 
never known. Pier wonderful gift of patience was strained to its 
utmost bounds of endurance now. She recognized the altered 
relations between them and invented excuses for him. They 
were more the excuses a man might have made than a woman. 
She probed his thoughts deeply and arrived exceedingly near the 
truth of them. The battle that he fought was not hidden from 
her ; his alternations of mind she perceived ; a great fundamental 
flaw in his character, unguessed till then, revealed itself to her 
understanding. She found that he could be weak as any other 
man, and weaker than many. The hopeless but single-hearted 
attachment of the fool, Orlando Slanning, shone as a steadfast 
star beside Wolferstan’s vacillations. She misread him here and 
assumed that he was in love with her as well as with Ilet. It 
cooled her own ardour no little that such a thing could be ; that 
he still hankered after another man’s widow while her virgin 
freshness and beauty were waiting for him ; but it did not cool her 
desire to be his wife. She exhausted all her okill when in his 
company to bring Dodd to the definite word ; but she failed. 
He was less at Bowden than of yore ; yet he broke off his regular 
visits so gradually that only Primrose noted the change. Mr. 
Horn wondered why the man did not propose and have done 
with it ; while his wife, to whom he confided his surprise, evaded 
the point. For her part she desired a better match and preferred 
Slanning to the Portreeve. 
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The huntress allowed her thoughts to play forward sometimes, 
even as Ilet had done ; but that way darkness confronted her and 
anger made her pulses race in secret. The idea that he might 
yet throw her over seemed actual madness ; it was only this delay 
that raised even the ghost of such a possibility in her mind. She 
knew that he was most surely going to ask her to marry him whfc!^ 
the interruption came ; and she knew that he was an honourable 
and upright soul. For such a man to touch her lips with hfs own 
and put his arm round her, amounted at the least to the offer of 
marriage. So she waited for him to come to his senses and finish 
the thing begun. Her mother only knew the existing strain; 
and she guessed it, for Primrose uttered no word concerning the 
matter and revealed by no look, nor sigh, nor other action, the 
thing within. 

She pursued her life steadily, met Wolferstan cheerfully, was 
familiar, friendly, eager to hear of his sustained good fortune. 
She spoke of the subjects he opened ; never followed any topic 
that brought hesitation of manner to him ; never alluded to Ilet 
Pierce ; always took cordial leave of him when he departed. She 
continued her habit of going to church and showed an indifferent 
demeanour to the world. 

Orlando Slanning often met her, and she allowed him to go for 
walks and rides beside her. They also chanced together some- 
times at cub-hunting, for the fall of the year was now returned. 
He never wavered and still hoped on, fired by love and the secret 
knowledge that Mrs. Horn was upon his side. Her support 
might be as shadowy as herself, but it was something. In the 
matter of Wolferstan, too, his eyes were opened by Primrose’s 
mother. In confidence she revealed the situation as she suspected 
it ; and Slanning, seeing Dodd Wolferstan and Ilet Pierce to- 
gether at Okehampton, made much of the incident as he told it 
to Miss Horn. He even dared to draw conclusions from it ; but 
she laughed and told him to mind his own business and not 
be foolish. 

“ The Portreeve is a sensible man, whatever else he may be,” 
she said. “To saddle himself with a labourer’s widow and child 
— such an ambitious, determined creature ! A most unlikely 
thing, I should think.” 
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Even while they thus discussed him, Dodd Wolferstan stood a 
few miles distant on the Moor, and tramped steadily from the 
central waste homeward. That day he had finished his photo- 
graphic commission with the regret proper to completion of a 
pleasant task. He had just taken certain pictures of the shaggy, 
4iseert scenes round Cranmere Pool. Heavy rain had partially 
filled the ancient cradle of rivers and lent a little of its old-time 
beautj^to that austere desolation. Under conditions of sunshine 
and blue sky, Dodd worked successfully ; then, a little after noon, 
he ate his bread and cheese, smoked his pipe and rested for 
a while before setting off on his return journey. At grey dawn 
he had started, and watched the nightly mists steal away at the 
advent of the sun. 

Now there came to him a period of clean thinking, and, like 
many before him in that uplifted loneliness, his mind turned upon 
itself and wrought a grander pattern than usual into the texture of 
resolve. Stark and stern in the colours of the dying year, Dart- 
moor spread around about ; and stark and stern life faced him. 
Clarity reigned in his spirit for a season ; free for once from the 
shifting rainbows, storms, mirages of desire and love, he saw the 
kingdoms of his own heart and their allegiances. 

That spectacle plunged him into battle, and as the storm of it 
blew off, clear duty shone out like the sun. To desert Primrose 
now must be to cloud his life with dishonour ; and to take her 
was to cloud his life with loss. Content could never dwell under 
his roof more. Ilet’s self could not make him happy now. 

His nature suffered deeply and the conflict tore him. He fell 
to prayer, that he might the better support a determination grow- 
ing in him. He assured himself that his mind was now most 
resolutely affirmed, and he urged himself to do quickly the thing 
that he had decided upon. There were heat and turmoil and 
even a frenzy of rebellion in his mind at his own conclusion. 
It did not come as a residuum from the crucible; it did not 
remain after the purifying fires were out and the strife cold. It 
rather reached him fiercely in the very heat and storm of battle. 
It pierced him like a wound, was blown to him like a flame, 
enveloped him, scorched him, struck him down weak and gasping. 
The resolve was come at before its foundations were established. 
His own fearful haste to accomplish it, showed that he mistrusted 
the strength of the conclusions upon which it was built. 
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His spirit raged against right for a long time. Then he started 
to his feet, slung his tools over his back and moved westward with 
strides swift and uneven. 

“ To-day — to-night — before God Til see her and be her promised 
husband. I owe it to her and my own honour. I kissed her — 
I loved her — I thought I loved her, anyway. A man has no right; 
to dwell in doubt of such a holy thing as love. I’m rightly 
punished, and though my punishment may last till my grave, Til 
bear it as I have borne all.’* 

Self-pity swamped his mind, and his steps slowed down as he 
contemplated his misfortune. The consciousness of honour saved 
did not support him. His soul was full of bitterness. He began 
to feel that he was most unfairly punished. Cruelty lurked in such 
an awful reward of his error. This was a wanton stroke of Heaven : 
to ruin a promising man at the outset of his career. He had 
done the work of ten and lived laborious days ; he had conquered 
the lusts of the flesh and won the credit and esteem of all honest 
folk — for this. He was to be crushed for ever for one moment of 
weakness. He would not have punished a disobedient dog so 
terribly himself. 

The man broke his thoughts, as we snap a string, and blew 
them from him with a great expiration. He was now on the flank 
of High Willhayes, far under Fordsland Ledge ; and next he sank 
into the defile between that hill and the precipices west of Oke. 
He intended to follow the river by Black Tor Copse onward until 
it flowed beneath South Down. Then he would climb to Bowden 
and ask Primrose Horn to be his wife. 

He thought of Bark ell, and his sore heart for a moment envied 
the other’s philosophy. But Barkell had urged the course his own 
conscience now counselled. Dodd went on his way sick with 
religion ; and yet he felt deeply angered with himself at an emotion 
so evil. Only the Source of Evil could have sent it. His mind 
held firm. He looked at his watch and told himself that within 
two hours, before sunset touched the world, he would have 
promised to wed a woman he did not love. 

Then he stood among the oaks of Black Tor Copse ; and 
moving there, with her child in her arms, the woman he did love 
came to him very innocently, and stood between him and his 
purpose. It remained for the foundations of that purpose to 
reveal their strength. 
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He looked ahead and saw her among the grey tiee-trunks — 
a tall, dark figure, that moved slowly and held an infant wrapped 
in a little mouse-coloured shawl. 

Black Tor Copse spreads straggling under the granite masses 
above. It is a stony grove set in a wilderness, flanked by the 
of a mountain on one side, fringed by the silver of Oke 
upon the other. The song of this river met the lisp of the leaves 
in ceaseiess strophe and antistropLe through summer months. 
Now the wind woke the foliage and diminished the voice of the 
water ; now the tinkle and whisper of "littering falls dominated 
any listening ear with theii music. Sometimes the trees slept 
and not a leaf stirred ; sometimes their arboreal slumbers would 
suddenly be broken by a mighty clatter, when blue-winged wood- 
doves clashed away from hiding-places under the low boughs. 
Or at twilight a fox might bark and break the primal peace of 
this most ancient wood. These and countless lesser things 
knew the place for home ; but conscious creatures rarely 
haunted it. 

Ilet, however, came here not seldom while yet her future 
remained unsettled. To her sad spirit the fastness spoke with 
a force beyond the power of words and a peace beyond prayer. 
Nature’s impassive heart held communion with her troubled one 
and comforted it. She had seen the wood bud and shine and 
darken through spring to summer; she had marked it flame again 
to the touch of October, had watched the leaf return to the root 
and the lichen clad branches bared for another winter. 

Wolferstan stood beside her without words, and it seemed that 
some sense of the meaning of this meeting struck her mind also, 
for she, too, was silent. He put down his things, and they sat 
together on a stone, where often she had sat before. A cradle 
of granite hollowed, full of moss and leaves, was at her side, and 
she laid the baby in it. 

“ More pictures ? ” she asked presently. 

“The last. I’ve done my work to-day. They should make 
a pretty book if well printed. I’ve been to Cranmere. Was up 
and away before five o’clock.” 

“ You must be very tired.” 

“ Of my own company — yes. Of Dartmoor, never.” 

“ It comes to me quite sad-like that I’ve got to leave it.” 

“ 4 Leave it ’ ? What d’you mean ? ” 
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“There's no money, you know. I'm going into service, as 
soon as the child is weaned." 

“Service ! But I promised Abel Pierce." 

“His mother— yes — not me. I'm young and strong. My 
little one here is going to stop with mother, and I'm hoping to 
go out in Okehampton, so as to be within reach of them. 
for you, you've done enough as it is." 

“ You can’t ! I won’t have it, Ilet ! ” • 

“ 'Twill be a very good and proper thing for me." 

“ I won’t have it, I tell you." 

She said nothing. 

“ How long is it since poor Pierce went ? ” he asked. 

“More than six months now. I see you’ve had his father's 
stone set up again and his name cut on it too. And the text. 
'Twas balm to his mother when she read it. She blessed you 
for it." 

“ I'm glad she’s forgiven me. I know I’ve angered her, coming 
so often to see you of late. But a force stronger than fear of her 
dislike drew me. I’m a miserable man, Ilet, though all the world 
thinks me such a smiling, prosperous one." 

“ I’m very sorry to hear you say that, Dodd." 

“ The things that don’t show — the fool’s tricks we do and only 
we know them — us and God." 

“ You shouldn’t let your sense of right torture you too much. 
Ban’t healthy-minded. Parson said last Sunday that consciences 
can be too active as well as too lazy. But he made haste to add 
that 'twasn’t a common trouble wi' Okehampton folk." 

The Portreeve showed interest. 

“ Tis a great point that— especially coming from such a scholar 
and soul-searcher as him. Barkell holds that conscience — the 
still small voice — not so small neither, for it shouts like thunder 
often — he holds 'tis no more than another name for what we’ve 
been taught, or what we’ve gathered together of learning.” 

“ What then ? ” she asked. 

“Why, then it follows that it may tell us wrong. We’ve all 
learned more in youth than we’ll stick to in manhood. Once 
show that 'tis education working, and not Almighty God, and 
things be easy that looked difficult— yes, and other things grow 
hard that looked easy. It cuts both wavs." 

She shook her head. 
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« You’m too learned for me. I can’t even follow such words 
or understand ’em. What was it made my Abel speak at the end 
—just afore he went? The fear of God surely.” 

“ The fear— yes. Fear of what his Maker and his Judge would 
do if he took his long lie to the pit. God forbid that I should 
judge him. Yet ” 

He broke off and stared back at his resolves of an hour before. 
Alieady their stern outlines were dimmed. He rebelled in his 
heart, turned round upon himself, clutched at any metaphysical 
straw that could help to save him fron lifelong union with the 
unloved. 

Unconsciously Ilet did the rest. She spoke tenderly and 
hopefully. She revived him. Her eyes triumphed over him. 
The steadfast strength and simplicity of her sentiments ; her in- 
terest in things of religion ; her patience before the grey future 
— all impressed themselves with passionate force upon his spirit. 

“My husband made me promise to go to church,” she said. 
“And I do ; and slowly — too slowly belike — the going grows to 
a good thirg. ’Tis very restful. I look forward to it. Prayers 
han’t to me half I’ve heard you say they are to you; but in 
time ” 

“ Pray with me, Ilet 1” he burst out, and his voice was wrung 
with more than she guessed at. “ Pray with me — add your dear, 
lovely life to mine, and our days shall be a prayer and a striving 
to do good and make the world better. Ilet — Ilet, marry me ! 
T can’t go any further without you. If ’tis wrong, ’tis wrong — 
yet why ? Yet if it is — there’s no wickedness beyond atonement.” 

“ * Wicked ’ ! ’Tis not that, but great and generous above the 
ways of common men. I ban’t worth your thought, let alone 
your love. ’Tis not to say one word against that dear, loving 
heart that be cold in the grave — not a word. But ” 

“ Marry me. He wouldn’t say * no ’ to that. The spirits, with 
their higher, truer knowledge, are never hard-hearted when they 
look down at us, Ilet. They don’t grudge us the poor little childish 
hopes and plans for happiness that make up the fleeting good of 
life here. Marry me ; be part of me ; let us go hand in hand 
always through the few years. I implore it — I implore it, Ilet.” 

“You ax for a poor, broken thing. An’ this little bud — what 
be she to you ? ” 

“ Dear to me — always dear to me, since she’s yours. God 
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judge me if I don’t love her like my own, Ilet. And you — say 
it — say it quickly. Say you will — some day — in the future after 
the full year has passed. The full year, or more, as you feel 
about it. Say it, or I won’t answer for myself. You owe it to 
me. You’re a just woman. Say it, Ilet.” 

“This comes something too soon, dear Dodd. If you wiff; 
you must. I’ll take you come presently — and I thank God for it, 
and your grief or good I’ll share. Such a feeble thing as my life 
be — I’ll spend it for your happiness — every working, thinking hour 
of it. ’Tis no treason to him, for you’ve a right above all rights. 
I wish I was better worth such an unchanging heart as yours.” 

“ God bless this day, and blot my doubts, and show me I have 
done right in His sight,” said Wolferstan solemnly. “ May the 
Everlasting Father that makes resolves in our hearts, then 
brushes them away and puts others there instead — may He stand 
beside us in the life before us, Ilet. May God, as sent you to me 
in a terrible inner hour, have sent you for His own high purpose. 
And right well I know He did do.” 

The Portreeve took her into his arms and held her long 
without speaking. He did not kiss her. The child slept beside 
them. 

“ Never a word of this yet,” said the widow presently. “ Never 
a word till he’ve been gone his full year. ’Tis only seemly. 
You’ll promise that ? ” 

“ ’Tis very seemly and right. We’ll say nothing till after next 
Easter.” 

“Thank you, Dodd.” 

Silence fell between them and the voices of the leaves and the 
water rose in their eternal hymn. 

“What Yes Tor couldn’t give, the Copse have granted,” he 
said. “ Now we are one for evermore, and nothing but death can 
come between.” 

“And that can come so easily— at a breath,” she answered. 

“ We’ve got fifty years of work for Heaven afore us, please God.” 

“ Hold the child a little. I’d like to see you do it,” she said. 

He slung his tools about him and she carried his camera, while 
the atom in the shawl slept peacefully on his broad breast. 

“ What a light morsel ’tis ! ” 

“ Light or heavy — according to the heart she’s pressed to.” 

They took their way by the river ; and the wood was left alone 
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to its own moods and voices. Where they had sat, the grass blades 
slowly rose again ; the depressed mosses recovered. The clouds 
rolied over the hills and the stream rolled over her bed. Waters 
passed melodiously through the gorge to their sister river and 
their mother sea ; while aloft, now like a oall, now like a panoply, 
now like snow and now like fire, the subtle, silent flakes and vans 
of the great clouds sailed. They were bringing the rivers back 
again from the Atlantic to their cradles in the wilderness. 

Thus the unceasing changes are rung on the river and in the 
cloud and in the last arcana of the h' man heart ; thus a truth 
appears from these plutonian rocks and the ceaseless waters that 
lave them ; from the vapours that the west wind herds and drives 
homeward to this wild land out of the wilder ocean ; from the 
human heart of Wolferstan, throbbing with joy and darkened by 
inner doubt and suffering. 

Matter is eternal, but no form of it; and there is nothing 
absolute — neither at the foundations of the round world, nor in 
the domain of conscious intelligence. Morals and matter alike 
know no constant form, since evolution is an imperishable 
principle to which both are subject. Of that and the other 
natural laws, known and unknown, alone can it be said that they 
endure, that they are universal, that they exist independently and 
are above the fitful span of any single planet and its burden 
of life. As man swarms upon the face of this his home, exists 
and passes endlessly until the end ; so the golden galaxies of 
innumerable suns and the wonder and glory of the systems that 
they sustain, sweep their solemn pageants through the universe ; 
shine and live ; fulfil their destinies ; are darkened, perish, and 
depart. Only the laws are eternal, not the mightiest worlds that 
obey or intellects that reveal them. 



CHAPTER XI 


BREAKING THE NEWS 

AFTER the anniversary of Abel Pierce’s death was passed, 
i \ Wolferstan obtained Ilet’s leave to make public the news 
of their betrothal. He had sunk upon a sort of peace and 
believed that marriage would consummate it and finally put his 
heart at rest. But now it was necessary that he should inform 
the world of the thing that he had done ; and when he set his 
face to Bowden on a certain Sunday in spring, he perceived that 
peace was not yet. To tell Primrose Horn of his engagement 
appeared a hard thing ; therefore he sought it first. 

The talk at dinner ran on the Okehampton Agricultural 
Association. The secretaryship was vacant, and Mr. Horn ex- 
pressed a hope that Wolferstan would get it. The matter, 
indeed, was nearly settled in the Portreeve’s favour, and he 
much desired to fill the post for various reasons. 

“Good,” said Alexander Horn. “You’ll be thorough and not 
scamp the work. Tis only by looking to the parts you can make 
success of the whole.” 

“ I’ve got to thank Mr. Slanning for it, I believe.” 

“ More likely that woman in front of you,” said the farmer, 
pointing at Primrose. “ I lay Orlando asked her advice. Her 
word’s law to him — eh, Prim ? ” 

She shook her head. 

“It rested with a friend of his. Dodd was nearly decided 
upon. And I said I was glad — that’s all.” 

“And what makes you glad be good enough for Slanning,” 
answered her father. 

“ I didn’t know that,” murmured Wolferstan. “ But I’m grate- 
ful indeed. It suits me well.” 
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Mrs. Horn uttered a few words in her gentle speech. 

“So busy as you are, you’ve hardly time for gratitude, Mr. 
Woiferstan.” 

“I’m sorry,” he said, and his face flushed up. “I stand 
corrected. You’re ail so good to me without ceasing, that I’ve 
taken too much for granted. I’m not worth your kindness; 
I ” 

“Tfcere — there,” interrupted Horn. “None of that. She 
will be so sentimental. She only looks at one side of you. Let 
be.” 

“ I feel all your goodness and my poor payment. I owe you 
all so much. I am busy indeed — but not too busy to learn from 
my betters. Forgive me if Fve said or done anything to hurt 
you, ma'am. I’d rather go dumb to my grave than speak a word 
to give you pain.” 

“’Tis not what you say; but what you ” she replied in 

her whispering voice. Then the farmer stopped her. 

“ No poetry — won’t have it at dinner. Go on with your food, 
all of you ; an’ don’t peck, missis — for God’s sake don’t peck ! 
’Tis my daily cross to see you fiddling with your victuals. I’d 
give ’em a thousand pounds if the doctors could make you 
hungry.” 

He snorted through his nostrils, like the sound of one of his 
own bulls. Then he proceeded with his meal and did not speak 
again until the end of it. 

Woiferstan now addressed his remarks principally to Mrs. Horn. 
Her attitude surprised him and hurt him exceedingly; for he 
understood the thing in her mind. Circumstances and this un- 
fortunate incident combined to make his announcement the more 
difficult. But he did not flinch. After dinner, when Primrose 
walked beside him in the garden, he told her. 

“ Wish me joy,” he said. “ I’ve long wanted to break a great 
secret to you ; but she wouldn’t let me until now. Ilet — she’s 
going to marry me. Things happened— a cruel, deliberate plot. 
It was hatched out of the fiery love of that poor dead man. He 
separated us — poor chap ! ’Twas no fault of mine — or hers — and 
God He knows it. All’s clear between us now; and when I could 
love her again, instantly my heart began to do it. You’ll under- 
stand — so swift and quick as you are.” 

“ I understand,” she said. 
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He wanted to praise Primrose, but felt that he dared not. 

“ Thank you,” he answered. “ I knew you would.” 

Her eyes contracted and he saw her mouth become thin and 
the lips grow narrow. The expression thus produced was new to 
him. She was looking at the summer-house wherein he had kissed 
her. As she looked, she put up her hand to the spot where his 
lips had pressed her face. Then she gazed steadfastly at him and 
he looked away. # 

“A dreadful lie came between me and that woman,” he said. 
“A cruel lie — answered for now. That’s all I’ve a right 
to tell.” 

“ Is it all that I have a right to ask ? ” 

He was silent ; then a smile came to her face. This confession 
had been no surpassing surprise to her. She had long felt it ; 
she had long known that he cared nothing for her now, and 
that he would marry Ilet if he could. She had long expected 
this utterance and rather wondered at the delay ; yet undying hope 
and her own passion had preserved a secret, sanguine undercurrent 
running through her mind. Now the last word was spoken and 
he had proclaimed himself. He had told her that it was to 
temptation he yielded, not to love; he had made it clear that 
mere masculine weakness under provocation had brought him to 
her lips and waist. He never had loved her; and, not loving, yet 
had kissed her and, without question, had meant to ask her to be 
his wife. But the accident of Ilet’s sudden freedom was enough 
to shatter all ; and now — little more than a year afterwards — he 
acted as though those moments had never been. 

She smiled and held out her hand. 

“ Great news — startling news for some of us. But you will be 
late for your Sunday-school class. Good-bye.” 

He understood that she desired him to be gone. He read all 
that she meant into her words. For a moment he stood still and 
meditated rebellion. She divined his thought and her glance 
turned again to the arbour. 

“Good-bye,” he said and left her. He tried to hold up his 
head and step out as usual ; but she was standing and watching 
him, and he felt her eyes and did not attempt to pretend indiffer- 
ence. He was conscious that the thoughts in his heart affected 
his gait and lent a meanness to it. He was glad to get out of her 
sight. His self-respect received a painful blow. He told him- 
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self that it must be many days before it returned to him whole. 
He poured out his mind on Ilet. Only that way justification 
appeared. He kept her resolutely at the top of his heart, and 
assured himself that for her he wpuld have done the same a 
thousand times. He was defiant with himself. He fell into a 
rate of progress far above his usual speed and presently overtook 
some beys on the way to Bridgetstowe. According to his 
custom, he improved the occasion and tried to impart a high 
principle or two. But the words sounded grotesque for the 
moment, and he had fallen into silence before the school-house 
was reached. 

As for Primrose Horn, she stood quite still and watched him 
out of sight. Then she turned to the house and ascended to 
her own room. She threw off her hat and jacket, looked at the 
bed, but did not press it. Instead she began to tramp slowly 
up and down — as she had tramped when waiting for Wolferstan 
on the day of the death of 1 Brown Boy ’. 

Deep within progressed the alchemy of a changing passion. 
The love she had borne him — albeit of a temper never fine — now 
melted, and the red-hot vessel of her heart held its products 
of raging hate and scorn. There was nothing to leaven the 
venom of this transmuted emotion. No act of hers justified his 
defection or excused it ; for he was wholly ignorant of her part in 
the past. She despised the thing she loathed ; and she despised 
herself for loving him so long, for the shifts and artifices, for the 
plots and subtle snares. They had made the salt of her life 
through years. What would life be without them? She could 
not live without them. They must continue. 

Up and down she tramped; then her thoughts concentrated 
and weighed her down into a motionless position. She sat by 
the window and stared out at the world. 

Her resolution came swiftly and completely armed. Nothing 
was changed save the point of view. She had pursued this man 
for love, and she had captured him. Her part had been effectu- 
ally and successfully performed. Failure resulted from no fault 
of hers. The prey had been untrue to himself — so she explained 
it. At the critical point of the chase, he had escaped her by a 
metamorphosis of character. He had sunk into dishonour and 
evaded his obligations as a man. 

She followed the metaphor in her mind ; she rose and tramped 
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again. The insulted dignity of sex stormed in her. Her 
beauty, affection, tact, histrionic genius — all were overturned, 
ignored, trampled upon by the clumsy, callous hoof of a boor. 
For a boor he was in this ; and in his shame-faced confession and 
sneaking exit. 

She thought of his future wife without envy and without anger. 
That she could not hate Ilet interested her. She supposed that 
it was because a heart can only be full of hate. The floofi and 
volume of her wrath was released to drown one man. Not a 
drop remained for any other soul. Again her passion made her sit 
very still. Every atom of energy was poured into the dynamic 
action of thinking. It subtracted from the full throb and thrust 
of her brain to move hand or foot. Even her eyes, albeit they 
moved, were turned inward and saw not the thing actually 
reflected in them. 

A revenge great enough for this unutterable wrong was the 
object of her search, and she did not despair of finding it. It 
would be necessary to begin all over again. Another struggle like 
that of the past lay before her. But it promised to be easier. 
She felt that the destruction of a man might not be so difficult as 
the winning of him. After two hours alone, a longing came into 
her mind to speak about Wolferstan, to hear other people discuss 
him, to spread the news of his forthcoming marriage. She became 
anxious to learn opinions upon it. 

Her wish in this respect was gratified sooner than Primrose 
expected, for Orlando Slanning called presently and, seeing him 
approach the house, she smoothed her face and drove her thoughts 
away from her eyes. 

Presently she sat at the tea-table with the young man and 
Mrs. Horn. But her father was no lea drinker and did not 
appear. 

She was impressed secretly with her own perfect self-control 
when Dodd Wolferstan’s name arose. So people speak at first of 
the sudden dead. Not until the change is driven home and 
apprehended for a part and parcel of things as they are, do heart 
and courage fail, and love claims its due of broken words and 
sleepless sorrow. 

Orlando first mentioned the Portreeve and Mrs. Horn replied 
to him. 

“ We differ,” she said. “ Seldom enough do I differ from my 
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own ; but in the matter of Mr. Wolferstan, Primrose and I do 
not think alike. I cannot admire his character as much as she 
does.” 

“ He gets on like a house on fire,” said Slanning. 

“ He does. He is all things to all men. I fear there must be 
some winking at honesty sometimes.” 

“Too many irons in the fire, if you ask me,” answered the 
youth? “ He’ll come a howler some day. You don’t see him so 
often as you did, Mr. Horn tells me.” 

“ I cannot honestly say that I miss him. There’s a lot in 
breeding, Mr. Orlando. If we in this house don’t know that, who 
should? And what holds of dumb beasts, holds of thinking 
humans. Not a word against the man’s father would I say, and him 
In his grave ; but the fact remains that he was a hedge-mender, 
and it’s not possible for the cleverest young man among us to 
go outside the blood in his veins. I speak it in all charity, I’m 
sure.” 

“He will be married before long,” said Primrose calmly ; and 
both her hearers started. 

“ Good gracious, my dear ! The things you say so quietly ! 

‘ Married ’ ! Who ever to ? ” 

“Need you ask that? Abel Pierce’s widow. What was she 
called ? * Ilet ’, I think.” 

Both the mother and lover were quite overcome, and each was 
busy with a similar reflection. Mrs. Horn found a wave of 
sympathy strike her dumb. She believed that she knew a good 
deal of what lay in the mind behind her child’s smiling face. 
But it seemed not possible to speak of that now. She kept 
silence and then began to cry. A moment later she rose 
and abruptly left the room. She wept awhile in private and 
the tears of sorrow for Primrose presently ran into tears of 
joy for herself. The girl must swiftly recover from her dis- 
appointment, and this crushed hope would be thrown aside 
and obstruct the path of her future no more. She burnt 
with indignation when she thought upon the faithless Port- 
reeve, yet was filled with thanksgiving that he had proved 
faithless. 

“Forgive dear mother,” said Miss Horn upon her parent’s 
departure; “any sudden thing like that upsets her. She is as 
sensitive as an aspen leaf. We have known Mr. Wolferstan 
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rather well for a good many years now. This was not expected 
by her.” 

“ Or anybody — surely ? ” 

“ I expected it.” 

“ You — of all people ! ” 

“Why not?” 

“ Well— really — I thought — in fact, everybody thought. Thank 
the Lord, everybody thought wrong, anyhow.” «► 

She nodded. 

“ 1 understand you,” she said. 

“As for me, I’ll never hate him again — never. I’ll be the 
first to congratulate him,” declared Orlando. 

“Yes?” 

“ Such a weight off a chap’s mind — like waking from a night- 
mare. Hearing this, I can forgive the world. He certainly said 
‘poor Slanning’, but nothing matters now. I’d forgiven him 
long ago. No malice in me — at least, not much.” 

She regarded him intently, but said nothing. 

Suddenly a dim flash of the truth streaked his cloudy mind. 
He half guessed what had happened, but shrank from hazarding 
a thought so delicate. She spared him the trouble. 

“You have always fancied that I was fond of that man, 
Orlando ? ” 

“ Only my infernal jealousy, I dare say ; but it’s true : 
I did.” 

“You were perfectly right. I was fond of him, and he knew 
it.” 

“You were his mascotte — his luck. All things smiled on him 
because of you.” 

“He knew it; he found out I cared for him and took advantage 
of it. Once he put his arms round me and kissed me. I waited 
for him to speak. He never spoke. Now he is going to marry 
another woman.” 

“Good God!” 

“ I wish I could share your generous praise of him. But Fm 
only flesh and blood. I cannot.” 

“ Praise ! I’d like to ... I will ! ” 

“You mustn't champion me. That would be absurd. The 
days of champions for women are past. But you are always so 
good.” 
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“You make me shake and burn,” he said. “ Fm boiling over. 
I can’t sleep again till Fve horse-whipped that man. I wish to 
God Fd not helped to get him the secretaryship. It’s too late to 
stop it now.” 

She smiled. 

“ Think a minute. Why not? Don’t imagine Fm a saint, 
Orlando. We’re old friends, and confession is good for the soul. 
Why fegret the secretaryship ? He nas wronged me utterly ; he 
has insulted me ; he has scorned me. We are all fools ; but ” 

She broke off to see how much he comprehended. 

“The man that dared to wrong you is my enemy till I die,” he 
said. 

“Don’t be theatrical about it. We must — I say ‘we,’ but 
really this is no business of yours. Fve no right to drag 
you in.” 

“Say it again,” he entreated. “ It’s the most blessed word that 
I ever heard Fd die for you. If it’s theatrical, I can’t help it. 
It’s true anyway. Gladly Fd die, but not till Fve paid that devil 
for daring to put his cursed hands on you.” 

“ You’re a man, at any rate,” she said. 

“Let me show it. Let me take him by his red throat, 
and disgrace him before the world, and shake the life out of 
him.” 

“ I hate him too much for that,” she answered calmly. “ Men 
hunt the fox and hare for love, the weasel for loathing. Do you 
follow me? This is sport — sport in earnest — with hate for 
hounds. I hate him as never a woman hated a man before this 
hour. My hate is my life — waking and sleeping for evermore. 
Don’t be rough with him. Don’t spoil the sport. Let him have 
fair law. I shall be in at the death.” 

She laughed at the image, and Slanning’s eyes grew large. 

“ I am glad of this success. He must go higher yet — higher 
and higher — till he’s worth tumbling down.” 

“ By Jove — I see ! What a wonder you are.” 

She stood up and he passed out of her sight. She spoke aloud, 
but not to him ; her passion throbbed, like harsh cymbals, through 
the natural melody of her voice. 

“ Let his cup be full before I empty it ; let his joy wax before 
I make it wane ; let his hopes rise, as high as heaven, before I 
bury them in dust and ashes. My brain shall plan it ; my hands 
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shall do it. Tis worse to have and to lose — as I have — than 
never to have at all. Let him have all — full measure — and lose 
ail. Ill poison his joy of life and his trust in man. I'll go 
deeper yet and tear the religion out of him ! Even that 111 do — 
till he’s stranded, naked, ruined — a byword for gipsies and road- 
menders.” 

“ And 111 help you,” he said. 

His offer sounded ludicrous — like a little child promising to 
assist an adult in some hard enterprise. 

“ Vou want a man to drive this home to the hilt,” he continued. 
“ Let me. My knowledge of the world and my intelligence will 
jolly soon crush him. Let me tackle the scoundrel, Primrose. 
I implore it.” 

She came hack to herself slowly and made as though she had 
not heard his offer. 

11 Go now,” she said, “and forget you’ve heard an angry woman. 
What play-actors we all are when we get cross ! ” 

“Angry ! I’d never forgive you if you weren’t angry.” 

“ And don’t meddle with a hair of that man’s head — not if you 
want to be my friend.” 

He promised to do nothing and went off in a tempest of rage ; 
but it rang largely unreal. The true emotion of the moment for 
him was jubilant hope. He could not hate the man who had 
opened the door of salvation. Indeed, there was little genius for 
hatred in Orlando’s nature. He remembered Primrose’s words as 
being rather awful ; but he doubted not that she would cool down 
presently. Meantime she had said ‘ we ’, and that was the syllable 
stamped in his heart henceforth. He took it with him and 
cherished it as a pearl of price. 

The woman from whom he parted knew his character better 
than he did himself. She weighed him in the balance of thought 
after he had gone. 

“ What he couldn’t do for hate of the man, he would do for 
love of me,” she thought. “ But there’s time enough to think of 
that.” 

Then rage caught her up again in a whirlwind, as she thought 
of the wasted years and her altered life and wrecked ambitions. 
Anger did not distort her face, but hardened it to stone. She 
looked out at nature for a while and her breast heaved and her 
fingers were laced together. They locked and unlocked awhile. 
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Then she returned to her own chamber and saw neither man nor 
woman again that day. 

In the morning she was so completely herself and so cheerful 
of demeanour, that her father, who had heard the truth from his 
wife, doubted the facts and felt glad to think that Mrs. Horn must 
be mistaken. 


p 



CHAPTER XII 


‘JOY GO WITH YOU, AND TWOPENCE’ 

N OW returned October and the light, growing daily feebler 
as the sun declined, became at once glorified and weakened 
by intermingling with the humours of earth. The leaf fell, robins 
called ; sweetness of fruit hung heavy on the opal air ; the moths, 
that in high summer awaited twilight, now danced at noon and 
sucked their last nectar from autumnal flowers. 

On such a day there came to the house of Wolferstan a brief 
procession which seemed small by comparison with the magnitude 
of the local joy displayed in the Portreeve’s honour. 

From the church, after he was wedded, he walked with his 
wife’s hand in his ; laughed, nodded, blushed ; tried to scrape 
the rice out from under his collar ; marvelled at the distance from 
St. Bridget’s to his own home. 

Little banners waved across the way ; flags flew from many 
windows ; garlands were displayed elsewhere ; and the bells rang 
bravely. 

Richard Barkell was best man. He walked behind the bride 
and bridegroom with Miss Jane Perryman. There followed 
Abner Barkell, Ned Perryman, a curate, the brothers John and 
Thomas Ball, three married men and their wives and a few other 
friends, including Ilet’s Aunt Susan from Sourton. But Mrs. 
Pierce was not of the company. She no longer resented this 
union and in secret it even gladdened her heart somewhat, 
because life had narrowed for her to the tiny dimensions of her 
dead son’s infant daughter. With secret cunning she looked 
forward and foresaw a time when circumstances might place the 
child’s control largely in her hands. 

Wolferstan was leaving Bridgetstowe at Christmas, because 
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Okehampton offered a wider field and greater possibilities of 
advancement. 

“’Tis a wonderful and anxious state seemingly, 1 ” said the 
maiden, Jane, as she walked beside Dicky. 

“ So it is by all accounts, but it has compensations, according 
to those that are in it. Though whether that's true or merely 
said to excuse their own silliness for walking into it — who 
knows t ” 

“ Chiider’s the chiefest trouble, I should reckon,” she said. 

“ No doubt at all ; but us mustn't sneak of sage and onions to 
a goose. Wouldn’t be kind. You an’ me in our wisdom will 
bide a spinster and a bachelor, however.” 

He laughed as he spoke and looked back at the curly-headed, 
calf-eyed young man known as Johnny Ball. 

“ As to that ” she answered ; but could get no further. 

They reached the distorted ash that twisted above the Port- 
reeve’s gate. To-day it flamed with scarlet berries brighter than 
any of the bunting that hung beside it. Soon the wedding feast 
began and the curate asked a blessing on it. He belonged to 
the people, and with a fine wisdom, rare in curates, clave to 
them, made of them his friends and shared their interests and 
pleasures. 

“ There’s a startling bit of news come to my ear,” said Wolfer- 
stan to Dicky Barkell when the men smoked their pipes in his 
vegetable garden after the banquet. “ Strange it should happen 
to-day. You know the ins and outs of me so close, Richard, 
that you’ll understand how strange it is. Young Mr. Slanning of 
‘SlanningV is going to marry Miss Horn.” 

“ Ah ! you’re lucky then : you’ll have one enemy instead of 
two,” said the signalman drily. “ For husband and wife are one, 
if all we hear be true.” 

“ Enemies ! What d’you mean ? ’Tis the best news I’ve 
heard this many days.” 

“ Tm glad you’re pleased, old chap.” 

“ Surely the supreme happiness of marriage ” 

“ * Happiness ’ ? How can that be when brains marry a fool ? ” 
asked Barkell. 

It chanced that Ilet, in the garden with Jane Perryman, over- 
heard him. 

“ Don’t say you be talking of us, Mr. Barkell ! ” 
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“ No, indeed,” he answered. “ I was only speaking in general 
terms. My argument is that there can't be much happiness if a 
clever woman takes a fool to her husband.” 

“You speak in ignorance,” declared his father; “a clever 
woman and a dull man's a very good marriage mixture, and I've 
seen it work very well — with love thrown in to sweeten.” 

“ What ! Such a pair as Primrose Horn and young Slanning ? ” 

“ Why for not ? If he obeys her in everything.” • 

Wolferstan nodded. 

“ He'll do that for certain. I know her pretty well, and him 
too. A woman of great strength and force of character. She 
wouldn’t have been happy with a man as strong as herself. 
Though it asks for a strong man to be stronger than she.” 

He turned to Ilet. 

“We must think of a wedding present for them,” he said. 

“ Have they gived you one? ” inquired Ned Perryman. 

Wolferstan regretted the question and looked a little uneasy. 

“ Can’t say they have,” he answered. 

“Perhaps they be thinking, like you, what ’tis to be,” said 
Dicky. 

“Anyway she’ll have the brains and him the brass — a very 
strong combination of Providence, no doubt,” declared Ned. 

“ Let’s hope they’ll use their high gifts in a Christian manner,” 
murmured Johnny Ball. But the younger Barkell was perverse 
and persisted in his cheerless prophecies. 

“ High gifts — him ! ” he scoffed. “ If you knowed him, you 
wouldn’t expect any such thing. His highest gift will be obedience ; 
and the woman knows it ; and that’s why she's taken him. Look 
at the chap — about as much to his face as there is to the barber’s 
dummy in Powlesland’s window at Okehampton ! Putty painted ! ” 

“If he’s putty, us'll hope she’ll mould him into a proper vessel 
for the Lord’s work,” said Johnny. 

“ A good-hearted creature, however,” declared Tom Ball. “ To 
my knowledge he gives that old ancient huntsman, Harry 
French, half-a-crown a week out of his private purse, out of 
regard for the sport Harry used to show in his fox-hunting 
days.” 

“To his credit for certain,” admitted Barkell. “ But whatever 
are we all talking about, when we've got a bride and groom of 
our own amongst us ? ” 
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An hour later husband and wife drove off to the railway 
station. They were going for three days to Exeter. 

The little party clustered round, and Mr. Perryman, by virtue 
of seniority, threw the shoe. 

He was red and excited with brown sherry. His thin beard 
floated about him and his eyes sparkled 

“ Joy go with you — and twopence ! ” he cried in a high-pitched 
voic<f, while men’s and women’s voices echoed the old wish. 

Then Ned flung the shoe and it struck the back of the closed fly 
with a bang. Thereupon Tommy Ball picked it up and flung it 
into the window as the carriage moved. 

“ Where’s her child to ? ” asked a woman of the party. 

“ Along with her first’s mother,” answered Jane Perryman. 




Book III 




CHAPTER I 


THE CUT DIRECT 

V ARIOUS causes contributed to decide Dodd Wolferstan 
upon a change of home. Therefore he had taken a house 
at Okehampton and designed to occupy it as soon as possible. 
He also began to think of a little land in that neighbourhood, 
but his wife and he differed somewhat concerning the uses to 
which this ground should be put. He much desired to build 
a cottage or two and find himself an owner and landlord, if only 
in a small way ; she reminded him of the great prosperity of his 
little market garden at Bridgetstowe, and urged him to pursue 
the familiar operations on a larger scale at Okehampton. His 
reason inclined him to listen to her ; his ambition turned towards 
bricks and mortar as a greater thing. The matter was in abey- 
ance, as the lease of four acres of land in the vale of the Oke 
and distant a mile from the town, was doubtful, and the owner 
set his face against cottages ; while Dodd knew that to build 
any other sort of dwelling in that secluded valley would be 
vain. 

There came a winter day when Wolferstan pursued his business 
in Okehampton and met Dicky Barkell on his way to the station. 
The Portreeve proceeded with him ; but Dicky's news caused him 
to change his mind, and presently he left his friend and returned 
to the town. 

The matter related to Primrose Horn, for Orlando Slanning’s 
father, who still lingered alive, had announced the wish that his 
son might at once be married and proceed to his work at 
the mill. 

Mrs. Horn had prevailed with her daughter to consent and the 
wedding would take place at Bridgetstowe in three weeks. 

Wolferstan was much interested by this information ; it served 

21 7 



218 


THE PORTREEVE 


also to render him uneasy. Only once since his own marriage 
had he met Alexander Horn on business, but the farmer revealed 
a marked change of attitude and, their affairs concluded, they had 
parted without the usual cordiality on the part of the elder man. 
Since then Wolferstan had only seen the Bowden folk at church. 
They did not call upon his wife ; and they did not ask him 
to bring her to the farm. He waited and hoped for this invita- 
tion, but fruitlessly. Ilet was indifferent and had urge’ll him, 
if only as a matter of worldly wisdom, to ignore the slight and go 
himself ; but this was impossible, for more reasons than he im- 
parted to his wife. 

Now, however, an opportunity offered to act, and though 
none at Bowden had thought proper to inform him of the coming 
event, Wolferstan nevertheless saw his way clear. He had, in- 
deed, long determined on his attitude when the wedding of 
Primrose Horn should be announced. Ilet supported him in his 
intention. Secretly he still hoped that an invitation to the 
ceremony might reach them ; but his hope was slight. 

Leaving Barkell, he returned to the town, visited a silversmith 
of his acquaintance and, after some deliberation, purchased a 
handsome silver butter-dish and paid three pounds for it. He 
then proceeded to the ‘ White Hart * Inn, ordered a mutton chop 
and a pint of beer, and sat down to concoct a letter. 

The composition proved difficult and his chop was cold and his 
liquor flat before he completed the work. 

Thus he wrote to Primrose Horn : — 

“Dear Miss Horn, 

“ Will you allow an old friend, and one who can never 
forget all he owes to your dear faiher and your mother and your- 
self, to send you from his wife and himself a trifling memento of 
the great event soon to happen in your life ? With all my heart 
and soul I wish you joy and happiness and contentment. Mr. 
Slanning deserves you, for he has a big, patient heart and is an 
honourable and upright man and a good sportsman. 

“ May God bless you both and crown your lives with prosperity 
and continued happiness, is the wish of your most sincere and 
true friend always, “ Dodd Wolferstan.” 

He made a parcel of the letter and the butter-dish, fitted them 
into a cardboard box, and presently despatched it. Then, by an 
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odd coincidence, five minutes after leaving the post office, he ran 
full upon Primrose Horn and her mother in the Okehampton 
Arcade. The younger woman turned a shade paler than usual 
and her bright eyes shone steadfastly into Wolferstan’s ; but there 
was not one shadow of recognition in the look. Her mother 
fluttered and rustled somewhat — like a reed in the wind. Mrs. 
Horn’s breath left her lips with an expiration that conveyed in its 
sound acute dislike, and she did not look at the man as she 
passed. Dodd had taken off his hat and said “What a 

strange ” But there he stopped, for the women had gone 

and their backs were already towards him. He heard Miss Horn 
say “ Now the baker’s, mother,” in a tone absolutely indifferent. 

For a moment he stood still, then put on his hat and hastened 
away, hopeful that nobody had seen the incident. 

But his stride lagged as he climbed to the station, and by the 
time he had returned to Bridgetstowe, Dodd was in a very 
depressed state of mind. His wife met him at the station in 
a little dog-cait, and as she drove him home he explained, and 
expressed regret that she should have had to wait for a second 
train. He then related the events of the day, hesitated only 
when he came to the meeting with Mrs. Horn and her daughter, 
but finally described the occurrence as it took place. 

Ilet was much surprised. 

“Then ’tis all explained what you thought. They haven’t 
forgiven you for taking me instead of her, Dodd.” 

“ I’m afraid not.” 

“I wish it had happened afore you sent that rich gift. ’Tis 
very unreasonable in them.” 

The man had never told his wife all the truth concerning 
Primrose, yet, at this moment of dejection, it was strongly in 
his mind to do so. It had not before seemed necessary, 
but in the light of these events the necessity grew. Ilet would 
be puzzled and indignant so long as he reserved the actual facts. 
He regretted not having told her sooner, but for the moment 
felt averse from it. That she must now know seemed clear, but 
he put off the recital. 

“Say nothing to anybody,” he answered. “’Tis not so sur- 
prising to me as to you. We’ll speak of it another time. Only 
mind this : the blame’s not all on their side.” 

“That I won’t believe, my dear, though ’tis like you to find 
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excuses for them. The insult's theirs — along of jealousy that you 
didn’t take her. Like the rest of the world, they reckoned you 
was going to do it. You kept your own counsel as the way of 
the strong man is. D’you think I don’t know you ? The soul of 
honour and uprightness. Never a shadow of right did you give 
that woman. If you said so with your own lips, I wouldn’t 
believe you.” 

Here was the easy opportunity to speak, but still he lef it go. 

“ I’m long ways short of the man you think me, Ilet. A very 
weak, erring chap.” 

“ Don’t be downcast. The loss is theirs, not yours. We all 
know what you’ve done one way and another for Farmer Horn. 
I’ll teach you to have a cheerfuller conceit of yourself some day.” 

“ Never,” he answered. “ Life’s beginning to knock that out 
of me already.” 

Within four and twenty hours the matter had moved another 
stage, and the attitude of Alexander Horn’s family was defined by 
the master of Bowden himself. He spoke few words, but they 
were to the point and made his view sufficiently clear. 

It happened that on the line again next day Wolferstan found 
himself in a third-class smoking-carriage alone with the farmer. 
Horn was engaged with a newspaper and merely glanced up as 
his old servant entered. Then, without any sign of recognition, 
he pursued his reading. 

This was more than Wolferstan could endure. He crossed the 
carriage, sat in front of the other and spoke. 

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Horn, but there’s nought like an 
understanding, and you’re not the man to deny that to the 
humblest of us. Yesterday your wife and daughter cut me in the 
public street. To-day you do the same here. How does it stand 
between us, if I may make bold to ask it ? When I was married, 
you neither wished me well nor sent one line about it. Your ladies 
never came to see my wife ; and though I waited and hoped that 

I might bring her to Bowden, they never Well — there ’tis. 

Be plain an’ let me know what I’ve done.” 

The other puffed a little, but from anger, not uneasiness. 

“So I will then — if you don’t know. I thought your con- 
science was the best part of you. You passed for a straight chap ; 
but you’re not straight, else you wouldn’t ax these questions and 
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try to bluff a man old enough to be your father. Answer this, 
and swear afore your God you’ll answer true. If that labouring 
man, Pierce, hadn’t died, would you or would you not be married 
to my girl to-day? Think afore you speak. You’re on oath, 
mind/’ 

The other only hesitated a moment. 

“ Yes, I should, sir,” he said. 

Horn looked at him ; his great jowl grew red and his breath 
came fiercely. 

“ Then how do you dare to sit there and ope your mouth to 
me — ner father? You don’t deserve the good word of any honest 
man. Church-going ! Teaching in Sunday-school ! Never you 
raise your eyes to mine again, or hope one good word from me, 
for you won’t get it/' 

Wolferstan bowed his head and made no answer. At the next 
station he left the carriage and entered another. 

When he went home in the evening, he found his butter-dish 
and letter returned to him unopened from Bowden. 

That night he spoke to his wife, when they had gone to bed, 
and told her all. 

“ You thought yesterday I was ill-used, sweetheart. You were 
wrong- I’ve only got my deserts. ’Tis bitter to have the cold 
truth driven home, like Alexander Horn drove it to-day ; but 
’t would be bitterer yet to go on living with a doubt between me 
an’ you. I don’t know what you’ll say or do ; but afore I sleep 
I’ll tell you everything.” 

“ Yes, Dodd.” 

“The day poor Abel died I was at Bowden. I and Miss 
Horn were in the summer-house together, out of the storm, and 
that’s where Dicky Barkell found me.” 

“Yes.” 

“ Ilet, I’d given up all hope of you then. God knows, when 
you took Pierce I never harboured an evil thought. You’d gone, 
past recall, and I only loved you as we love the dead. For a 
long time it had been borne in on me how proper it would be for 
me to take Primrose Horn. She’d made it clear enough that she 
liked me, and her parents expected it. I’d gone on slowly with 
her till I felt I’d make her a good husband, if no more. I let 
myself be weak with her. I wanted her body and I reckoned her 
•joul w T as only asleep and would wake up come presently. When 
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Richard ran that day, I was going to ask her to marry me. 
’Twas done — all but the words. You were dead, mind— 
dead for me. I was as good as engaged to her when the message 
from your dying husband reached me. Ilet, I had kissed her. 
Then the whole world changed and I suffered a good deal in 
doubt of my duty. Anything less than you I should have con- 
quered. Even you I had conquered. The battle was fought and 
lost — or won, according to the point of view. Then God sent 
you to me in Black Tor Copse, and I saw what He meant — at 
least — yes — what He meant. But if I hadn’t met you at that 
moment, I should have gone to Bowden and finished what Vd 
begun so long before. Thank Heaven, you came. But don’t 
misunderstand the Horns. They’ve every right to despise me. 
There’s nothing to be said. I thought I had done right. I don’t 
know now. Speak, Ilet.” 

“ Right or wrong, it is done ; and right or wrong, you did it for 
love of me, Dodd.” 

“ That’s no excuse if ’twas wrong.” 

“To you it mayn’t be; to me it is all the excuse I want. 
What be all the world compared to you ? Your good’s mine. If 
you was wrong, you’re only human and can’t be faultless to the 
whole world, though you are to me. Live it down.” 

“ They’ll never forgive me.” 

“ How do you know that ? ” 

“ She won’t.” 

“ You’ve got me on your side, however ; and your own 
character.” 

They often fell asleep hand in hand. He took her hand now 
and gave a long sigh. 

“ I’m a weak worm for all my prosperity and power of getting 
on. Why didn’t I tell you this before? I owed it to you in 
honour. Yet I kept it bottled up like a coward, till ’twas forced 
from me.” 

She did not answer. She was thinking of the immense love 
he must have had for her, to wrong another woman thus on her 
account. It was a love larger than his sense of honour. 

Her own love flamed up for him. 

“ God forbid as I should say one word against you. I’m proud 
of you and I worship the earth you walk on, for the greatness of 
your love to me. I wronged you worse than ever you wronged 
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her ; I played with you crueller than ever you played with her. 
Let her go to the man who be going to marry her. She’ll forgive 
presently when life works with her. An’ if she don’t, who cares? 
Tis you an’ me against the world, an’ we’re strong enough.” 

“ J say to myself that I ought to be punished. What shall I 
do to punish myself? I thought that you’d be my punishment 
to-night. I braced myself to hear you speak hard things, Ilet ; 
but yoi> don’t.” 

“ Who be I to judge you ? I am you. If you’re sad about it, 
so am I. If you’re shamed, so am I. We’re one.” 

“ I deserve harsh words and you make love to me.” 

“ Live it down as you lived down worse things. Be yourself.” 

“’Tis bad advice, for I’m a poor thing. I’ll try and be 
better than myself, Ilet. I’ll go to God with this an’ let Him put 
in my heart what I should do.” 

“ He’ll forgive you. If you’ve got the God you set such store 
by — and me — what else be going to hurt you ? ” 

“ 1 must gel right with my conscience, Ilet.” 

“ D’you mean you did wrong then ?” 

“ Not that. I’ll never say I did wrong to marry you — an angel 
from heaven that you are— but I did wrong to think of marrying 
her. Yes, without a doubt I wronged her.” 

“ Well, you wronged her in a way that can’t be put right now, 
so you’d best to go on with your life and be patient.” 

“To be patient will be the punishment.” 

“ Don’t forget me neither. I can do much, maybe, in this. 
We shall meet some day. She’s only a woman, after all’s said. 
She might be a mother afore the year’s out. Then we shall find 
the chance to do her good. The least get a chance to do the 
greatest good sooner or late. ’Tis only the quickness to see, and 
the want to do the good be generally lacking.” 

“ We shall have the quickness and the want,” he said. 

Neither had taken the converse position into thought; neither 
had reflected that the powerful can also strike the weak, given 
the quickness to see and the want to do harm. Wolferstan cast 
about how to atone for his wrong-doing and how to punish him- 
self for it. That the punishment might lie in other hands, in 
hands much more eager to inflict punishment than he would 
prove to endure the same, had not occurred to him. He could 
not see the right penance ; he could not conceive of any possible 
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penance in the light of Ilet’s love and courage. But there was 
another who knew him as well as Ilet in many particulars, and 
better in some. Her knowledge might have swiftly enlightened 
the Portreeve as to where he would be found most vulnerable. 

Now this man, largely comforted, pressed his wife’s hand and 
sank into the deep silence before sleep. He heard her eyelashes 
on the pillow and knew that she still opened and shut her eyes. 
From time to time he felt her responsive pressure on his palm. 
Then he fell into slumber, his heart not unhappy, for the confession 
to Ilet had immensely lightened his mind and her prompt re- 
sponse had made him thankful beyond words and very prayerful. 
He was praying, lazily and hopefully, when he became un- 
conscious. 

Presently she slipped her hand from his and turned round. 
Sleep was as yet far from her. She traversed his confession, but 
it only warmed her heart to him. Her nature was above all 
things generous, and the power of gratitude belonged to it. She 
hungered now to take this grief off his shoulders. Many plans 
revolved in her mind, but immediate action was impossible. Her 
child moved in its bed beside her, gave a little yawn and then 
was still. She turned again to her husband, kissed his ear gently 
and snuggled close beside him. She was glad that an oppor- 
tunity had come to do something to help his happiness. Slowly 
sleep mastered her, but no prayerfulness touched her mind. She 
began to think of little, deft, practical beginnings towards the 
task of reinstating her husband at Bowden. The wedding pro- 
cession would drive past Wolferstan’s house on its way to and 
from church, and Ilet wondered if they might venture to put up 
one or two little flags and a garland at their gate, as a sign 
of kindly thoughts. 

So thinking, she fell asleep. Her plans were all based on 
ignorance of the truth. She had never in her life been scorned 
and knew not what such an experience breeds in the heart of the 
proud. Imagination can but faintly picture the depth and height 
of that torment. It must be felt. 
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A LARGER LIFE 

W ITH mingled emotions Wolferstan resigned his office 
of Portreeve and left Bridgetstowe, that he might enter 
upon the larger life that Okehampton offered. 

His house was high up on the hill that climbs to Dartmoor 
from the little market town below. Behind it ran the road to 
the artillery camp ; before it spread the expanses of North Devon 
crowned with cloud. Glorious skies sank to that low horizon, 
and all the magic of dawns and sunsets might from this lofty 
region be observed by those who had leisure or love to 
watch the pictures of the air ; but for Wolferstan most of his 
time was spent among men, or upon the acres that he had 
acquired by Oke river, in the valley near the ancient ruins 
of Okehampton Castle. 

To build was out of the question here, and as only a lease 
of years could be secured, Dodd set to work at his former occu- 
pation of market gardening and perceived that it might presently 
be possible within this sheltered nook to produce certain crops 
ahead of his less fortunate neighbours. 

On Sundays Uet and he sat after dinner in their little verandah, 
and looked down upon the town nesting far beneath them. 
Then Dodd smoked his pipe and built trustfully upon the shifting 
foundations of future time. 

He had made a little garden for Ilet, but few things prospered 
at this wind-blown altitude, and the yards of heath and fern that 
he had cleared about the dwelling were presently given over to 
her poultry. They scraped about to the very threshold — a cir- 
cumstance which at first annoyed Wolferstan ; but finding that 
the fowls of richer men than he did the same, he ceased to trouble 
about so trivial a circumstance. 
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“ This, after all, is only a temporary home,” he said. “ Come 
presently, when my foot’s well in here and I’ve taken my stand 
among the townspeople, we’ll go down the hill into a decent 
house. I’ve got my eye on Widow Westcott’s already. In the 
course of nature, she might be dropping off just when I’m ready 
to buy.” 

“ Why, ’tis a mansion, Dodd ! Ten rooms in it, if one.” 

He puffed and smiled. 

“ And why for not ? But no hurry. The pigs are coming up 
to-morrow, and they can run on the hill and cost not a penny. 
Then the shippon will do very well for my horses — I must begin 
to think of getting * Rover ’ in fettle again for the Show. He’s 
taken first prize two year running now, and will the third time if 
I know anything.” 

“I wish you’d suffer me to let our front rooms in summer. 
People be always dropping in to ax if we can do it, and ’tis throw- 
ing away good money to refuse. There was some military gentle- 
men from the camp, come with the last battery, who called only 
yesterday.” 

“Once for all, no ; and don’t name it again,” he said sharply. 
“ I won’t do nothing peddling of that sort. We’re past that now, 
and it wouldn’t fit in at all with my plans and projects. People 
judge by that sort of thing, and if I can stand for office down- 
along presently, ’twould be brought up against me very quick. 
There’s no dignity to it, Ilet. Did I buy the piano at Forde’s 
sale for strangers to play on ? No. 'Twas that your little one 
should learn come presently.” 

“As for dignity,” she answered, “there han’t much dignity 
to empty rooms that might be fetching a pound a week — all 
profit. But since you’re set against it, I’ll say no more, my dear.” 

“There’s other things,” he continued. “I don’t want to live 
for nought but selfish gain. There’s the tithe, Ilet. I can’t for 
the minute put out a tithe of my money to God’s service; but I 
mean to make it up with a tithe of time. I’ve got ideas for doing 
good here in my small way. I’m going to start a men’s club — 
social. For meeting of an evening and reading the papers, and 
playing a game of bagatelle, and smoking our pipes. ’Tis a great 
enemy of the public house and draws young chaps — especially if 
you can get gentlemen to drop in of an evening and give ’em a 
lecture now and then and enlarge their minds.” 
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“ Tis a good thought and will make people respect you.” 

“ I hope so. Then the boys. You know how set I am on 
catching 'em young and training them aright.” 

“ You'll take up a Sunday-school class then ? '' 

“Yes, for certain. And I've got other ideas that only want 
working out.'' 

“ I'll help heart an' hand where I can, Dodd.” 

“ Well I know it ! There's no quicker way to make people feel 
kind than to try and do your bit of good among 'em. If they se^ 
you going up alone, they bide cold, and them above don't offer 
to pull, nor them behind to push ; but let folk find you'm big- 
hearted and want to better the place so well as yourself, then 
they’ll take an interest and be friends worth having.” 

“ You come with all men's good word among ’em.” 

He shook his head and relapsed into momentary depression. 

“Not all.” 

“ I thought 'twas agreed that we'd say nought of that.” 

“ I can’t forget, however.” 

“Time be on our side. In the long run 'tis easier for most 
people to forgive than not. Come up so far as Black Down with 
me an’ little Henny. I’m taking her to see her gran'mother this 
afternoon.” 

“So I will then, for I want to call on Dick Barkell. He's 
agreeable to the idea of a workmen's club, so long as I never ask 
him to go near it. If he does, he’ll be putting his free-thought 
poison into their minds ; so I've told him the further he keeps 
away the better I'll be pleased.” 

They walked along together through the camp and over the 
heath-clad breast of Black Down. Dodd carried the baby until 
they reached Redavon brook on its journey to Meldon ; then Ilet 
went forward to Fishcombe and her husband, keeping to the right, 
presently reached the Barkells’ home. 

Wolferstan found Dicky enjoying Sunday leisure. He was 
sitting in his shirt-sleeves by the fire, smoking, and reading ‘ The 
Service of Man '. 

“ Hullo ! ” he said. “ What's the best news with you ? How's 
the club going on ? " 

“ Slowly but steadily. I've come about it. Draper Knapp will 
let us have the top floor over his shop for thirty pound a year, 
so that's all right ; but would you ask Sir Thomas Carew to be 
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President, as a compliment to him and an advertisement to the 
scheme, or would you just go about among the chaps and do it 
without gentlefolk at all ? ” 

“ Therms to be no politics nor religion — eh ? 

“No politics — just social ; as to religion — I want chaps to be 
better for coming, certainly.” 

Dicky smiled at the fire. 

“You’re a rum un,” he said. “Confess now: you want to 
* preach to the poor beggars sometimes of an evening.” 

“Not I — not more than the usual preaching of man to man. 
We all preach, Dicky : our lives are sermons and hold up some 
cause — good or ill — that we stand for.” 

“ They would be if we was all above board, no doubt ; but 
there are lives that preach one thing to the eye, but be only false 
scents, to turn all noses away from the truth of the man, and 
what he’s doing and running after out of sight. I don’t say ; tis 
so with you. I don’t say that this social club is to advance your 
own credit and renown. But if ’tis a success, it will do so, unless 
you let others who may be greedy of credit take it.” 

“ I don’t seek no credit myself.” 

“ Well, let it work its own way. Don’t get putting your oar in 
and drawing morals and settling what people are to drink. If ’tis 
a good thing, ’twill make for good. Let it stand on its own 
bottom and don’t turn away jolly members by playing parson. 
My advice is that all be equal without any patrons or rot of that 
sort. The big-wigs be quite stuck up enough already. How will 
Sir Tommy Carew’s name help ? The sheep that would flock to 
that bell-wether ban’t worth counting.” 

“ You’re bringing in politics now yourself,” said Wolferstan. 

“Not me. ’Tis you that will if you make that chap your 
President. He hates the name of freedom in any shape or form. 
He’d protect everything — but the poor. You’ll start handicapped 
if you stick his name to the show.” 

They talked at considerable length, but Wolferstan and his 
friend looked at life from standpoints so opposite, that their 
discussion little advanced the project. Dicky was too satirical, 
and presently, when he again returned to the personal view and 
bluntly showed Dodd that perhaps, after all, his own ultimate 
welfare actuated this enterprise, the rising man got angry. 

“ I wish to God you hadn’t got such a mean heart,” he said. 
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“ You’m frost to my fire when to do good’s the matter. Can’t you 
ever credit me with high motives ? ” 

“You’re a man easily blinded,” answered the other. “You 
came for me to criticize, so ’tis idle to be nifled with me because 
I’m doing it. I don’t say you set out knowing you was going to 
better yourself ; but I do say that you never put hand to a thing 
that don’t tend in that direction. You shout with the loudest 
and ycu always be found on the *ide of your inclination. Call 
nome a fortnight agone. I met you and asked you to go and sea* 
old Perryman, because he was ill and would take it very kind 
n you. You said, ‘Why don’t you go, Dick?’ And I said, 

‘ Because my way of thought ban’t his, and I can’t bleat about 
the golden streets and an eternity of happiness— not believing in 
any of that pantomime.’ You shrugged your shoulders and said, 

‘ I’ll go if I remember it.’ Then I said, ‘ Don’t fear that, Dodd. 
Us always remember the unpleasant things. A well -trained 
conscience looks to that. You won’t forget it.’ Did you forget 
it?” 

Wolferstan’s face fell. 

“No,” he said. “To be honest with you, I did not forget it.” 

“ Did you go ? ” 

“ No, I didn’t.” 

“There you are in a nutshell,” said Dicky mildly. “Forgive 
me, Dodd — ban’t no business of mine ; but you challenged it in 
a manner of speaking. As for me, I’m always open to hearing 
the truth about myself. There’s nought so interesting — and 
nought so nasty most times.” 

“You blame me for wanting to preach; but ’tis what you’re 
always doing in your bitter way. However, I’m not one to flinch 
at the truth or to quarrel with it. How’s Ned Perryman now ? ” 

“ My father was along with him last Tuesday and found him 
better — sitting up. Didn’t you, my old dear ? ” 

The younger Barkell shouted the last question, but it did not 
waken his parent, who slept in a high chair by the fire. So 
Dicky flung ‘ The Service of Man ’ at Abner and prodded him in 
his stomach. 

Whereupon the ancient arose with a start and then groaned, 
for his action had provoked a stab of rheumatism. 

“What’s doing? — What’s doing? You, Mr. Wolferstan — 
Portreeve no more — lifted to higher things without a doubt.” 
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“The question is— Perryman,” interrupted Dicky. “I tell 
Dodd the old chap was sitting by the fire on Tuesday when you 
called.” 

“ So he was, and us had a tell about the hereafter, an* I vexed 
un cruel as usual — being all against flesh and blood there, while 
he cleaves to his carcass and swears as he’d not know hisself 
without it. But, whether or no, he was to bide indoors till 
Doctor’s round again this week.” 

Wolferstan rose. 

“ What d’you call it from here to his place ? ” 

“ A matter of four mile over the Moor an’ six by the road.” 

“Then I’m off,” said the visitor; “ an’ when Ilet comes for me, 
which she be going to do on the way back from Mrs. Pierce’s, 
tell her as I shan’t be home afore supper, because I’m reminded 
of a visit I ought to have paid long ago.” 

He departed, and Dicky rose and picked up his book. 

“Off to cheer up Ned, be he?” asked Abner. 

“Yes; an’ now he’ll get the credit of a proper deed ; whereas, 
if there was any honesty wi’ the recorders, it did ought to go to 
me,” answered his son. 

A thin murmur fell on their ears, and Abner, long trained to 
it, rose and stretched for his hat. He was as skilled in the music 
of the viaduct as a physician in the discords and harmonies of 
the human heart. He knew the sounds of the storm and of the 
various light or heavy, slow or swift trains that played upon that 
mighty harp of steel. 

“There’s the mid-day from Lunnon,” he said, and crept out to 
see it pass. 



CHAPTER III 


THE BLUE ROSETTE 

T HE great day of the Okehampton Agricultural Show had 
come again, and fair skies shone upon it. Beyond the 
town northward, in the glades of a park, the exhibition was 
held ; and now crowds from outlying villages and the railway 
station climbed up leafy lanes to the entrance. Under the 
shadow of the trees, poor, armless, legless human ruins crawled 
or sat, like maimed flies, while the people dropped occasional 
pennies into their hands. A stump of a man, supported on a 
little trolley with four wheels, played a concertina. Masses of 
many-coloured holiday attires crowded at the entrance. The 
bright blue, pink and white dresses of the girls ; the black coats 
and hats of the gaffers ; the hot violets and reds of the matrons, 
their flaming bonnets and feathers ; the strong, serious, gaitered 
red and brown men in their market clothes — all swept along 
together, converged at the gate, then scattered over the grounds 
within. 

The hackneys had covered stands, as befitted their dignity ; 
the cart-horses were drawn up under a hedge, and their mighty 
flanks presented a glistening series of rotundities in grey and 
black, chestnut and brown. Their manes and tails were tied and 
plaited with bright braid. Beside one indifferent giant, who wore 
the blue badge of victory on his enormous chest, stood the 
owner — a little, round-faced, sandy-whiskered man, whose coun- 
tenance shone with pride. 

The ring was set in the midst, and the show, with its tents 
and grand stand, stalls and booths, spread snugly round about. 
Flags waved ; a militia band blared at intervals ; the throb and 
grunting of a thrasher persisted, and steam puffed upward from 
it. Agricultural implements, painted crudely in dazzling scarlet, 
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yellow and blue, with strange arms and claws of wood and steel, 
glared barbaric in the sunshine and killed the first faint warmth 
of autumn that already mellowed the dark green of the forests. 
The church was not far distant, and a ring of bells added their 
music to the hour. 

Along the stalls the clearly defined odours of horses, oxen and 
sheep passed into each other. Over the kine a fragrance hung, 
and the gentle-eyed, straight-backed cows gazed mildly upon 
Jjjeir admirers. Here too were little red calves, bright in the 
coat as a new-fallen chestnut, and noble bulls whose mighty 
breathing and majestic mien suggested knowledge of their 
paternal fame. One little bull, five months old, stood beside 
his father — a huge veteran with a front like Jove, a chest like 
a battering-ram, hoofs that began to turn upward like Turkish 
slippers, and a ring in his nose. The infant bull was a perfect 
miniature of his enormous sire, and already, albeit a baby, dis- 
played the lordly air of invincible courage and command, the 
grand neck, curly forehead, and stern, sulky eyes of an entire 
animal. There was a suggestion of weight, power and imperious 
will about him that lacked from the humble, cow-shaped steers 
ranged next in their class. 

A strange human figure sat beside the great bull. He was 
in command of it, and the monster represented his life. One 
eye of this old man drooped, his mouth was always opened, and 
his mind was feeble save where the bull was concerned. The 
labourer lived for it, and had no other duty save to attend upon 
this short-tempered but valuable brute. The bull and its business 
formed the whole matter of his existence, and he alone had 
power to control it. 

The mares with foal at foot attracted very general admiration, 
and some said that Orlando Slanning ought to have won, with 
a lovely mother and daughter ; but the judges thought otherwise, 
and Orlando, who bustled about with the insignia of stewardship, 
was hot and annoyed at his reverse. 

His wife and mother-in-law went together through the tents ; 
but Mr. Horn showed not much interest in agriculture and con- 
fined his attention to the cattle. 

The shadow of the awnings fell pleasantly and their subdued 
light was grateful after the outer glare. But the heat and crowd 
within made visitors hasten round and feel not sorry to escape 
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again. Mighty vegetables awaited enthusiasm. Here were leeks 
like church candles, lettuces as great as cabbages, cabbages with 
wonderful purple hearts, as big as bushes. The magnitude of the 
spring onions was only forgotten before the immense proportions 
of the winter ^orts. The turnips were larger still, and their deli- 
cate green faded deliciously into the pure white of their bodies. 
The carrots and parsnips were spires of red gold and pale gold ; 
among the French beans the prLi went to quality rather than 
size. Some monsters above a foot long were unrewarded ; for 
the winners proved of medium size, with shapely pod and delicate 
texture. 

Mrs. Slanning was interested in potatoes. Here they lay, 
bursting their silvery skins with fatness, and in all shades of 
colour, from palest brown to purple. Light played on their silky 
coats and their skins were delicate and transparent as the white 
hand of a girl. 

Then came fruit and made a fragrance and a great splash of 
wonderful colour. Red apples, mellow pears, plums yellow and 
blue, grapes black and white, green figs, tomatoes, melons, 
peaches, nectarines and autumn leaves furnished a dazzling, 
glowing harmony in all the season’s rich wealth of scarlet and 
gold, russet and purple, orange and lemon. 

Wolferstan took his wife and Henny Pierce round the tents. 
As Secretary of the Show he was exceedingly busy ; and presently 
he meant to drive his horse ‘ Rover 7 in the driving class ; there- 
fore his leisure was limited. But he enjoyed this part of the 
day’s work best, and, as an expert, spent some time with the bee 
products, though he had ceased to show honey himself. 

But first came the cream-bowls, each under its thin, corn-coloured 
crust, and the butter followed. Then the honey appeared in jars 
and sections. The jars showed the three recognized honey- 
colours of amber, tortoiseshell, and the medium tint between. 
A pale honey won first prize, and in the section class Mrs. Horn 
was victorious. From her hives at Bowden came plump and 
lovely comb, well filled to the edge, with just a rich glint of 
golden light showing through the translucent wax. 

The band played merry measures ; the people buzzed round 
the show ring, as class after class came forth for judgment ; the 
beer tent was never empty. Victors took vanquished there : big 
holes were made in the modest money prizes ; various utterances 
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of praise or censure, according to the point of viewi were directed 
against the judges and their awards. 

Large interest centred in the driving competition, and most of 
those who knew him, hoped that Wolferstan would win the 
Okehampton Union Silver Challenge Cup outright. ‘Rover’ had 
two victories to his credit, and only required one more to secure 
the trophy permanently. 

After luncheon the trials in this class began, and Ilet stood 
and watched her husband harness his horse. Dodd felt hopeful, 
but a circumstance tended much to mystify him, and he called 
his wife’s attention to the official catalogue. 

After preliminary announcements and mention that the cup 
offered for the driving class was at present in possession of 
Mr. D. Wolferstan, there came the list of competitors. 

44 I know something about all of them,” said Dodd — “ all but 
the last.” 

Ilet read : “ Mrs. Orlando Slanning. Chestnut Mare, 4 Flying 
Fox’, six years.” 

44 Something new ? ” she asked. 

“ Quite — so far as I know.” 

He inquired of another competitor, who was just harnessing 
his horse, and the man answered that he also had never heard of 
4 Flying Fox \ 

44 If she comes from ‘ Slanning’s ’twill be all right, no doubt,” 
he added ; 44 but she must be something out of the common to 
beat your 4 Rover 7* 

44 She’ll drive herself, I reckon,” said Dodd. 

44 Female like: ’tis to show herself more than the hoss, I 
dare say,” said the other. 

Presently Wolferstan spoke to his wife again. 

44 1 wish she hadn’t entered, all the same — not for this competi- 
tion. I’m pretty safe with 4 Rover and it’s a pity.” 

44 Could you drop out ? ” 

44 4 Drop out ’ ! Not likely now. The cup is mine if I win 
to-day. And the horse better than ever he was.” He patted his 
steed— a useful, iron-grey gelding of fourteen hands. ‘Rover* 
had some good blood in him and enjoyed an honourable local 
reputation. He looked exceedingly well and his coat shone. 

44 Mr. Toms reckons to beat you with his 4 Elastic Mary’,” said 
Ilet. 44 She’ve come on a lot since last year.” 
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“ Not he ! She’s ail right, and she has come on ; but she can’t 
live with 1 Rover Now ’tis time.” 

Ilet held the horse’s head ; then Dodd jumped into a neat trap, 
took the reins and joined the row of dog-carts entering the ring. 

In the arena all eyes rounded to reverence before the spectacle 
of two little dapper, clean-shaved and biight-eyed mer.. One 
was clad in grey; the other in light brown. Both were gaiters, 
white stocks and hard, flat brimmed hats of approved horsy 
pattern that matched their clothes ; both were the incarnation of 
smartness, keenness and equine know 1 edge. Their fame extended 
beyond the west, and one came from Cornwall, the other from 
Devon. They were the judges of the hunters and hacks. Their 
eyes penetrated the horses. They saw more than any other two 
pairs of eyes on the ground. They seldom differed for a moment. 
From walk to trot, from trot to gallop, the classes went; and 
they followed every movement. Then they themselves would 
solemnly mount ; and the stirrups usually had to be taken up for 
them, because they were very short. To see them on horseback 
was most instructive ; they appeared more at home there than on 
foot. Having themselves trotted and galloped, they would 
dismount, feel down fore-legs, touch heaving flanks, and some- 
times order saddles off that they might the better judge. They 
were always cheerful and smiling. They worked exceedingly hard, 
and not a sportsman present would have doubted the justice of 
their verdicts. But men are not always sportsmen under the 
strain of disappointment. An irate owner of a big bay who got 
second prize but felt himself sure of first in the open competition 
for hunters, flung down his red rosette and rode off, uttering 
loud protest. Some laughed, some hissed his temper. The judges 
were not perturbed. Already their eyes were fixed on the next 
class as it filed into the ring. They were both breeders; both 
lived on their knowledge and understanding of the horse. Nor 
did they lack humour. Sometimes, always smiling, they asked a 
competitor who showed much daylight to ‘ get a little nearer his 
hoss ’ : sometimes they exchanged professional asides which con- 
vulsed with merriment those privileged to hear them. Nerve 
and good temper especially belonged to them ; they exercised 
their knowledge to the full, took infinite pains to be just, and so 
upheld their reputation as men of high repute in hack and hunter 
circles. 
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Now came jingling of buckles, dull jolting of wheels over the 
turf, and thud of hoofs. Eight traps revolved round the judges ; 
eight drivers performed to the best of their powers. The com- 
petitors were already on the move when Mrs. Slanning appeared, 
and Dodd, at the other side of the ring, heard a shout of 
applause. Primrose drove a much more stylish vehicle than any 
other now in the ring. It was light and lofty, and of perfect 
make. The impassive driver in tailor-made tweeds, the bright 
chestnut horse and the trap with wheels that glittered like 
gossamers as they turned, made a fair picture and awoke enthusi- 
astic criticism. Orlando listened to various congratulations and 
the judges were alert, for this was to be no walk over for the 
familiar * Rover \ Indeed, that good iron-grey did not shine 
by contrast with the new competitor. From the rest he held 
his own handsomely and must have beaten them, as Dodd 
believed ; but ‘ Flying Fox 1 was a great mare and did honour to 
famous parents. With the new cart behind her and the lovely 
woman driving, she made a very beautiful picture, stepped like a 
machine, so that her feet scarcely seemed to touch the ground, 
and proved herself faster, fairer to see, grander of action than 
anything in the ring. She was a better mover and more sym- 
metrical than the gelding. 

Wolferstan looked up as ‘ Flying Fox ’ passed ‘ Rover ’, and a 
glance told him the truth. He was going at his best pace and 
his horse doing all that it could do ; but the mare slipped past 
like a sunbeam and he knew that she had won. He stopped 
at the grand stand and drew up in line with the other competi- 
tors. It was an admission of defeat ; but for once in a way no 
possibility of doubt existed. The crowd had already anticipated 
the verdict. 

The gallant little judges bowed, took off their hats to Primrose, 
and congratulated her on her steed. They knew all about 
1 Flying Fox 9 and her parents. Then they spoke amiably to 
Wolferstan, and expressed a sportsmanlike regret that he had not 
brought off the cup. Amid cheers Orlando, in the capacity of 
steward, carried his wife the blue rosette, while another official 
handed a red favour to Wolferstan. Once, with heightened 
colour and a brief smile, the winner drove round the ring ; then 
she vanished. 4 Rover ’ also, according to etiquette, trotted round 
as winner of second place ; but there were no eyes for him, and 
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Wolferstan was glad, for his face could not hide the disappoint- 
ment of his heart. 

Soon Dodd had returned to the secretary’s tent ; and there the 
owner of another horse condoled with him. 

“ Yet I can’t say I’m sorry altogether,” he added, “ for, to tell 
you the truth, the Union will be glad the cup’s not won out- 
right.” 

The trophy in question stood o; . a pedestal at hand \ and now 
Slanning entered with his wife and some friends to see it 
Primrose kept her back to the secretary’s table and none paid 
any attention to Wolferstan, but gathered round the prize. It 
was of silver and stood eighteen inches high. The art of the 
thing belonged to a mean and garish order. A wreath sur- 
rounded the bas-relief of a trotting pony. A list of winners’ 
names was inscribed upon it, and Wolferstan’s had twice been 
cut there. 

“ How hideous it is,” said Mrs. Slanning. “ What shall I do 
with it? Tis too ugly for anything.” 

“ Oh, you can hide it in some corner,” suggested a friend. 

Then Primrose whispered a word to her husband, who turned 
to Wolferstan. 

“ Will you let it be known that ‘ Flying Fox ’ is for sale, please, 
Mr. Secretary?” he said. 

“ For sale ? Yes ; it shall be put down in the report.” 

“ For sale i ” cried Mrs. Horn. “ You don’t mean you’re going 
to get rid of the best horse in the show, Primrose ! ” 

“I don’t like her, mother,” she said coldly. “ She’s good 
enough, but — I’m tired of her.” 

“ You’ve only had her three months ! ” 

“She’s for sale, however.” Then Primrose turned to her 
husband. 

“ You’ll bring that atrocity home with you ? ” she said. 

“The cup — yes.” 

A moment more and she had left the tent with her friends. 

That night, after dark, Ilet and Dodd, from their home on the 
hill, looked down into Okehampton and heard the fun of the fair 
wafted up to them across darkness. The folk shouted and sang, 
the lights glittered and twinkled, steam ‘ roundabouts ’ whirled and 
their music brayed. 
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“ I'm glad of it,” said Ilet. “ I’m right glad she won and you 
was second. What’s the beautiful cup to us ? Nought compared 
with her friendship. This may be the first step.” 

“ The first step — yes,” he said ; “ but how to friendship ? This 
was done on purpose to knock me out of the cup. It was planned 
against me with forethought.” 

“ Don’t think that,” she begged. “ ’Twas all in the honest way 
of horse against horse in open competition.” 

“Then why for did she sell ‘Flying Fox’ the next minute? 
One of the judges bought it on the spot the moment he heard 
’twas for sale.” 

“ She’s rich now, and you know what whims us all have. Try 
to think ’twas plain dealing, Dodd, till you know different; or 
better still, go your way and don’t think about it at all.” 

“That’s the best advice,” he said. 



CHAPTER IV 


THE MEETING 

T HE land that Wolferstan had rented in the valley promised 
well, and already, without unreasonable hopefulness, he 
looked forward and counted his gains. The passage of six months 
and the return of another summer brought fine crops to reward 
him, and his peas, as he foretold, were the first in the local 
markets. 

The ground extended on the north side of the river beneath the 
ruins of Okehampton Castle and beyond. It sloped southerly and 
was snugly hemmed in to the north and east. Westerly of his 
limits, lay a long and level tract of heath and furze where targets 
for rifle practice stood. The place was a good distance from his 
home, hut neither Dodd nor I let made much of the hill between 
and after a long day on the earth below, he was always glad to 
climb aloft to the more open and invigorating site of his house. 

Of the Slannings Wolferstan saw no more after the Agricultural 
Show. At Christmas Orlando’s father died, and his mother left 
the mill and took a house at Tavistock. Then Primrose and her 
husband went into residence ; and predictions were not verified, 
for the new master of ‘ Slanning’s ’ settled very steadily to work 
and carried on his business after the tradition of sensible ancestors. 

Orlando and his wife both rode to hounds and were usually 
seen at any local festivity ; but none spoke ill of them. They 
were popular and generous. 

When his workmen’s club was inaugurated, Wolferstan had 
ventured on a letter to the young miller. He set out the ad- 
vantages of the institution and begged for a subscription. But 
his letter received no answer and he knew that the Slannings 
were still his enemies. 

The fact galled him, and friendly responses to his appeal from 
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other quarters did not serve to lessen his irritation. Ilet herself 
could not do so. He mourned the position and troubled how to 
retrieve it. That Slanning now stood high in public esteem was 
also to his innermost heart a wrong. He did not resent it ; but 
he could not understand it. 

Abner Barkell and his son came to Sunday dinner at Wolfer- 
stan’s, and the theme formed matter for comment. 

“Full of mystery the world is,” said Dodd. “Who would 
have thought now that man — so wild and silly as he was — shou’d 
have risen to the occasion when his father died, and suddenly 
developed such sense — eh ? ” 

“ It's his wife — not him,” said Ilet, and Mr. Barkell the elder 
nodded. 

“Not a doubt of it. Tis often the saving act of a fool to 
take a sensible woman. Her head is responsible for everything. 
A chap don’t suddenly begin to do the wise thing after he’s been 
used for five an’ twenty years to do the foolish, without a sudden 
tight hand on the reins. Why, to see him in church o’ Sundays 
at Bridgetstowe — always a black coat now, they tell me. And 
takes the dish round just as seemly as ever you did, Dodd.” 

“ His wife, of course.” 

“ Still fond of soldiering, however,” said Ilet. “ I seed his 
name wi’ Captain afore it not long since.” 

“But no childer yet. That’s his thorn, you may bet your 
life,” said Abner. 

“Maybe she’s not cut out for a mother,” declared Dicky. 
“They don’t all like ’em.” 

Abner laughed. 

“Then she’ll resist ’em without a doubt. Her will’s law at 
1 Slanning’s ’, an’ she won’t let child-bearing interfere with horse- 
manship — such a great one for sport as her.” 

“ ’Tis to do her husband a wrong, however,” argued Dodd. 

“As to that,” answered Dicky, who loved such problems, 
“ you open a big question. Women s a right to be heard in that 
matter. Us oughtn’t to force mothership on ’em, if they’m 
against it.” 

“Stuff!” answered Abner. “No woman’s a right to deny 
fathership to her husband. Chaps like you would take every- 
thing out of the hands 0’ God an’ leave Him nought to do but 
watch you running the whole earth. An’ a proper hell of a mess 
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you’d leave for the next generation — if there was any next 
generation at all after your muddling. Childer be the Lord's 
affair, an' you’ve no right at all to interfere with it. Tis our 
job to sow the seed, and His Almighty business to order the 
crops.” 

“ Hark to him ! ” said Dicky. 

“ He's right,” answered Dodd. “ 'Tis every man's work to be 
fruitful an' multiply, Dick — 4 hough you shirk your duty so 
terrible.” 

“ What's the sense of plunging into n job you know you'm not 
fiited for?” asked Richard. “ Whais the use of turning a good 
bachelor into a bad father?” 

“ You'd banish all fight and battle and difficulty out of life, if 
you could. 'Tis little better than cowardice in you to live the life 
you do.” 

“That's what I've told him these ten years,” said Dicky's 
father. “ Life would be a paltry business if every man sheltered 
himself behind the single state.” 

“To pi»t it on a higher plane,” said Dodd, “how are you going 
to get ripe for usefulness in the next world, if you hide away in 
this one an' never let the fire of trial and trouble ripen you? ” 

The signalman looked at him curiously, but did not answer. 
He was reflecting on Wolferstan’s own life. 

“ Discipline,” continued Dodd — “ surely the discipline of the 
world is vital. The discipline of pain, and of grief, and of fail- 
ure — that’s the worst discipline of all.” 

“There's one worse,” said Dicky, “the discipline of hearing a 
well-meaning man preaching.” 

He laughed, but nobody else did. Then he grew serious. 

“ If you want to talk about lofty things, I'm your man ; but us 
never start from the same standpoint and us never agree. You 
say the world's run right and nought happens that ban’t planned 
and provided for. I say the world's a wdter of chance and 
luck, and it won’t work smoother and fairer till mankind grow 
wiser.” 

“You’d rule out all difficulty and risk, and make this world 
heaven. Don’t we want training to make men of us ? Don't we 
want the threat of the Eternal Anger to keep us right? Ban't 
we children all, an' why should the Heavenly Father spare the rod 
more than the earthly father should ? Trial and temptation are 
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part of the Heavenly wisdom. We call for a deal of bracing 
here, Dick, afore we are strong enough for the work of the next 
world ; be sure of that,” declared Dodd. 

“I say nought against that,” answered the other. “Brace us 
an* harden us by all means. But look at it. Does a father teach 
his child to swim in a sea full of sharks? Does a mother let 
her little one take his first walking lessons on a level crossing ? 
Failure be good enough training, as you said just now ; 'tis the 
highest form of discipline, I grant, and makes for manliness and 
patience and charity. But look at the penalty your great God puts 
on /ailure. Must we risk hell to get to heaven ? Be the price of 
failure in the earthly race to be eternal damnation ? 'Tis foolery 
to talk so. Couldn't He hit on no happier device to make us ripe 
for glory than perdition ? Do you think 'twas a God's idea to set 
hell, like a man-trap, at the gate of heaven ? Every man's born 
sinless — you’ll grant that, I suppose. Then why don’t your 
loving God keep him so?” 

“ No man is tempted of God,” answered Dodd. 

“ Then why do He let the Devil tempt us ? It comes back to 
His deliberate work, if He's all-powerful. But if there’s to be 
hell, you’ve got to drop your Almighty, for almighty He's not 
while one soul's lost — mind that.” 

“ Hell ban’t what it was,” answered Wolferstan. “ There's a 
good deal of attention been paid to that subject by learned men 
lately, and new translations of the Scriptures have thrown a lot of 
light on the matter. There's not the old reason for mankind to 
fear, I believe.” 

Abner fired up at this. 

“You mind what you're about, Dodd,” he said. “Them as 
play with hell fire in this world may be the first to feel the bite of 
it in the next. Mind you don't wake up after death to a very 
painful astonishment. 'Tis about the worst use for an idle man 
as ever I heard tell of : to get playing with the Book, and a sure 
sign that Satan’s busy as ever he was. Any fool can see his game. 
Once he gets the world to think there’s no such country as hell, 
an' the place will be full. Let every man stick to hell as don’t 
want to go there : that's my advice.” 

The old man had become very excited. He spat into the fire 
and lighted his pipe again. 

“ From my point of view,” said Dicky, “ 'tis good news to hear 
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they are knocking the stuffing out of the place. All the same, us 
freethinkers would rather like to know how much of the Bible's 
going to be left when they learned men have done with it. I 
suppose the parsons will keep enough to earn their living by. But 
if they let much more of it slip through their fingers, the world 
will wake up some fine day and ask the black-coats what they be 
there for, and tell 'em it's got a better use for the millions of money 
they draw." 

“ I don’t like to hear you talk so lightly," rejoined Wolferstan. 
“ Religion is food and drink to Ilet and me ; and well you know it.” 

“Then I'm sorry I spoke," answered the railway-man. “An' I 
hope your particular brand will last out your time, Dodd.” 

“You'll come to know better yourself yet, Richard,” replied 
Wolferstan, “ if you only look at it with an open mind.” 

“ Perhaps I shall.” 

“ All the same, an open mind’s a silly mind, so far as I can see,” 
said Ilet. “ What's the use of shifting to every wind that blows ? 
As parson says in nearly every sermon he preaches, where will you 
get anything better or more comforting, or more like to help you 
in the hard trials of life ? ” 

“Let Dicky face some of the hard trials," declared Dodd, 
“then he'll come to see he wants help in them, like the rest of us. 
His foggy ideas won’t be any use then." 

Mr. Barkell the elder heaved a great sigh. 

“ If I thought thicky boy would ever be led up to marriage and 
Christianity, I'd give five pounds," he said, “ an’ gladly go without 
all that money means.” 

“ Thank you, father,” answered Dicky. “You're a good old 
simple soul, an' a credit to all you believe, I will say. And you 
can mind this, when you’m gloomy about me an' my reckless ways : 
that so long as your God's all powerful, I'm as safe as the best of 
us. Granted the great Workman up aloft, then surely we be all 
useful tools to His hand and all fit for some piece of work. If 
He's there, He uses all of us to our proper tasks. Every tool 
don’t want a sharp edge, remember." 

They went into Okehampton presently, drank tea with the 
mother of John and Thomas Ball, then walked through the 
valley and visited Dodd's vegetable ground. 

Old Barkell waded about among the green stuff cheerfully, and 
praised everything, but reserved his highest enthusiasm for the 
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ingredients of salads. In his head he puzzled how to put a hint 
tactfully and solved the problem with success. 

“ My, what cos lettuces ! Never seed the like. ’Tis a master- 
piece of gardening. An' the spring onions also. They’ll 
gladden many a rheumatic heart, Dodd, and add life to the 
blood of them as crunches their teeth on ’em.” 

“Never heard that lettuce was good for rheumatics,” said 
Wolferstan. But already his hand went to his waistcoat pocket 
for a penknife. 

“My dear soul, ’tis better than any doctor’s trade. Green 
stuff, straight from the earth, do calm my pangs something 
wonderful. Won’t grow up-along in our garden ; but Dicky will 
tell you I'm a regular rabbit at it when I get the chance — ban’t I, 
my son ? ” 

“Why don’t you ask outright an’ have done with it?” said 
Richard. 

“ What a chap ! Where’s your manners to ? ” answered Abner. 
“I wouldn’t demean myself, I’m sure. Such stuff han’t for us; 
but I dare say if Dodd have got a little scrubby old root or two 
as the slugs have spoiled, he’ll be so kind . . . No — no — not them 
prize specimens ! Ban’t fair to your family, Dodd. They’m 
worth twopence apiece, if not more.” 

“ You’re very welcome,” said the grower. “ An’ glad I’ll be to 
think they do you good.” 

Abner wagged his head. 

“ A proper neighbour ! ” he said. “ My mouth’s watering to be 
on to ’em a’ready. Makes me leery to look at ’em.” 

He took out his handkerchief and tied up three large lettuces. 
Then he handed them to Dicky. 

They walked beside the river presently, for Dodd and his wife 
were going to see Mrs. Pierce and bring Ilet’s child back. 
As often as they would let her, the old woman took charge of 
little Henny from Saturday till Monday, so that Dodd might 
carry Ilet for some outing at the week end. 

As they went, there passed them suddenly the Slannings. 
The road by the stream was narrow and all moved shoulder to 
shoulder for a moment. Then Orlando and his wife walked for- 
ward toward Okehampton. He whistled when fifty yards away, 
and a big spaniel broke from a brake by the water, shook his 
coat, and paddled after his master 
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Abner deliberately stood still and eyed the Slannings with 
unaffected interest The rest of the party fell upon a few 
moments of silence after they had got out of earshot. 

“Come on, father, can’t e? What are you staring at?” said 
Dicky sharply. 

The old man beamed. 

44 At a damn fine woman, Dick. To think of that — just after 
we’d been telling about ’em ! My, those pretty women — what 
an air goeth with ’em ! ’Tis just nature in ’em calling all the 
world to look an’ admire.” 

44 She wears wonderfully, to be sure,” said Ilet. 44 For my part 
I never seed such a beautiful creature afore — even in a picture.” 

“The ’aughty chin of her!” murmured old Barkell. “Did 
you mark how she flirteth her hind clothes like a wag-tail? 
She’m a lovely piece, an’ hath lovely garments, without a 
doubt.” 

44 Shame upon you, father,” said Dicky. 

“Don’t care who hears me say so,” answered the veteran. 
“We old sparks know a thing or two; an’ for my part I hope 
a fine female will always cheer my heart when my eyes fall upon 
her ! Why for not ? As for childer, ’twill be a wrong to the race 
if she withholds ’em — a comely an' a roomy woman as ever 
gladdened the heart of man,” 

His weak eyes twinkled. But a great silence fell on the rest 
of the company, and when Ilet began to talk to Richard of 
indifferent matters, Dodd still remained buried in his own 
thoughts. His wife stole a glance at him from time to time, yet 
did not speak to him, for she saw that darkness was upon his 
spirit. 

The Slannings had passed him as if he were dust. He felt in- 
sensibly the difference of their orders. As a bachelor he was 
Primrose Horn’s equal and behaved as such. As a married man 
it seemed that he was not. What had happened to cause this 
difference? He felt it, but could not define it. This man 
ground corn for his living; and he, for his living, grew roots. 
Wherein did one calling stand socially higher than the other? 
Examined critically, he brought the difference down to financial 
details ; but he knew that they were paltry details and unworthy 
of a man’s thought. Yet he dwelt upon them. Their very 
smallness comforted him. 
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The gulf of enmity fixed between him and Primrose Slanning 
did not trouble him at this season. He hoped that some day 
something might happen to bridge it, and enable the families at 
least to meet 'with outward amity ; but on this Sunday walk the 
subtle sense of social inferiority struck him as a greater thing. 
He caught himself regretting his company. He wished that he 
had not given Mr. Barkell the lettuces, for their aspect, bulging 
out of the old man’s white Sunday handkerchief in Dicky’s 
hand, was homely. 

^Returning in the evening with Ilet and her child to his house, 
he spoke, and she knew at once that the remark was his comment 
on the meeting in the valley. 

“You must get a new gown for Sunday wear, Ilet. I don’t 
note these things and don’t care a button for ’em ; but I want 
you to look like — like the best of ’em, when we’re out walking 
together. I shall take up a paper for you — one of them women’s 
papers full of pictures. We mustn’t be above our equals in this 
matter. A pretty woman owes it to her state to have gay 
clothes.” 

His wife smiled under cover of the darkness. 

“ So I will then,” she said. “ Fine feathers make fine birds ; 
but I can never be as lovely as her, Dodd, and you mustn’t hope 
for it.” 

He uttered an exclamation of annoyance. 

“ What has she got to do with the matter ? She’s older than 
you, and there never was a spark of soul in her face that I could 
see. You are more beautiful by far. If you had worn her 
clothes ” 

“ No — no, Dodd, that’s nonsense, and ’tis silly of you to think 
such things. They keep three indoor servants at Slanning’s. 
One of ’em I know, and ” 

“Then you oughtn’t to,” he said. “And I’ll thank you not to 
know her, Ilet. We must draw the line somewhere. You want 
to help me, not hinder me, surely ? ” 

“ You know which I do.” 

“Yes, indeed. You’re my everything, Ilet.” 

“ Be frank always then,” she said. “ Don’t let any cloud come 
between us, because that would kill me. If I don’t please you, 
Dodd, tell me, and I’ll alter it — anything.” 
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" Please me ! I thank God for you every time I go on my 
knees,” he answered. 

“ I han’t worth that ; but such a faulty thing as I am, I’ve no 
thought other than you, Dodd, and no wish different to your 
wishes.” 

“ Tis my highest blessing to know it,” he answered. “ Nought 
can hurt us very deep so long as we’m one heart and soul.” 



CHAPTER V 


PATRIOTISM 

ANOTHER year passed and memory of bygone time began 
to dull for Dodd Wolferstan. He throve and was becoming 
a personality at Okehampton. But Bridgetstowe men claimed 
him and were proud of him and his doings. In after days he 
looked back to the dawn of the third year of his married life as 
among the brightest periods that he had known. Then it was 
that success begot indifference to everything but religion. 
Faith was now at its height with him, and he took no step 
without consulting, achieved no success without thanking, 
Providence. 

On a high summer day certain annual rifle competitions were 
being held at the ranges adjoining his land, and Dodd, weary of 
the eternal rattle of the guns and ringing noise of the bullets on 
the targets not a quarter of a mile from him, made haste to finish 
his work. There had been protests in local journals as to the 
narrow and restricted limits of the range, and Wolferstan was not 
the only man who hoped that the targets would soon be moved 
and a new site found for them upon the Moor. Squads of volun- 
teers and militiamen were always tramping past his ground, and, 
though he said no word, he suspected the latter of some annoying 
thefts. He had a row of young apple trees just coming to bear- 
ing, and their first crop of fine fruit disappeared mysteriously in a 
night. He was therefore hopeful that the military might be 
banished from the valley, and had even written a letter to the 
Okehampton journal indicating a very suitable tract of the Moor 
for rifle practice. 

It happened that firing ceased soon after Dodd left his market 
garden and then one or two mounted men in uniform and a lady, 
also on horseback, approached from the ranges. By the foremost 
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horseman walked a man. He was a shrewd, grey-eyed soul with 
some touch of prosperity about him ; and now he addressed the 
rider. 

‘*1 just watched Mr. Wolferstan go first; because, of course, 
there’s no call to trouble him or anybody for nothing. But 
business is business. Now, if you please to cast your eye across 
to them trees, in a line with the old ruins up over, you’ll see where 
my ground ends against the hi it” 

“ Under the high bank there ? ” 

“ Five hundred yards from where us be standing, or may be 
four-seventy. ’Tis a narrow strip, as you see, hemmed by the 
river, but flat as the back of your hand if his trees and bean-poles 
an’ stuff was taken off.” 

Orlando Slanning tmned back and spoke to one who rode 
beside his wife. 

“ Look here, Colonel ; here we are. The straight bit to the 
trees — simply an extension of the old range, if we move it to 
the right. Then you get all you want and more.” 

The soldier eyed the ground critically. 

“ It is so,” he said. “ But would it be safe ? ” 

“Absolutely. The high ground swells up immediately behind 
and makes a natural barrier. No bullet could go fifty yards 
beyond the targets unless a man fired into the air.” 

“ ’Tis a sort of hanging wood, your honour,” explained Dodd 
Wolferstan’s landlord. 

Then Primrose spoke. 

“The alternative is Dartmoor, and that has so many dis- 
advantages. Here the men can get upon the ranges in twenty 
minutes from the station.” 

The others agreed. 

“I must tell you there’s no question of renting, Captain 
Slanning,” said Mr. Thatcher, the owner. “ I covenanted accord- 
ing with Mr. Wolferstan. ’Tis clear between us that he has first 
refusal to rent and the right to hold on to the ground for four 
years more without increasing rent. But selling’s another matter. 
There’s nothing against me selling the ground. Of course ’tis 
valuable land. You see the tilth he’s got it in, and you know the 
wonders he does wi’ spring vegetables and such-like.” 

“ Government will go to the Duchy and rent a bit of the Moor 
cheap,” prophesied Slanning’s commanding officer. 
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“ But Government would be very glad if some public-spirited 
man secured this ground for the range ? ” asked Primrose. 

“Delighted, of course. The War Office would thank him. 
There have been some noble things done by private individuals 
since the cry for rifle ranges.” 

“Then look to me,” said Orlando. “Yes, my wife and I are 
one in this matter, and if experts agree this is just what is wanted, 
I — or rather we — will give it to the nation.” 

“ How is the law ? ” asked Primrose. 

“Well, I got Lawyer Newcombe to run over my deed last night,” 
answered Thatcher. “ He drawed it, and ’tis crystal clear, like 
all his writings. It stands thus : Mr. Wolferstan’s got the right to 
the land for four year more ; and, if I sell it, he must have first 
refusal of purchase.” 

Orlando’s face fell. 

“ But hang it, this is a national matter. He can’t stand up and 
insist on growing his rotten cabbages on ground that is wanted for 
the Service ? ” 

“Was any price ever mentioned for this land?” asked 
Primrose. 

Mr. Thatcher hesitated. The soldiers, realizing that delicate 
questions now asked for delicate answers, edged their horses away 
and went out of earshot. 

“ As to price — business is business,” said Mr. Thatcher. “ I 
doubt Dodd Wolferstan could buy it; but if ’twas a question 
of buying or going, he’d make an effort to borrow the money 
somehow.” 

“ What is it worth ? ” 

“ What ’twill fetch, ma’am.” 

“ Ah ! — I see. You are not going to be patriotic, Mr. Thatcher.” 

“ I don’t say that ! I don’t say that ! ” 

“ Suppose now, being a leading man at Okehampton and a keen 
old volunteer yourself, that you met my husband and shared the 
glory of handing this ground over to the National Rifle Associa- 
tion. Wouldn’t that be to your eternal credit ? ” 

Mr. Thatcher looked very sly. 

“Trust Farmer Horn’s darter to be a woman of business,” 
he said. 

“ Of course I am. Suppose now that you say the ground is 
worth two thousand pounds, and we offer you fifteen hundred 
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pounds, and you put five hundred pounds to it out of your own 
pocket? Then you are a patriot for evermore.” 

“ But if Wolferstan is to buy, then you would expect the whole 
of the money from him, for there's nothing patriotic in cabbages,” 
added Orlando. 

“ You can't well refuse,” continued Primrose quietly. “ Even 
if we offer the same as he does, you can't refuse, Mr. Thatcher. 
For that matter, when he hears me excellent purpose to which the 
land is to be put, perhaps Mr. Wolferstan will make no difficulty.” 

“ Don't you think that, ma'am ! Why, he's sunk a little fortune 
here. 'Tis his backbone like. He's getting out a catalogue come 
autumn, and going to advertise his seeds and roots. He’ve got 
a new cross onion called * Okehampton Castle ' that he's going to 
put on the market in a year's time. 'Twill be the very mischief 
for him to clear out. You’ve got him against you — be sure of 
that.” 

“ How unfortunate, poor man,” said Primrose. “ But, you see, 
straight shooting is more important than even a new onion. And 
Okehampton has such a name for patriotism. The past history of 
it is full of great deeds.” 

“ I'll visit him,” said Mr. Thatcher. “ I’ll have a tell about 
it this night. I shall give him first refusal, according to the 
documents ; but as to whether I'll have a hand in it — I'll say 
nothing.” 

“ Don’t know that I want you to — really,” answered Slanning. 
“For some things I’d rather do it single-handed. However, 
that can be looked into later. Let us hear what the gardener 
says as soon as possible.” 

Husband and wife rode off together, and Mr. Thatcher re- 
turned homeward. He had not the least intention of being 
patriotic. To him local or even national praise was tinkling 
brass and worthless. He merely desired to see whether Wolfer- 
stan or Slanning would pay most for his land ; and upon that 
question he felt little uncertainty. 

Slanning was now out with his corps, and overflowed with 
martial enthusiasm, as he did once a year when the period of 
training recurred. He rode part of the way home with his wife, 
and they discussed the pending enterprise from a private point 
of view. Such a purchase showed two aspects, and the idea had 
originated with Primrose and not her husband. 
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“It's a jolly big thing,” he said, “but all the same, if you 
really like it-— for your own reasons — so do I for mine. It would 
open people’s eyes. Why, Parliament has thanked public-spirited 
people for much less. ‘ Munificent gift ’, * patriotism ’, ‘ Imperial 
interests ’, and all that.” 

She nodded. 

“ It’s a frightful score off him too, Prim ; and the beauty of it 
is that he can’t say a word. All the same, he’ll see through it.” 

She laughed. 

“ It would be waste of money and thought if he didn’t. He’s 
getting such a big man now, that it’s worth beginning.” 

“ By God ! — talk about a spider being patient ! But suppose 
after all he doesn’t see the point? That would be an awful 
sell.” 

“ He’ll see the point, and feel it ; and the beauty of the 
arrangement is that nobody else can. The more he grumbles, 
the less people will sympathize with him. Only one other person 
is likely to be annoyed. That is my father. But we can’t 
help it.” 

“ He’s such a Little Englander. In figures I suppose it means 
about two thousand ? ” 

“Yes — or more, if necessary. Wolferstan can only borrow 
up to a point that would still leave him able to work the land at 
profit. He’s got nothing to borrow on, I imagine, except his 
produce.” 

u Well, we shall see how he shapes.” 

“ It will be rather a sharp surprise, for he’ll think all is over 
by this time. 1 know so well what is in his mind when he gives 
the past a thought.” 

“ What a brain you’ve got ! ” 

“ He thinks that the little reverse at Okehampton Show, when 
I took the cup, was my revenge ! He says to himself ‘ How like 
a woman to plot that and carry it through ! Now she’s comforted 
by the thought that she scored off me and took the cup I had as 
good as won.’ He thinks that was the end instead of the be- 
ginning. He’s had three years’ grace. Now we can lay on the 
hounds.” 

“ It’s a terrific revenge. You’ll take his ground and have done 
with him — eh ? ” 

“ You’re as bad as he is ! What a short memory you’ve got, 
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Orlando. Done with him ! Have we done with the fox when 
he breaks cover? I’m just picking up the reins ! ” 

“ Poor devil ! ” said Orlando. He knew a good deal more 
about Primrose now than when he married her ; but he loved her 
no less. She had immensely strengthenc d and fortified his own 
position. Happily for himself, he was of the sort that is good 
material for a stronger hand. He never ceased to be himself— 
impulsive, silly, vain, large-hearted ; but her skill evoked some 
new melody from the instrument. She brought out the best, 
concealed the worst, and found him a mail in every way well suited 
to her. Their tastes were much akin, and she could always keep 
him in a good temper. To preserve the fire of enmity burning in 
him against any human thing was more difficult ; but this also 
she accomplished, and Slftnning, to please her, when she had gone 
out of her way to please him, would still blaze out into spurious 
wrath about Dodd Wolferstan. Yet the prosperous world and his 
own easy fortune did much to make him gentle and large-hearted, 
so that sometimes Primrose felt that even her strength would not 
be equal to overcoming his inertia in all directions. Morally his 
code was lax, but to do anything unsportsmanlike instantly 
shocked him, and a proposal in that direction had certainly 
wakened the most stubborn resistance of which he was capable. 
This she knew, and was far too wise to inflict any unnecessary 
strain. But the time to strike grew ripe and the weapon was in 
her hand. Utmost deftness marked her choice. Twice, quite 
alone, she had visited Wolferstan’s nurseries and satisfied herself 
of their relation to the rifle-ranges. The event recorded was the 
result. As to price, she knew the exact financial position of her 
husband, and was aware that he might easily accomplish the sale 
without hurt to himself. The sum involved represented half of 
her own marriage jointure. 

Primrose left Orlando at the edge cf the camp on Bridget- 
stowe Common. He rode to his tent and she proceeded to 
4 Slanning’s,’ where the mill lay some miles distant, on the little 
river Lew. 

And that night Mr. Thatcher climbed up the tremendous hill 
behind Okehampton, and mopped his head and breathed awhile 
before entering the gate and knocking at the door of Dodd’s 
house. Ilet answered his summons and bade him welcome. 
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“ Hullo ! ” said Wolferstan. “ ’Tis Thatcher — eh ? What does 
he come for, I wonder ? Get the bottle of whisky, Ilet. I lay 
he’ll want a drink.” 

“ A thirsty climb,” confessed Mr. Thatcher. “ But us’ll leave 
the drink for a minute. I’m come on business, Wolferstan.” 

“ Ban’t quarter day yet.” 

“ No, an 1 that’s not the matter. No man ever paid his rent 
more regular than you. And a low rent too.” 

“That’s as may be, master. ’Twas a fair rent for the land 
three year ago ; but who have made the land what it is ? To 
charge me for improving your property might be a trick worthy 
of Duchy, but not worthy of you. Come, now, what’s amiss? Out 
with it.” 

“ Nothing — nothing at all — not from my point of view ; but 
there’s movements in the air. No place stands still — least of all 
this place. Never such a lot of changes as there be always going 
on here. First, how does it stand between us? ’Tis like this. 
If I’m wrong say so. Come Michaelmas, you’ve the right to hold 
my land up to four more year at the same rent.” 

“Yes; an’ of course I’m going to do it. When the seven 
year have run, if God wills, I shall be in a case to buy your land. 
That you’ll be glad to hear, I know.” 

“I always expected it; but how about things if somebody 
else wants my land sooner? Suppose I’ve had an offer for it 
this day?” 

“ That’s a startler. All the same, I get first refusal.” 

“For that reason I’m here. We’ve been very good friends, and 
long may we bide so. But business is business. To be plain, 
there’s parties want that land, Wolferstan, and I warn you they’m 
very much set upon it. The law says I can sell, and that the 
owner won’t be bound by my agreement with you. But, to protect 
you, it very properly gives you first refusal. I’m very sorry if it 
ain’t convenient to you to buy, but I can’t lose ready money for 
friendship. More would you.” 

Wolferstan was much perturbed. He called in Ilet from the 
kitchen and told her of the position. She also showed 
concern. 

“ Anything’s better than that, after all you ? ve done,” she said. 
“ We must strain every penny for certain. What be you going to 
ax for the land, Mr. Thatcher ? ” 
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44 Now we’m in the centre of the bush,” answered their visitor. 
“And I will have a spot out of the bottle, if ’tis the same to 
you.” 

Wolferstan helped him, watched him drink, and waited for him 
to speak. But his answer was indefinite. 

44 ’Tis a case in which there’s not much for me to say. Where 
land’s the matter ’tis not so much what a man axes as what he’s 
offered nowadays.” 

“ Valued at my rental, you ought to get fifteen hundred.” 

Mr. Thatcher laughed and snook his head. 

“And Okehampton growing by leaps and bounds? No, no! 
That’s a lot too low, Wolferstan. Even I — a man too open-handed 
for sense always — even I wouldn’t like to part under two thousand 
and upward. But, as I sny, ’tis the hunger of the parties settles 
the price. A bit of ground will often go a long way above open 
market value, by reason of a man’s whim or a woman’s fancy. 
I don’t say it will be so with me — no such luck. But them in 
question want the ground, and they be rich and very much in 
earnest.” 

“ For house-building ? ” asked Ilet. 

41 No, not that.” 

“ For gardening then ? ” 

44 Not that neither. Don’t ax me anything about it. I can’t 
divulge nought in fairness an’ justice. But there ’tis. I told 
’em you had first call on it and that I’d see you. So you’ve got 
to make a price. Then, if they go better, ’tis theirs : if they 
won’t go higher, ’tis yours.” 

44 I’d like to know the law about that,” declared Wolferstan. 
44 Why, perhaps they’ll only wait till they hear my price and 
then offer fifty more, and so beat me. Surely that wouldn’t be 
fair?” 

44 Why not ? ’Tis merely sale by auction. If you go over 
them after their bid, then they’ll have to bid again. I want 
to be all fair an’ above board as my nature is. If the land’s 
going to turn into a good thing for me — well — every dog has 
his day.” 

Silence fell between them and lasted for some moments. 
Mr. Thatcher finished his whisky and brought out his pipe. 

“Might I trouble you for a lucifer match, ma’am?” he said 
to Ilet. 



THE PORTREEVE 


256 

She brought him a box and he thanked her and hoped the 
little girl was doing well. 

“I seed her down-along wi’ you last week,” he said. "A 
proper little fairy, wi’ eyes like di’monds.” 

Ilet smiled and her heart was warm at the praise. Wolferstan 
worked at some figures. 

“If you can bide ten minutes, I’ll just go into it,” he said. 
“ I hate to have anything like this hanging over me. ’Tis a very 
serious business indeed from my point of view, and quite un- 
expected. I should have to borrow, and that’s a thing I hate. I 
must mortgage the land to get it at all. But have it I must. 
’Twould mean a very great loss to go out in six months now.” 

“I only hope you can go above them,” said Mr. Thatcher 
guardedly. The sentiment was a safe one from every point 
of view. 

“ Who be the parties ? ” asked Ilet. 

“I'm afraid I must name no names yet ; not at this stage 
of affairs. They’m set on the land ; and this I’ll say : they’ve 
got a very public-spirited idea in their heads, and Okehampton 
will be on their side — also the nation.” 

Dodd’s pen scratched along. His face was contracted and 
great anxiety sat upon it. 

At last he sat up and spoke. 

“ I’ll give you seventeen fifty for the land,” he said. 

“ No more — not even on compulsion ? ” 

“ Not a penny more. ’Twould be to cripple myself too much. 
I’ve got ideas as to the future, and they go beyond market 
gardening, as you know. My thought was when the seven years 
was out to buy and build. But, even allowing for improvement 
in land value, which is very uncertain, the place won’t be 
worth much more four years hence. Anyway that’s all I can do 
about it.” 

“ Suppose they say eighteen hundred ? ” 

“ Then they can have it at that.” 

Mr. Thatcher was disappointed. He had hoped that Wolferstan 
would offer two thousand, and that Slanning would therefore have 
to pay still more. 

“ You must take into account the ways and means of borrow- 
ing,” he said. “ I might help you there. I might even lend 
a bit myself on easy terms. You might, for instance, raise 
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two thousand cheaper from me than seventeen fifty from another 
party.” 

“ I don’t know nothing about that, and I won’t go into it, and 
I won’t borrow from you whether or no. That’s my figure, and 
if I’ve got to go, the sooner I know it thv better.” 

Mr. Thatcher perceived that his tenant was annoyed. He rose 
and expressed a very real regret. 

“Then I’m much afraid ’tis all up. Two thousand was the 
figure named by me to begin talking about, and since you won’t 
go better, I must see if they will. I’ve got my say in the matter 
too. I ban’t going to give the land away.” 

He departed, and Ilet and Dodd talked together into the small 
hours of another day. Every theory of this purchase that in- 
genuity could devise, they put forward ; and among others they 
hit the right one ; but those responsible for it they did not 
guess at. 



CHAPTER VI 
GOOD AND BAD 

N EXT Sunday Dodd and Ilet went to church that they 
might pray very earnestly about the cloud that had risen 
in their lives. Wolferstan lacked humour, and this want often 
argues erroneous perspective of outlook both upon mundane 
and spiritual matters. Now the man adopted his Master’s 
words, and not perceiving the ludicrous disparity of ideas, 
prayed that this cup might pass from him. In the same 
breath he declared to God that he was willing to drink it if 
necessary. 

Within ten minutes of leaving church, he found that he would 
have to do so. Mr. Thatcher met him under the avenues of All 
Saints on the hill, and, having made an apology for touching 
business upon the Lord’s Day, informed Wolferstan that ‘the 
parties ’ had offered two thousand, and that he did not feel 
justified in refusing. 

The younger man was in a resigned mood for the moment, 
and the motion of prayer remained with him. 

“If it’s got to be — it must be,” he said. “There’s motive 
behind it.” 

He spoke of his God’s motive, but Ilet misunderstood. 

“Of course. And I suppose Mr. Thatcher can tell us now 
what the motive is, and what’s to be done with that beautiful 
garden of yours?” 

The owner reflected. 

“ I should think I might — in confidence. Don’t name it, 
mind. The announcement must come from him, and he’s the 
sort as likes his trumpet to be heard. 'Tis to be bought for the 
nation ! ” 

258 
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“ The nation ! What do the nation want with that scrap of 
ground ? ” asked Wolferstan. 

“ For shooting. The warriors have cast their eyes upon it, and 
’tis discovered that if my land be thrown into the rifle range, 
’twill make it so good as any this side Exeter. Then everything 
will be vitty and us shan’t have no call to move the butts up- 
along.” 

“ The very thing we thought it might be ! ” exclaimed Ilet. 

“ Sir Thomas Carew, I suppose ? ” 

“ Not at all. That keen soldier, Capuin Slanning of Slanning’s. 
4 Okehampton have found the winner of the Queen’s Cup afore 
to-day ; and it shall again,’ he says to me. So he be going to 
purchase my ground, and no doubt his name will ring in the 
land come presently, when ’tis known. But mind you don’t 
say no word about it yet. Twould dim the glory if it leaked 
out.” 

Ilet stole a glance at Wolferstan. She understood the thought 
in his mind, and how much more the statement must mean than 
the speaker could guess. 

“Well, land’s land,” she said, “and there’s plenty to be 
got.” 

“Plenty — plenty. And time to turn round also. You can 
clear by inches. You’ll lose on winter planting, I’m afraid, 
unless you can get some new ground quick.” 

“Lose ! Lose enough — lose all the tons and tons of farmyard 
stuff I’ve put into your ground. The crops be nought. ’Tis 
what’s under ’em have cost the money. I wasn't one to eat the 
eyes out of the place, then give it back to you more naked than 
at first. I wasn’t . . . but ’tis gone, so all’s said.” 

“You must take it in a large spirit. You must look all round 
it, Mr. Wolferstan, if I may so say.” 

Dodd laughed without merriment. 

“ Yes, I look all round it,” he answered. 

Mr. Thatcher was glad to leave them, and presently husband 
and wife passed through the valley by their nursery garden on 
the way homeward. The same thought brooded in both their 
minds, and when Wolferstan spoke, his wife understood the 
allusion. 

“ To think she smelled that out ! What a power of waiting ! 
Or was it the idea woke up a sleeping wish ? Was it the chance 
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to hurt made her feel the will to hurt ? Or was the will always 
there — only wanting the chance ? ” 

“ We must think as we pray to think, Dodd. We must try to 
get charity into this, though ’tis cruel hard. Maybe ’twas but an 
accident and there’s no inner meaning. You know he’s a hot- 
headed young man. If he wants to make a stir and get well 
thought upon, why shouldn’t he? There may be no malice 
in it.” 

“’Tis good to hear you,” he said more gently. “For all I 
taught you to come to church, you’re bigger-hearted than me 
really. But I was terrible fretted to hear Thatcher; though, for 
that matter, I’ve felt somehow since first this came up that ’twas 
all over. It cuts so many ways, even if Slanning was straight and 
she had nought to do with it. ’Tis bad enough and a serious 
throw-back to my future plans ; but if she’s at bottom, then that 
makes it ten thousand times worse.” 

“ Take it for granted she’s not, and it don’t look so bad. And 
whether she be or no, what you said as we went down to church 
still holds.” 

“ What did I say?” 

“You was in one of your trustful, patient moods, when you’m 
at your strongest, my dear. You said, ‘ Whether it goes or 
remains, ’tis the will of my God.’ And ban’t that so still? 
Whether ’tis took for open high motives, or for secret wicked 
ones, the outlook is the same.” 

“ Not so,” he answered. “ In the one case ’tis the fortune of 
war ; in the other it means that I’ve still got an enemy as greedy 
and as patient as the grave. They’re rich and she has her will 
always. This might happen again.” 

“Afeard? That’s not like you. Ban’t right on your side? 
Granted the worst : that this is her thought and worked for spite. 
What then ? What’s the end of the wicked ? Whose will comes 
out top at the last? Trust your God. In the end ban’t the 
man that does the wrong punished — not the man that suffers it? 
*1 scorn them ! I pity them. Think what poison be in their 
hearts.” 

Her large views fortified him. 

“ Even such things I’ve said to you, and now my bread returns 
to me after many days,” he answered. “ I’ll not scorn them — I’ll 
not even blame them, I let. What’s the good of being a working 
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Christian if the works get out of gear at the first strain ? Fll go 
my way as I’ve gone it aforetime. I’ll put a brave face on this 
reverse and read it as a healthy lesson. I’ll not put one bad 
motive into them. Fll not think of her in the matter I’ll say 
that he has done a sensible thing with his money, and be among 
them to pat him on the back. What d’you think of that, 
Ilet ? ” 

“ Tis what I knew you’d come to, Dodd.” 

“I’ve always been slow f o think evil, and I always will be. 
There’ll happen good out of this. Tilings was going along so well 
— too well.” 

“ Things ought to go well when a man works like you work and 
has such a knack of pleasing people,” she declared. 

“ ’Tis a knack, as you say — a gift and, like all good gifts, from 
the same High Place. Here’s Mrs. Pierce an’ the little maid to 
meet us.” 

Old Henny happened to be staying with the Wolferstans for 
a month, to see how she liked it. In the event of her finding 
the life agreeable, it was understood that she would shortly come 
to live with them. 

“ You’m late,” she cried, “ so me an’ baaby corned to meet ’e. 
The potatoes will all fall abroad if us ban’t quick.” 

“ Land’s gone, mother,” said Wolferstan. 

“ Oh, dear i — what ill fortune ! 1 lay now you’ll never find 

nought to suit ’e near enough to home; then you’ll be off 
again.” 

“ Don’t think it. We stop here, and I hope you will also.” 

They discussed the situation during dinner, and afterwards 
husband and wife walked out together, and Mrs. Pierce made 
Abel’s little daughter read out of her Bible. This was daily 
Sunday work, and the child had to learn a few words at the same 
time. Little Henny struggled with the lon e words and asked 
many questions. She was nearly five years old now, and had 
proved a very intelligent child. 

Ilet walked with Dodd half way down the hill. He was going 
to his class. 

She said a great thing as they parted. 

“ Mind and come back to tea. The Barkells walk over and 
Jane Perryman very likely. And, Dodd — ’tis funny I should 
choose this minute, but I’ve put it off and off for fear I was 
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wrong ; and now I’ll tell you. What you’ve hoped for is going to 
happen. There’s a baby coming. That’s good news, I sup- 
pose, for this morning’s bad news, and it will make ’e cheerful 
company this evening, I hope. Say you’m glad — but well I 
know you are.” 

“ Really and truly?” 

“Not a doubt, Dodd.” 

“ Praise God — praise God for it ! I must put my arms round 
both of you ! Here, come over this stile a minute into the field. 
I could shout and dance for joy ! You clever woman ! Do ’e 
see how Heaven balances a man’s lot and don’t give him more 
good or evil than he can bear at one time? Kiss me! Oh, 
Ilet, my dear, how small this do make the t’other thing ! 
What’s the loss of the garden to the winning of this? Let 
me tell ’em, mind. If they come afore I get back, say nought 
till I do.” 

He rattled on and immense joy sounded in his voice and 
looked out of his eyes. His class had an easy lesson. He for- 
gave offences, laughed and jested, nearly told them that his wife 
was with child. 

Then he strode up the hill again and arrived very hot and very 
happy. This day should be all good henceforward, because the 
thing that he had much desired was at last to happen. He 
had already affirmed his mind to disappointment and given up 
hope as the years passed : now the immense incentive of family 
was destined to crown his work and strengthen his arm. He 
would look at Pierce’s daughter hungrily no more. There was 
coming one to build for ; one to leave a name for ; one who 
would be proud of his father and look to it that when the 
parent passed, the name of Dodd Wolferstan should not be 
forgotten. 

His friends were assembled, and even Mr. Perryman, now 
recovered from illness, had driven over with his grand-daughter. 
But Dodd did not go first to them. He hurried up to his bed- 
room, washed his hot face, brushed his hair and then knelt down 
and thanked God with heartfelt fervour. 

When he came among them, he delayed but a short time 
before proclaiming his great secret. 

The matter of his garden he did not mention immediately, but 
presently lint broke the news and all expressed a lively interest. 
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Sorrow for Wolferstan was a little lost in excitement at the 
intelligence. 

“Tis his first step to becoming a public man,” said Dicky. 
“ They always begin so, if they’ve got money. Of course there 

may be another ” He broke off, conscious that Wolferstan 

need not be reminded of the possibilities that lurked behind this 
event. 

“There ought to be compensation, and I should ax for it,” 
said Mr. Perryman. “You've poured the fat of farmyards into 
that ground, and the lime you’ve out in was a wonder, not to 
name guano.” 

“ Tis bad luck — especially this minute, because there’s a little 
one coming, you see,” said Wolferstan with great affectation of 
indifference. 

“ Dash my old wig ! ” cried Abner Barkell. “ Be there a 
thunder planet reigning? What with the funny weather and 
such a flood of news all to once, we live in a regular whirl of 
tidings. Good luck, Ilet ! ’Tis a great and fine thing ! ” 

“There,” said old Henny, “and never told me a word of it ! 
Do ’e hear that ? ” she asked the child on her lap. “ A little 
dinky brother or sister for ’e ! ” 

“ Doan’t want no bruvvers,” said small Henny. “ I doan’t like 
HT bwoys.” 

“ Wish you both joy, I’m sure,” declared Dicky. 

“ An J so do I,” said Jane Perryman. 

Ilet, a woman of no self-consciousness, thanked them all for 
their kind hopes. 

“Good and bad have come to us at a breath,” she said. 

“ For ’tis very cruel hard us have to turn out of the garden ; 
but my man here makes nought of it, since he’s going to have 
his wish.” 

“And married four year next autumn,” said Mrs. Pierce. 

Perryman regarded Ilet respectfully. 

“ A shy bearer, ma’am ; but so’s some of the bestest fruit trees 
in the kingdom. Dodd here, as understands an apple second to 
no man, will tell the same. Take your Cornish Gillyflower — it 
wants a lot of management and a very tender hand with the 
pruning-knife — but what a mighty masterpiece when you get it ! 
’Tis fruit for a king ; an* I hope ’twill be the same with you, I’m 
sure.” 
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“ If ’tis another as good and peart as Henny here, us shall do 
very well,” said Mrs. Pierce. 

“ And so we shall,” answered Dodd kindly, but hoping other- 
wise. 

A great cheerfulness and gaiety settled upon them. They 
talked long and hopefully, and the visitors foretold smooth things. 

Presently Perryman and his grand-daughter drove off in their 
little trap ; Ilet remained at home ; and Dodd, the Barkells and 
Mrs. Pierce, with little Henny, started for Meldon gorge. The old 
woman returned to her cottage that night, and Wolferstan carried 
her bundle while she had her grand-daughter by the hand. It 
was arranged on the spur of the moment that the child should 
stay at Fishcombe Cottage for a week, so that Wolferstan and his 
wife might be the more free to look about for ground. He 
attached importance to I let’s judgment, and was loath to do any- 
thing without her help. 

Now Abner walked beside Mrs. Pierce while his son and 
Wolferstan went ahead. 

The younger men fell into argument according to their custom, 
and Dodd taxed the other. 

“ What can life be to you without faith ? A pretty deadly 
thing, surely. I couldn’t rise from my bed and tackle the day’s 
work without it. No man’s a right to stand up on his feet till 
he’ve begun the day on his knees — that’s what my old father used 
to say. And a very proper rule too.” 

“ I’ve my share of faith, for all your talk,” said Dicky ; “ and 
hearing that you are going to have a child may make you tenderer 
to what I do believe in. I believe in the unborn — always have. 
That’s where I put my trust. ’Tis one of the blots on life that 
we don’t think more of what we owe them. You Christians with 
your maxims — why don’t you do to the next generation as you 
would have them do to you? Ban’t they our neighbours too ?” 

“ And don’t we think for them ? ” 

“ Devil a bit 1 What did I hear to Okehampton Station yester- 
day from the man himself ? I mean that chap Luke Masters, the 
porter. His wife be in the lunatic asylum again after bearing 
him another child. Presently she’ll be well and come out and 
breed once more. The law allows it ! That’s how much we 
think of the unborn. And a chap with sick lungs may marry a 
female with a weak head every day of the week if they like, and 
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the parsons will tell ’em to increase and multiply. And the law 
allows it. Think of the wicked, careless, cruel ignorance of that. 
All this we suffer smiling, and then, if a farmer sets a trap to pre- 
vent field vermin eating him out of house and home, we scream 
about it. We meet and babble and insult our betters, when 
wise men put a beast to pain for the sake of adding to human 
knowledge ; but every year we let thousands of human creatures 
be bred into a lifetime of sun agony and utter failure without a 
sigh.” 

“The sins of the fathers are visited on the children,” said 
Wolferstan. 

“I know it,” answered the other. “And that’s what human 
reason must alter by stopping the sins. It may be your precious 
God’s plan to torture the innocent from the womb, and handicap 
his little ones with rickety bones and poisoned blood, because 
their fathers did evil ; but we have grown saner and wiser — 
almost as sane and wise as the savages, who destroy their maimed 
and halt, and help Nature to hide her failures. She’s far more 
merciful than man, for all the parrot cry against her cruelty.” 

“ It’s easy to talk,” said Dodd ; “ but how are you going to 
interfere with the liberty of the subject and tell people that they 
shall not marry ? ” 

“I wouldn’t do any such thing,” answered the signalman. “Let 
them marry if they want to. That’s their affair ; but children is 
the race’s affair, and it should be very clearly understood that no 
male or female has liberty to breed trash. ’Tis bad husbandry to 
breed from faulty cattle ; ’tis bad humanity to breed from faulty 
humans. Surely any sane soul can see that? And yet every 
day of the week rotten men and women are coupled, and 
the law’s too weak to stop it. Why don’t we take as much 
trouble to make the next generation as we do any other crockery 
ware? Why don’t we see that to bring life into the world 
is as serious as to put it out? For that matter, the parents 
that get a quiver full of weak, useless children are worse than 
murderers ; and I’d punish them worse. Penal servitude should 
they get for the deed — both of ’em ! Let them that come after 
to fight the hard battle start clean, whole, healthy — or not at all. 
Look round you, Wolferstan, and read some of the figures you’ll 
find in the papers. Think a bit and put two and two together, 
same as I do. We muzzle dogs for a few years and hydrophobia’s 
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a thing of the past. If we muzzled* bad breeders for a generation 
or two — what then? Why, instead of spending millions — millions , 
mind you — on our insane paupers, we should find lunacy going 
down instead of going up. Them to come will blush that half 
the world was mad in the twentieth century, and the other half 
wasn’t ashamed of it.” 

“You leave religion out of your calculations as usual.” 

“Not I. What Fm saying be a sight more religious than your 
imbecile way. The religious man and the humane man nowa- 
days is the man of science, who seeks truth and stands up for 
sanity before all else. Fm religious enough, and if I had had 
a pinch of fire mixed with my clay, I should have been a 
preacher and worked out my few years in trying to help the 
world to be clean. I’d have preached sweet air and sweet water 
and sweet brains \ I’d have tried to teach my kind that liberty 
can’t be in a world bound about with iron laws. I’d have told 
’em of a greater thing than liberty, and that’s work. But there 
’tis — I’m too idle. If you could give me a spark of your zeal, 
I might light a little fire with it ; but I’ve got no fire of my own. 
I’m cold — bloodless — useless — built for a looker-on. I work 
train signals. But I see others.” 

Behind them came Mrs. Pierce, Mr. Barkell and the child. 
Dodd and Dicky had quickened their pace and the rest were 
far in the rear. 

“’Tis an eternal mystery how the Book do throw light on 
everything,” said old Henny. “Just to-day, after the bad news 
came, what should I be reading with my little tibby-lamb here 
but Proverbs. A chapter a Sunday us get through ; and to-day 
’twas the twenty-third ; and what did I find there ? 1 Remove not 
the old landmark, and enter not into the fields of the fatherless ’ ! 
Somebody did ought to send that verse to the man — Mr. Slanning, 
I mean.” 

“ I’m afraid it wouldn’t shake him. Us must lam the young 
youths to shoot straight, for our lives depend upon it with ail 
• the nations raging against us — according to the ‘ Western Morning 
News’.” 

“And my brave maiden here lamed her bit, as she do every 
Sunday, so that her shall have a good store of Bible wisdom 
saved against her grows up and comes to want it,” continued 
the old woman. 
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“ Ah ! an* what have she got to-day then ? ” 

“Tell your text, dearie,” said the grandmother; and little 
Henny instantly stood still, put her hands behind her and lifted 
her eyes to the immense sky. 

“ ‘Buy the tiuth, and sell it not',” she piped. 

“Good — very good,” declared Mr. Larkell. “Here's a penny 
for 'e, my darlin'. I ordained to put it in the dish to church an' 
torgot. There's nought in nature I like better than a big text 
in a li'l mouth.” 



CHAPTER VII 


A SALE OF STOCK 

W ITH the actual business of leaving his old ground, 
Wolferstan began to see the gravity of the circumstance. 
As the days went by and fresh complications arose, he perceived 
how far-reaching was this stroke. Ilet alone had sympathy with 
him. The rest of his little world — not concerned to hear that 
this eminently successful man had received a set back — displayed 
their feeling on the subject in applause for Orlando Slanning. 
His action tended indirectly to better Okehampton, for the town 
would henceforth possess the best rifle range within a wide radius. 
It became known also that many important future competitions 
might be set for decision there. 

Wolferstan concealed his chagrin as well as he could, and 
betrayed little bitterness save in the company of his wife. 

Together they set to work and visited such ground as they could 
hear about, but the quest proved ineffective, and as day by day 
Dodd failed to find the ideal land within possible distance of his 
home, he became strengthened in a secret resolve. Returning 
with Ilet from the deep meadows by Oke under Halstock, he 
broached the subject. 

“ It’s more and more in me to drop this line altogether and try 
beasts. There’s a lot to be said for ’em. Here I am, a Moor- 
man with Venville rights, and all those beautiful lairs under Mil 
Tor as open to me as anybody ; yet I only keep a few beggarly 
sheep. My own impression is, Ilet, that there’s a Providence in 
this business, and I’m not meant to have ground no more. At any 
rate not at present. Think how ’twould be if I could speak of 
my cattle up over, like many another farmer. And there’s this 
to be said, mind : ’twould free my time something tremendous. 
With a garden, one has got to be in it all day long, and, as I’ve 
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stooped over the dirty work, I’ve often asked myself whether I 
ought not to be at something higher. And no land turns up. 
So I shan't look any more. I shall go into farming a bit larger. 
You know how the pigs paid. Well, I mean to have twice as 
many and try a good strain of Indian game, instead of all this 
mixed poultry we keep ; and ” 

“ Where's the money coming from, Dodd ? " 

“ To he plain, I must borrow a bit." 

“ I don’t like that.” 

“More do I like it — yet there’s times when every man who 
looks far ahead may be called upon to raise a few hundred." 

“ 'Tis such hand to mouth with us. I don't see what there is 
to borrow it on.” 

He frowned. 

“ You oughtn't to say things like that. You know what I've 
got in the bank.” 

“ Then why not use a bit of that ? ” 

“That would be false wisdom to touch capital just now. My 
money's my security. If I could make money for Alexander 
Horn, as I did do — why not for myself ? I understand things * 
as well as him, and 'tis bigger work, when all's said, than market 
gardening.” 

“Do what’s best in your eyes, Dodd. You know what you 
plan I’ll help to carry out to the last step.” 

“So I do. Then we'll drop this land-hunting and look up 
some tidy red cattle come autumn. 'Twill suit me a lot better, 
and I'm very glad you feel as you do about it. 'Twill take 
me a deal more upon the Moor, and that will be good for my 
health.” 

They talked themselves into a hopeful vein, and for a week 
were cheerful and busy with the new plans. But difficulties stood 
in the way. The nursery proved a very serious loss. Wolferstan 
held sales there from time to time, and each brought worse prices 
than the last. 

His new seedling onion, on which he had counted to make 
twenty pounds, fetched no more than ten. From a sanguine 
mood he turned to a sour one, and exhibited impatience and even 
petulance. His wife stared aghast at this spectacle and tried in 
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vain to rally him. For three days he remained under a cloud 
and once or twice took long rides upon Dartmoor alone. 
Then it passed: he expressed supreme contrition and prayed 
God for forgiveness. He went to church and recovered his 
spirits and temper. 

Now arose the matter of buying stock and raising money 
necessary to the purpose. Wolferstan was gratified to find the 
latter process easy. He had a few hundred pounds saved, and 
easily raised as much again at a reasonable rate. A sale in Corn- 
wall attracted him, and on the appointed day he donned his 
market clothes, put his cheque book in his pocket, bade Ilet wish 
him good luck, and started to Marhamchurch by Bude. At 
Ashbury, Slanning entered the railway carriage. Orlando was 
late and he had just time to tumble into Dodd's smoking com- 
partment as the train gathered speed. 

His concern and discomfort were evident, but he quickly con- 
trolled them, brought a cigar case from his pocket and began to 
smoke. While he read * The Sportsman,’ Wolferstan had leisure 
to note him. A sudden impulse to speak overtook the elder 
man. 

“Pardon me,” he said, “but I should like to be among 
those to congratulate you on your public spirit. You did 
Okehampton and the Rifle Association a real good turn by buy- 
ing that ground, and I’m glad to see by the papers that you’ve 
been thanked as you ought to be. You’ll know I speak without 
prejudice, for the business made a good bit of trouble for me. 
But ’tis the greatest good to the greatest number we’ve always got 
to think about.” 

Slanning strove for a moment not to answer, but he lacked the 
moral strength of purpose necessary to cut a man at such close 
quarters. He hesitated a moment, then replied. 

“ Thank you — yes. It’s made a bit of a stir, I believe. But I 
felt called to do it, with my strong views on army questions. 
Sorry about your nursery garden — really. But I dare say you’ll 
find better ground somewhere about.” 

“ I’m not going on with that. For many things I’m not sorry 
to leave the valley, though it wasn’t the time I should have chosen. 
But I’m going in for breeding.” 

“Ah ! — you know a lot about it ? ” 

“ Thanks to Mr. Horn.” 
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“Yes, he's the greatest authority in these parts. Why, I'm 
on a commission for him to Marhamchurch this minute ! A lot 
of young bullocks and heifers for sale there. He saw them last 
week, and is rather sweet on them. 'Tis a quiet sale, and he 
hopes to get a bargain." 

“That's funny," said Dodd. “ I'm bound there myself on the 
same errand." 

“ The deuce you are ! Well, now vou know he wants 'em ?" 

There was a pause. Then Wolferstan answered slowly — 

“ You see, Mr. Horn lost confidence in me, and it was one of 
the greatest regrets of my life when he did so. We needn't go 
into that. I always felt, and always shall feel deep respect for 
him." 

“ I should think so. Who doesn't ? " 

“A sterling, honourable man. I wouldn’t do anything to 
annoy him. If he wants the things ” 

“ My dear fellow," interrupted the other rather insolently, 
“ don't make a virtue of necessity. If he wants the things, you 
may take it from me that he'll have them. I tell you I’m going 
to bid for them.” 

Wolferstan, who had hoped something from this meeting, was 
nettled at the other's attitude. 

“ With his money, I suppose ? He didn't give you the liberty 
to pay any price, did he ? It happens that these beasts may be 
worth a bit more to me just now than they would be to Farmer 
Horn. What then ? ” 

Orlando chuckled and put up his glass. 

“Well, a thing is worth what it will fetch. All the same, I 
shall buy the stock for my father-in-law, so if that's all your 
errand, Wolferstan, you may just as well get out at the next: station 
and go home." 

“ I won't do that. Out of respect to him I would have with- 
drawn, but since you speak so uncivil, I shall go on. He would 
not praise you for being impertinent to another man." 

Orlando grew red. To have his manners rebuked by the son . 
of a hedge-mender offended him. 

“When I want to know how to behave — don't talk to me, 
please. You seem to forget your company rather. ‘Imperti- 
nent’, indeed! Didn't you call me ‘poor Slanning' five or 
six years ago ? You to talk ! I don't know how you had 
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the cheek to speak to me at all. You ought to know your place 
better.” 

“So I ought/' said the other. “You're right there— though 
not often right, I reckon. I ought to know my place is a long 
sight higher than yours. What's money? What is it to have 
yourself plastered with loud clothes and to buy ground that you 
may stand in it and blow your own trumpet? Why, all a common, 
low-minded man's work. You bought my land so that people 
should shout and call you a fine fellow. I pity you now, as 
I always have done. If you bought the house over my head and 
the clothes off my back — if I was in the workhouse and you lord 
of the manor, I should still pity you ; because you're a self- 
sufficient, boasting fool. But don't you meddle with me, because 
no man shall do that and not come off second best." 

“ You think so ? That's what 'tis to be a modest man — eh ? 
I'm a boasting fool ; you're a wise Solomon. You noisy dog 
— to talk to a soldier so ! Men have been spitted for less in 
Germany. Why, good God ! — you — a road-mender’s son or some 
such thing, to dare ! " 

Another man entered the carriage and Wolferstan left it. 

He had grown cool by the time he reached Bude and re- 
gretted his foolish anger very sincerely. He marvelled at himself 
that an insolent stare through an eyeglass and the silly word of a 
vain man should have had power to waken such a tempest of 
anger. 

The distance to Marhamchurch was not great, and presently, 
as they went thither on foot, Orlando and Dodd were elbow to 
elbow again. 

Slanning had also grown calmer. He was in a triumphant 
mood and already longed to be telling his wife of his brilliant 
and successful encounter. 

“ Look here,” said Wolferstan. “I'm sorry for what happened 
just now — real sorry. I was the fool — not you. I didn't mean 
a word of it. Just a bit of temper for which I'm ashamed. I 
hope you’ll pardon me, though I don't deserve it.” 

“ Now you’re talking sense. Let it go. I've got rather a sharp 
tongue when I'm roused. Say no more. As to this sale — well, 
let the bidding take its way.” 

Then a man of Slanning's acquaintance rode up, and the miller 
paid no more attention to Wolferstan. 
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At the sale Orlando bid over Dodd on two occasions — a fact 
that would not have troubled Wolferstan but for the others noisy 
and offensive manner. A few men round the auctioneer laughed 
as Mr. Horn’s son-in-law cried guineas to Wolferstan’s pounds, 
and Dodd began to perceive that the incidents in the railway car- 
riage had been retailed before the sale began. His heart grew 
hot again and, when a lot of four upon which he was specially 
bent came under the hamrrer, ne had lost a little of his 
self-control. A good many besides Slanning and himself were 
interested now, and bidding waxed pretty brisk for some time. 
Eat man after man fell out until only two were left. Slanning and 
Wolferstan pushed up the price against each other ; the owner 
chuckled ; the auctioneer became interested. The value of the lot 
was now exceeded, but still they bid. A buzz of voices sounded 
round them, and both were warm ; yet, for once, Slanning was 
the cooler man. 

Suddenly, to Wolferstan’s last rise, no answer came and the 
hammer fell. Laughter rather than applause greeted the incident, 
and a moment later Slanning’s voice was lifted loudly. He felt 
very considerable relief. 

“ That’s all ten pounds more than they are worth ! And the 
man that’s bought ’em thinks he knows a bit ! Ha, ha ! And 
what commission am I going to have, Mr. Heard, for pushing 
your calves up like that ? ” 

Wolferstan made necessary arrangements and withdrew. His 
performance occasioned wide comment. That a man who under- 
stood cattle should have done this thing, looked mysterious. 
Then it was bruited that Wolferstan did not want the stock, but 
had purchased out of animosity to Mr. Horn. Rumours spread ; 
lies were told and not contradicted. The general impression 
grew that for some secret spite of his old master, the late Port- 
reeve of Bridgetstowe had bid against him. A malignant inter- 
pretation was put upon his folly ; but that it was a simple case of 
lost temper none imagined. 

Wolferstan returned, miserable and ashamed, to his wife. He' 
told her everything, and she spok$ generous words of comfort. 
She heartened him ; and before nightfall he had written to 
Alexander Horn. 

In this last matter he bettered his wife’s instruction, for while 
I let merely advised him to express regret and to explain that a 
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foolish anger had made him err, Dodd wrote much more. He 
entered into full particulars, described Slanning’s conduct and the 
anger which it awoke in himself, and ended by offering to let Mr. 
Horn have the cattle at the price of Orlando’s final bid. 

The stock remained with Wolferstan, however, for he received 
no answer to his letter. 



CHAPTER VIII 


BREAKING THE NEWS 

W HEN Orlando went home he told his story with exaggera- 
tion. The dialogue with Wolferstan he wrongly narrated, 
as all dialogues are wrongly narrated in rehearsal, but the sub- 
stance was true, and his wife felt acute interest. As for Mr. 
Horn, he was not heard to utter a word upon the subject when 
these incidents came to his ears. 

The married life of Primrose needs no very special details of 
description. She lived as she had lived at home, spent much of 
her time in the saddle, and was openly regretful and secretly glad 
that she had no children. Her life ran in the old grooves. She 
hunted, enjoyed herself after her kind, and made a very perfect 
wife for Slanning. Him she controlled with ease, humoured, 
and, by humouring, dominated in all things, without appearing 
to do so. 

She watched Wolferstan calmly and her purposes with regard 
to him were absolutely unchanged. She was in no haste, and 
after the scene at the Agricultural Show, let him advance for 
years without moving to hurt him. Then the rifle ranges and 
the talk about them gave her an easy opportunity, and she took 
it. She had not intended to do more for the present; but 
Wolferstan^ circumstances and his meeting with her husband 
quickened her reptilian patience. That he was going to raise 
cattle and abandon market gardening interested her. And that 
he had begun by paying too much for stock, told her a great deal- 
more than it told Orlando. She was surprised to find this, her 
first serious blow, had struck so deep. The anger of Wolferstan 
and his loss of temper, already argued a different Wolferstan 
from him she had known so intimately. She began to wonder 
whether, after ail, it was the deprivation of his land that had 
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changed him, or whether he was indeed deteriorating under the 
strain of life. That seemed improbable so soon. She chose the 
more likely solution. She knew how exceedingly insolent Orlando 
could be*when he chose, and felt very little doubt, even allowing 
for false statements in his recital, that he had angered Dodd past 
bearing in the railway carriage, and nettled him to folly at the 
sale. But fhere was a time when no man of her husband’s 
calibre would have had the power to anger Wolferstan. There- 
fore she suspected that his old self- repression was at least 
shaken, and she asked herself again if life, and perhaps his 
wife, had so far changed him, or if the stroke of losing his 
nursery garden had done the harm. 

It mattered little enough, since the fact remained ; and yet she 
liked not to think he was going down without her help. Upon 
this point subsequent events enlightened her. Wolferstan bor- 
rowed money and bought more cattle with it. That he had 
borrowed was not generally known, that he had become a grazier 
all men learnt. Thus he won a reputation for greater wealth 
than he possessed, and, after a few denials, he ceased to con- 
tradict reports and let the matter go. He found that in most 
quarters to be credited with money is worth the real thing, 
and he looked forward confidently to paying back his loan 
at the appointed time. He bought a new horse and, thanks 
to the fact of war, made a considerable sum of money over 
other transactions involving horses. As the year turned and 
autumn approached, the man’s prospects became brighter, and 
a crowning triumph was the winning of a seat on the Oke- 
hampton Town Council. This he did as a Conservative, defeat- 
ing the Progressive candidate who stood against him by a 
narrow majority. 

He took his new duties in a very serious spirit and spared no 
pains to perform them. He worked exceedingly hard, yet found 
time to add a new pleasure to his life and began to hunt a little 
after the fashion of many Moorland men. The small holders are 
' often sportsmen, and at any Dartmoor meet many a rough rider 
on a rough pony swells the throng. Their horses make up in 
cleverness what they lack of speed, and the Moor-man’s know- 
ledge of the ground ensures him good share of sport. But 
Wolferstan regarded his new amusement partly in the nature of 
an advertisement, and went neatly attired on a good horse. His 
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taste in the matter of clothes did not fail him. He always looked 
well and always appeared prosperous and cheerful. 

Ilet favoured the sport, for it heartened Dodd and he invariably 
returned from the Moor in a cheerful and sanguine mood. His 
cattle came on well, and already he looked forward to the autumn 
sales. The prospect of profit was fair; and, all # things con- 
sidered, he had reason to hope. So it came about that the 
loss of the market garden appeared after all but a blessing in 
disguise. 

Ilet also prospered, and their unhed life emerged from the 
cloud brighter and hopefuller by contrast. Success always made 
Wolferstan prayerful ; he increased in devoutness now and spent 
no little time with efforts to help others on the way. 

The institution for working men which he had been instru- 
mental in founding, languished largely at this season, and, after 
a long argument with Ilet, Dodd spent ten pounds upon it with 
a view to increasing its attractions. 

Thus stood their lives, when incident overtook them. 

It happened on a day in autumn that Wolferstan went cub- 
hunting at a very early hour. The meet was at Halstock, near 
his own home, and he found a considerable number gathered 
together under Halstock Wood, including several strangers from 
Okehampton on hired horses. Two ladies were also of the com- 
pany : Primrose Slanning and the wife of the Master. 

Wolferstan had seen the Slannings at several meets before this 
occasion, but no notice was taken on either side. 

To-day he arrived a little late and hounds were just going 
to cover. They found quickly and soon their fox took them into 
the fresh glory of sunrise on the Moor. Wolferstan was well 
placed and his horse was fresh. Where the little Blackavon 
falls into Oke the fox turned right handed, passed behind Harter 
Farm, then, still keeping to the right, followed Blackavon’s 
windings under Curters Clitters, and so held straight on, over 
the heavy ground to the east of Dinger Tor. The pace was 
very fast, and presently the huntsman, two hundred yards behind"' 
hounds, and half a dozen riders, a hundred yards or more 
behind him, were separated from the rest of the straggling field 
by a quarter of a mile. Wolferstan, a slightly built young man 
on a big bay, another stranger, the Slannings, the Master and a 
friend of the latter, made up the van. Then hounds turned left 
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handed, crossed a wall and got into the heavy morasses under 
Okement Hill. No horses could live with them here; the 
field gained a little ground on the leaders ; but the hunt dis- 
appeared. 

Then it was that Primrose got into difficulties in some very 
boggy ground, and her husband came to her aid. Wolferstan 
and others kept to the right, where he knew there was firm 
going, and the huntsman, whose knowledge of the Moor was not 
equal to Dodd’s, rode beside him. They kept on over Oke- 
ment Hill and then hounds were sighted racing towards Taw 
Head. 

Not until half an hour later did those behind see a rider 
returning as fast as he could gallop. He drew up near Slanning 
and shouted for a doctor ; but unfortunately none was out, and 
he galloped on. The man had been well up from the first, and 
was mounted on an Okehampton mare belonging to a livery 
stable keeper of that town. But though this horse was familiar 
to those round him, the rider no one knew. 

“What’s wrong?” shouted Slanning; and the stranger cried 
out, “ Bad fall jumping. One brought down the other — all up, 

I’m afraid — my brother — a chap called Wolferstan ” The 

rest of his speech was lost as he retreated; but the name of 
Wolferstan had been clearly heard. 

A few rode on swiftly and one kindly man, who believed 
that a doctor was stopping at Belstone, turned his horse away 
and started for that village, knowing it to be closer than 
Okehampton. 

The field scattered and some had already fallen out. Slanning 
rode on, and a few moments later Primrose found herself alone. 
This she desired, for now her thoughts woke into very acute 
activity. What had happened she did not know. The frantic 
man on the horse showed by his manner that he was in great 
tribulation. He had mentioned his brother and a bad, perhaps 
fatal, accident. He had also named Wolferstan. 

An instinct at this juncture made the woman turn sharply from 
the line of riders, take her horse to the right and gallop away 
alone under Dinger Tor into the valley of the West Oke. She 
did not wish to hear more particulars of the accident. She had 
learned enough and preferred to remain in doubt of details. Her 
reasons were evil and she reflected how best to profit by this 
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mishap. If Wolferstan was dead, that ended it, and she had not 
after all been ‘ in at the death ’, as once she had sworn to be. 
Then the hunt was over and the secret sauce to life had run dry. 
But she hoped otherwise. The man had named his brother with 
a faltering voice. How to win something for herself out of this 
accident was the problem, and her mind worked swiftly upon it. 
By the time that she had reached Black Tor Copse, a plan was 
matured. She passed on horseback beside the stone where 
Wolferstan sat when he prayed Ilet to be his wife. The atmo- 
sphere of this spot seemed to quickri thought in the huntress. 
As she passed into the valley and rode by the cottage of 
Henny Pierce, her line of action became clear. She pro- 
ceeded still by the river, then climbed again up the steep 
ways of the Redavon and kept her eyes open for the thing she 
needed. 

There was no time to waste now, for she had made a wide 
detour from the scene of the accident, and others, returning more 
directly, might carry the truth with them. 

The desired object met her gaze and a man confronted her. 
She frowned, for he was old and a slow mover. But if he started 
immediately, under Black Down and through the artillery camp, 
he might reach the house of Dodd Wolferstan within an hour. 
The time was now after nine o’clock and a splendid autumn morn 
made glad the fading world. 

It was old Abner Barkell whom Primrose happened to meet, 
and her words disclosed her purpose. She did not know him and 
spoke swiftly. 

“There’s been an accident with hounds, my good man. It 
would be well if some news of it was taken quickly. Can you 
earn a half-crown? Do you know the house where Mr. Wolf- 
erstan lives near the artillery camp ? ” 

“ Dodd Wolferstan ? Yes, ma’am. But for God’s sake don’t 
say nothing’s happened to him ? ” 

“ I’m afraid the worst. The details I don’t know, but they fear 
it’s fatal. It would be a good thing if just a hint could be given 
to his poor wife — to break it.” 

“Oh, my God! And her in — I couldn’t — I couldn’t do it, 
ma’am. The dreadfulness of the ways of Providence! Why, 
her first was laid low — there’s a fatal— don’t ax me — I ” 

Abner fairly ran away down the hill. One hand held a stick ; 
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he wrung the other as he stumbled forward. She cried after him, 
but he neither answered nor looked back. 

Time sped and the woman stood quite still for five minutes. 
Then she rode forward to do her work herself. 

She was justified in assuming that Wolferstan was dead, or at 
any rate badly injured. Humanity indicated that to break the 
news to his wife would be a reasonable and proper thing. If he 
were indeed dead, her action must be considered worthy of 
a woman ; if not — then the mistake could only be pardoned ; but 
much might come of the mistake. 

She spurred her horse, rounded Black Down and galloped 
through the valley beneath it. Presently she came out under the 
artillery camp, passed the Moor gate and rode towards the house 
of Wolferstan, where it stood high on the hill overlooking 
Okehampton. As she left the Moor, far on her right she 
saw the flash of the huntsman’s pink and the twinkle of 
the hounds. Scattered figures were close by, some on foot, 
some on horseback. In their midst a little knot of men 
clustered and she saw that they carried a hurdle. She was in 
plenty of time. 

A small iron wicket opened from Wolferstan’s house on to the 
high road. Here Primrose dismounted ; then made fast her 
horse, gathered up her habit, and went round to the front 
door of the dwelling, which opened northward under a little 
verandah. She knocked loudly and Ilet herself answered the 
summons. 

Primrose was familiar with the other’s condition. It had entered 
into her calculations, and did not come as a surprise. As she 
looked at her, she remembered, as a strange coincidence, that on 
the last occasion of their meeting, now five years ago, Ilet was 
also with child. 

Wolferstan’s wife flushed and took a step backward at this 
sudden and most unexpected apparition. Then she came forward 
with questioning face. 

♦ She was just preparing her husband’s breakfast, for he had told 
her that he should be home soon after nine. 

“ Forgive me for troubling you — I’ve ridden fast and I’m some- 
what unstrung. An accident — I felt it was only human to try and 

come to you if I could, before I asked an old man, but his 

courage failed him — therefore I came myself. When I heard, 
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I rode away— then I decided to let you know. You must be 
brave about it : but you must be prepared ” 

Still Ilet listened without speaking. 

“ An accident out on the Moor. I haven’t heard particulars, 
but the trouble is very serious — terribly so — and Mr. Wolferstan 
— they are bringing him over the Moor now, I felt if a woman’s 
— I’m so very, very sorry ” 

Abel Pierce’s child ran out, and seeing a stranger, hid her face 
in her mother’s gown. 

Ilet continued silent and Primrose prepared to depart. 

“ It may not be the worst,” she said, “ but if it had happened 
to me, I should have been thankful to be prepared — and so I have 
done for another woman, what I should have thanked another 
woman for doing to me.” 

Still the other said nothing. Then Primrose departed. She 
had not heard Ilet’s voice; but she had seen the tremendous 
force of the blow fall fair and square. For a moment the younger 
*wife was dazed. Then she heard Mrs. Slanning ride off and 
turned to do. 

There was no time to think, and she had no desire to think. 
All that went to the death of her first husband poured through 
her mind. She lived the moments again. She ran up to their 
bed — dragged the clothes from it, and made a soft couch on the 
parlour sofa; she cleared the parlour table of little trifles and 
opened the window to let in air. She went for fresh water and 
put out a glass and a bottle of spirits. She moved with immense 
strength and fortitude, and waited with nerves strung up and 
perfect self-control for the blow to fall. Presently she heard 
voices and the thud of horses’ hoofs and the shouting of 
directions. 

A crowd was coming down the hill and they carried a litter. 

Almost her last conscious act was to open the little iron gate for 
them and set a stone against it to keep it open. 

Then Wolferstan, safe and sound, hurried up to her. 

“ You ! ” she said. ' 

“ All right, thank God ; but ” 

To his astonishment his wife lifted her arms wildly to him, 
then, before he could catch her, she rolled over in a heap at his 
feet. 

Five minutes later she lay on the bed that she had made ready 
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for her husband, and a doctor, who was walking beside the hurdle, 
left it, for a case more immediately urgent. 

Wolferstan and a young man on a hired horse had collided 
and come down together at a jump. Dodd was uninjured ; the 
visitor had broken his leg. He was badly hurt, but in no peril 
of life. 



CHAPTEP IX 


ORLANDO IS DISLOYAL 

I T went hardly with Ilet and what Dodd's destruction might 
not have done, his safety effectually accomplished. Her 
labour was in vain, and for some days she suffered danger of death. 
The subsequent illness was very long and very trying. 

The strain told heavily upon Dodd Wolferstan. The expense 
of Ilet’s illness weighed nothing with him, and he spent more 
money than was actually necessary, in food which she could not 
eat, and in books which she cared not to read ; but the lasting 
evil was of the mind, and upon the man’s temper there fell 
impressions that no time nor change, nor return of happiness 
might eradicate. From the first he read a definite meaning into 
the action of Primrose. He put an evil and a true interpretation 
upon her deed, and although Ilet herself protested, and his little 
circle cried out against such a dark opinion, steadfastly he held 
that the wife of Orlando Slanning had taken her message in 
malice with deliberate intention to work mischief. He had asked 
the brother of the injured man the nature of the words he 
uttered, and he had interrogated others who also heard them. It 
seemed clear to him that, though his name had been mentioned, 
there was nothing to justify the subsequent assumption of Prim- 
rose. Others, who had also heard, confessed that they had not 
reached the same conclusion, but none denied that such an 
impression might have reasonably entered the mind of a listener. 
None blamed Mrs. Slanning, save only Dodd and Richard 
Barkell. The latter found this event fit with his own theory and 
prediction. He had foretold that the woman would prove a life- 
long enemy ; therefore, naturally, he accepted events that seemed 
to support his opinion. He alone tolerated Dodd’s dark sus- 
picions ; but his attitude proved of little comfort to the sufferer. 
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A month after Ilet’s illness she received a letter from the 
woman who was responsible for it. Primrose wrote with affec- 
tation of sorrow for her error and the unfortunate issue. She 
added that her mistake was natural under the circumstances, but 
that none the less she should always greatly regret it to her dying 
day, in so far as the robbed mother was concerned. The father 
she did not mention. 

Wolferstan would not let his wife answer the letter, but took it 
to Barkell to read. The signalman had little to upon it, 
however. 

“Twas only part of the game that she should do this,” he 
remarked. “ What luck the wicked do have, to be sure ! Nought 
could have fallen patter for her than this business.” 

“ She’s robbed me of my child and worse. She might have 
robbed me of my wife also. If that had happened, I’d . . . But 
there ’tis. Ilet wanted to answer this and I wouldn’t let her. 
’Tis a marvel to me, after all that’s fallen out, but my woman, 
lying wrecked there, won’t even now see the truth. Not a shadow 
of blame does she throw on t’other — says it might have happened 
to her herself. And that though she knows all the past.” 

“Your wife is built so,” answered old Barkell. “She thinks 
a thing through and then sticks to it for right or wrong. If she’s 
made up her mind that Mrs. Slanning meant good and not evil, 
not cherubims from the sky would shake her. And I think ’tis a 
noble and gracious thing and a great lesson to all of us. But for 
God’s mercy and my own wits I might have taken the message 
myself. It had to be : ’twas planned that your little one wasn’t 
to open his eyes on this troublesome world. What was she but 
a minister and a mouthpiece ? 1 don’t know that you’ve got any 

call to read bad motives myself. ’Tis so terrible easy to read ’em 
into human affairs. But ’tis a very bad habit, Dodd, and does 
a lot of harm to the heart that gets in the way of it.” 

“ I know that well enough. D’you think I didn’t smart when 
I catched myself doing so? But Ilet is blind, and if I was 
blind too, we should both fall over the precipice together 
presently. Look how things are. How does it happen that in 
every bad stroke that’s fallen on me since my marriage, you 
can find that woman? Answer that. Look back and mark 
how true it is. Now, with my eyes open, I can see her hand 
all through.” 
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“ Forewarned you are. Then don’t give her no more chances,” 
said Dicky. 

But Wolferstan turned impatiently from him. 

“ Easy to talk like a book when you’re safe as a book, and dead 
as a book, and beyond reach of hurt. How am I going to stop 
her? What can I do?” 

“ You might go to her.” 

“ And fall on my knees, perhaps, and beg her to let me off? ” 

“ Not tfllfc^ Maybe she doesn’t know you’ve found her out.” 

“ And wouldn’t it add just that pinch of salt to her life if she 
knew I had? I’ll not let her think — and yet — of course she 
knows that I see it. I’m not a fool.” 

“ She’s made it clear enough,” said Dicky ; (t but can’t two 
play at the game ? ” 

“ Don’t listen to him, Dodd,” implored Abner Barkell. “ Don’t 
heed that heathen man. This is where right and religion come 
on. Listen to your wife and your own conscience. Walk up- 
rightly in this ticklish place. Put on the whole armour of 
righteousness, for you never needed it more. Let your wife 
answer the letter. Ilet’s great generous faith will shame her, even 
if she’s so bad as you think her.” 

“ Never ! They’ve left my letters unanswered. They’ve thrown 
my gifts back in my face. There is such a thing as self-respect. 
You forget that.” 

“ There are times when ’tis better forgotten,” answered the old 
man. 

“ What a mean-spirited old chap you are, father ! ” 

“ Not at all, Richard. The high hoss is uneasy riding for poor 
folk. These here people have the power to hurt, and if they’ve 
got the will too, as Dodd believes, then self-respect han’t the 
weapon to fight 'em with. A soft answer turneth away wrath. If 
they’ve got a grudge against Dodd here, better far he should go to 
’em in Christian patience and find out what’s the matter and clear 
it up, and start fresh.” 

“If I’m not stronger than a wicked woman and a brainless* 
fool, it’s a pity,” said Dodd. 

“Granted she is wicked,” answered Abner. “Mind, I’m not 
saying she is, or thinking she is; but I’ll allow for the minute that 
she be. Then you’ve got two against you without the man, 
namely, her and the Devil her master. Well, with the Devil 
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against us we'm lost unless God's our side. Nobody knows 
that better than you. So there it stands, and you've got to call on 
your Maker to show you I’m right. Humble pie don't taste nice, 
but it never gave nobody but a fool indigestion. 'Tis very nourish- 
ing food to the Christian spirit. You let Ilet answer that letter as 
she wants to answer it, and see what happens." 

“There — that's good advice, I do think," added Dicky. “ 'Twill 
be a lasting surprise to the woman, for I'll bet a week's wages 
she says to herself you won't let Ilet answer." 

“You wasn’t used to be proud," continued Abner ; “'twas your 
stronghold of character, Dodd — the modesty of you. Don’t go 
an' get proud just at the wrong minute, my dear man." 

Wolferstan laughed bitterly. 

“ By God ! not much to be proud of, I grant you. Wriggling 
like a worm on a hook. To be under her heel helpless and stand 
here reduced to anger and bad words. Did you hear me swear 
then?" 

“’Tis out of your character, no doubt, to take the Name like 
that — such a religious man." 

Wolferstan looked at Dicky, but his friend did not speak. 

“She shan’t answer the letter, anyway," he said; “but I’m not 
sure I won’t go and see the woman face to face." 

He left them upon this determination, yet changed it before a 
week had passed. Then the matter went out of his mind, for 
much else occupied it. The winter was hard and long; the 
expenses of keeping his cattle, during the season when they could 
not be on the Moor, proved considerable. Minor anxieties also 
busied him. Once, before dawn, Ilet grew very unwell and he 
hurried for the medical man. Dr. Hext arrived and quickly 
found that his patient must be taken to Exeter and undergo 
operation. 

She could have no more children. 

Wolferstan took this cold news out of the house with him and 
stood in front of his door under the first light of a January day. 
« He looked at the winter world outspread ; then turned his face to 
the sky where morning, like an army, rolled along the purple 
horizons of the East under points and streamers of fire. 

Ilet quite filled his thoughts and this new fear for her ; but he 
had not buried desire for children in the grave of his still-born 
infant. He was for a time too busy to think of the cause of this 



ORLANDO IS DISLOYAL 287 

misfortune. Then it returned to him, and dull rage smouldered 
up in his spirit, as now it often did. 

Presently the noise of a cart fell upon his musings, and it 
stopped at the gate. A moment later the driver hammered at 
the back door and he heard old Henny’s voice within. 

“ Tell that man to be quiet, Dodd. Let be getting off to sleep 
now.” 

He went out and found a cartel with a square wooden case 
addressedX^him. There was nothing to pay, and the man 
departed, leaving Wolferstan gazing idlv at the box. He could 
not tell whence it came and expected no such thing. The direc- 
tion was in a large, loose, hopeful hand that he did not know. 

Dodd got a hammer and chisel and opened the box. It con- 
tained twelve bottles of port wine and a letter. For a moment 
the gift warmed him and he felt it a blessed thing in that dark 
hour thus to be reminded that he had friends who thought of his 
sorrow. Then he read the letter and the heat of his heart turned 
from love to wrath. 

“Slanning’s, 3 Jan . 

“Dear Wolferstan, 

“ I was very sorry to hear about your trouble with your 
wife, and at this season of the year, though old-fashioned, we feel 
a bit sorrier for people down in their luck than at other times. I 
expect feeding up and all that sort of thing is necessary, and Tm 
sending a dozen bottles of good stuff — old port — which I’ll back 
against doctor’s trash any day. You needn’t acknowledge the 
wine — in fact, you’d better not. I was damned sorry about the 
child, for I’ve got none either and know what it is to want ’em. 
Though a soldier myself, I’m a man who likes to be friendly with 
people, and so I hope you^ll take this in the spirit it is meant. 
Don’t answer this. You can speak to me next time we meet alone, 
if you like. Nobody knows about this wine. 

“Yours, O. Slanning. 

“ P.S. — I’m taking this to Okehampton to send along with the 
liquor.” 

• 

Thus the amiable fool had written, and thus he had done, when 
his wife’s back was turned. The audacity of such a deed Dodd 
could not estimate, but much reflection and some courage had 
gone to it. Life had touched even this noisy and silly soul to 
gentleness at some points. He much desired offspring, and to 
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see another man thus robbed of his child had moved his heart. 
He told himself in secret that he would proceed no more against 
Wolferstan. He was exceedingly frightened at what had been 
done, and his wife’s private satisfaction also rendered him unquiet. 
He feared an hour of retribution. Impressions, however, never 
lasted long with him, and Primrose ignored his protests, well 
knowing that they arose from emotion and not conviction. But 
he, while the remorseful fit was on him, cast about how to atone 
in some sort for the wrong ; and he fell back upon idea of a 
gift and despatched it in secret from Okehampton. 

Wolferstan regarded the bottles and the letter. He had 
opened the case in a scullery adjoining his kitchen, and now, 
suddenly, he picked a bottle from the straw, took it to the sink, 
snapped off the head and let the wine run away. With the 
second and third he did the same ; then, holding the fourth, he 
stopped and asked himself what he was about. He felt his 
heart throbbing, and knew that rage ruled him like a slave. 
The smell of the wine seemed to increase it ; and the under- 
consciousness of his own folly was the last ingredient in that 
pitiful mood. He believed this act of Slanning’s to be a deadly 
insult ; and he did not stop to read the real significance of the 
letter. His judgment was poisoned ; his passion held him ; but 
he made no effort to control it. Conscious of the smell of the 
liquor, he went into the air with the rest, and flung bottle after 
bottle at a granite post, until a great black pool reflected the red 
sky and much splintered glass glittered in the light of the 
morning. 

Then, even as he broke the final bottle, great contrition 
touched him, and abundant shame flooded his soul. None had 
seen his madness, but he felt the eye of his God upon him, and 
the sense of his own littleness and feebleness crushed him to the 
earth. He cleared up the glass, threw sand over the spilt wine, 
then returned to his house and read Slanning’s letter again. 
Now he saw the virtue in it as well as the vanity. He guessed 
. that Slanning felt more kindly ; he understood that even this 
empty man could grow soft for desire of a child. 

Wolferstan’s mind leapt to penance and he asked himself what 
he must do to punish himself for his offence. He had com- 
mitted a series of crimes in the space of ten minutes. He had 
misread another’s action ; he had cursed a well-meaning fellow- 
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creature ; he had lost his temper utterly and, like an unreasoning 
brute, destroyed valuable and precious things. The liquid that 
might have brought strength to sick creatures ; the generous wine, 
with all its power to lift up and soothe and strengthen, was in the 
dust He would never have let his wife drink it ; but that was 
no reason why it should go undrunk. He felt the necessity for 
repairing this waste. Wine of exactly similar quality must be 
drunk by those who could not afford to buy it. Only so was it 
possible to kt Slanning’s good action answer its purpose. 

He returned to the broken glass and found that the bottles 
were not labelled. Then he looked at the case and saw the 
name of an Okehampton tradesman thereon. 

Thither he went later in the day, and presently sent a dozen 
bottles of the port to the workhouse, in Orlando Slanning’s 
name. At the same time he left a letter with the wine mer- 
chant, that Orlando might receive it without his wife’s know- 
ledge. 

But satisfaction at its receipt gave place to astonishment 
when the other learnt how his gift of wine had been handed to 
the poor. First he was angry with Wolferstan ; then, dimly per- 
ceiving the propriety of the act, he was pleased. He feared his 
wife might get to hear of it, but she only learnt, as the rest of 
their world learnt, that Orlando Slanning Esquire had presented 
a dozen bottles of old port for the use of the aged at the Union 
Workhouse. 

The local paper announced it, and Primrose instantly accosted 
her husband, who was in the room when she read the statement 
of his generosity. 

“Whatever will you do next?” she asked, putting down the 
paper. 

“ My name there? I’ve not been doing anything, have I ? Is 
it the run last week ? ” 

“ No — this port for the paupers — what nonsense ! ” 

“ I thought it rather a good idea, Prim — really.” 

“ I dare say ; but whose idea was it ? That’s the point.” 

“ My own — a sudden flash.” 

She looked doubtful. 

“One would think you were going to run for Parliament, or 
something. Not that I mind an atom. I’m delighted you did 
it ; only why have kept it from me ? ” 
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“ Not intentionally. I meant to have told you — really. But 
I clean forgot it.” 

“ What did it cost ? ” 

“ Sixty bob— as a matter of fact it was invalid port — just the 
thing for those poor old boys.” 

“A ridiculous price! Don’t do these wild deeds without 
telling me, Orlando. It’s very noble ; but it’s also rather silly. 
They would all have liked some good humming c October ’ very 
much better.” 

“ Never again — solemn word,” he said. 

He was much relieved that the truth had not transpired ; but 
once having dared to take a step without the knowledge of 
Primrose, he ventured others in various innocent directions, and 
secured a little fearful pleasure therefrom. Only one of these 
actions embraced the Wolferstans. It was presently known that 
Ilet had gone up to Exeter for an operation; and upon the 
occasion of visiting the city alone, Slanning called at the hospital 
and inquired concerning her progress. He left no name, but 
merely expressed satisfaction on being informed that she was 
making a good recovery. 



CHAPTER X 


AT ‘SLANNING’S" 

T HE attitude of certain persons to Wolferstan was now clearly 
marked and for the most part understood. 

Mr. Horn continued to ignore him ; but Mrs. Horn had long 
since forgiven the man and much regretted Ilet’s misfortune, though 
she held that in some ways the affair was sadder for Primrose 
than the actual sufferer. Orlando for his part regretted these 
incidents, and even showed his regret ; only Primrose continued 
unchanged and had not bated one atom of her determinations. 
But for the time she was content to wait and watch awhile. 
She knew not the full extent of the physical mischief for which 
she was responsible ; yet even the fact that Ilet might bear no 
more, must have seemed small to her beside the greater matter 
of Wolfers tan’s demoralization. The wife’s body was a lesser 
interest than the husband’s soul. She wondered much concern- 
ing that and its development. She wished that an opportunity 
would offer for seeing him at close hand and studying the face she 
knew so well. It would tell her at a glance of progress — retro- 
grade or the reverse. 

Opportunity, however, did not offer, and for a considerable time 
no news of the Wolferstans reached her. 

It was not until late spring that Ilet found herself strong 
again. Then came an evening when old Mrc. Pierce declared 
that the patient was equal to life’s full task once more, and 
announced her own intention to return to her cottage. 

This, however, Wolferstan refused to permit. 

“ You don’t leave us again,” he said. “ This thing have brought 
you into our hearts in a way that I could never have dreamed 
of. We couldn’t get forward without you — and no more could 
the little girl.” 

“ ’Tis of her I’m thinking,” said the old woman. “ I know 
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full well when your eye lights on her what’s behind it. I’m sorry 
to the soul for you that you can’t have such another, owing to the 
will of God.” 

“Leave that. But don’t fear. I love the child very well — 
almost as well as you do in a way, because you love it for its 
father and I love it for its mother. Ban’t that reason, Abner ? ” 

Mr. Barkell and his son had walked to see the Wolferstans this 
night ; and they heard with great gladness that Ilet had^ecovered 
complete health again. 

“Trust her,” answered old Barkell. “Trust Henny Pierce to 
understand such a thing, though I speak to her face. Sorrow’s 
like frost, Dodd. Some it kills outright and some it sweetens. 
Some soft souls it freezes, beyond our poor power to thaw ; and 
some, built tougher, it do mellow into a large patience and trust 
in their Heavenly Father and a great power of sharing other folks’ 
grief. So with Henny here : her troubles have made larger the 
heart that nearly broke under ’em. She hath the gift of comfort 
and she’ve paid for the gift with God He knows how many 
tears.” 

“ Must take Him all His holy time to count that money,” said 
the younger Barkell. “ If tears was working cash, you women 
might all be bankers.” 

“And so they be working cash — up-along; an’ good interest 
paid,” answered his father. “ But ’tis a moment for laughter, not 
tears. Dash my old wig, I could dance to see you so peart and 
spry again, Ilet ! ” 

“ Nought matters now I’ve got her on her feet,” declared Dodd. 
“These two women be always crying out about money; but 
what’s money if we have no power of nature in us ? How could 
I spend my stuff better than the way I have done ? ” 

“ I hope there’ll be plenty of money presently, my dears,” said 
old Barkell. 

“ We’ve got what’s better — Ilet well again. Only this morning, 
too, there came an offer for pictures. It’s going back a bit, for I 
thought I’d long done with small things like that ; still, money’s 
money, and I shall do the photographs.” 

“ Quite right — do anything. Everybody’s on your side,” said 
Dicky. “ We’ve all felt how hard it was and how tight money must 
have been ; but trust you to put all right very quick, now you’ve 
got her back.” 
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u The truth is,” admitted Dodd, “ that I've neglected my busi- 
ness a bit of late. You can't have your mind in two places at 
once, and it was never very far from Exeter while my woman 
stopped there. Now I’ve got to get going again and make up for 
lost time. I'm just as ambitious as eve. I was, though Dick here 
may laugh to hear it. But I know where I want to get very well. 
This is only a set back, owing to these trials. We shall soon be 
lip again now. What matters r What looks big and what looks 
difficult nV^that I’ve got her again ? Nothing ! ” 

These words he meant with all his neart, for love had grown 
mightily by what it fed on. Now, indeed, through passage of 
years, Ilet had become the first joy and pride of the man’s life, 
and her happiness was at last actually his highest ambition. 
Many others he still cherished and secretly clung to, though with- 
out the old assurance and determination ; but his wife came first. 
His love had waxed at sight of her sufferings, and he was more 
than ever devoted to her. 

Her illness, however, proved very expensive, and money was 
scarce. Wolferstan had lost certain opportunities during the last 
few months, and now blamed himself sharply. But with the 
return of summer to the world and health to his wife, all prospects 
looked fairer, and he braced himself to face life. Already he had 
undertaken to do several small things involving commissions ; but 
they were tasks that belonged to ten years before and represented 
a backward movement in prosperity. The outlook was consider- 
ably modified by recent circumstances, for there would be none 
now to hand on his name. But, while the fact diminished his 
happiness, it did not lessen his ambition. He had dwelt on this 
aspect of the future to Dicky Barkell, and been interested at the 
signalman's reply. 

“ A man with no relations ? ” said Dicky. “ You're out there. 
Get high enough, and you'll find an heir very quick. Every rich 
man can get as many of 'em as he pleases. Give me a million of 
money to-morrow and I’ll find a loving relation, called Barkell, 
for every ten thousand pound of it.” 


Elsewhere the name of Dodd had been thrown up again be- 
tween other people, and it happened that Orlando's change of 
attitude was discovered by his wife. 
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The Slannings had given a summer party and the guests were 
gone. Together husband and wife strolled about their garden 
afterwards and discussed the entertainment. ‘SlanningV was 
an ancient abode, built on the foundations of one still more 
ancient. The mill stood removed from the dwelling-house by 
fifty yards, but a garden had been built and planted round 
about it. Along the edge of the mill-leat flowers prospered, and 
the stream that drove the wheel, also worked a fountain which 
leapt from an old stone basin in a plot of grass^^d^orders of 
plants surrounded three sides of this enclosure, and along the 
fourth the mill-race went and the huge circumference of the wheel 
appeared. It was black and mossy and the music of the drip- 
ping water made a tinkling treble to the deeper and subdued 
thunder of the machinery within. Along the brink common 
blossoms prospered in a medley. Here opium poppies, red 
musk, irises, tall yellow money-worts, ferns and meadow-sweets 
made a pleasant bank, from behind which, in June twilights, 
Primrose sometimes threw a fly and caught a trout feeding at 
dusk. 

Now she walked here beside her husband, and he smoked 
a cigarette and made fun of the various neighbours who had 
accepted their hospitality. 

“Did you see the vicar? By Jove! He got away from his 
women-folk into a corner all by himself, and w r ent for the straw- 
berries and cream like a wolf! And old Adams drank three 
great tumblers of claret cup to his own cheek, then went over to 
Miss Minifie and began making risky jokes ! Her face was a 
caution — like a dead fish trying to blush ! n 

Primrose smiled. She was well dressed in a costume that 
restrained and concealed the growing contours of her form. But 
years told lightly upon her face, and acquaintances secretly 
marvelled to see a blonde wear so well. 

Presently her husband interested her. 

“Thorpe was talking to me this afternoon about Dodd 
Wolferstan. It seems that he has been rather quiet — Wolferstan 
I mean — since his wife smashed up. And Thorpe is going to 
offer him a job.” 

“ What sort of job ? ” 

“ He’s heard a lot of Wolferstan’s virtues from the parson at 
Okehampton, and a lot of his cleverness from other people, so he 
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means to kill two birds with one stone and give the chap a lift 
and do himself good too.” 

“Cattle, of course — a buying commission, I suppose. What 
did you say ? ” 

“ It wasn’t any business of mine. I didn’t say anything. Yes 
— I did : I said I was glad.” 

“Really?” 

“I was glad. The watched beggar — well — not to have any 

kids, ydu know — I This job in Derbyshire will put 

twenty or thh pounds in his pocket *’ 

“This is interesting. You’ll say you’re sorry for Wolferstan 
piesenlly.” 

“ It wouldn’t be far short of the truth if I did.” 

“Come and sit down,” she said, “and explain yourself. 
You’ve surprised me. Does Wolferstan know of this idea of 
Mr. Thorpe’s?” 

“Yes— it has been mentioned to him and he is keen about 
it.” 

They took a seat in the shade, and Primrose came to the 
point without a moment’s delay. 

“ What do you mean by telling me this ? ” she asked. “ It 
was reasonable to mention it ; but you seem in two minds your- 
self.” 

“ I don’t think I am at all. I’ll out with it : I want him to 
have the work. Surely he’s hit hard enough, Prim. Can’t you — 
I don’t say forgive him, but forget him ? Isn’t it time now we — 
you understand ? ” 

She stared in real astonishment, for her husband amazed her. 
It was the first time in his life that he had done so. This 
immense change of attitude he had managed to conceal until the 
present. Now he himself felt the significance of his revelation, 
and was half frightened, half defiant. 

“ Say all you’ve got to say,” she answered, “ then I’ll speak to 
you, if 1 may. You’ve been doing a deal of hard thinking on 
your own account, dear.” 

“ Not more than usual — but there it is : I’m sick of bullying 
this poor devil. It’s not fair fighting — as a sportsman I speak. 
We’ve got the money and brains and power, and everything. 
He’s got nothing but an invalid wife. I can speak to you, 
of course : it’s silly to mince words about it. You did worse 



296 THE PORTREEVE 

than even you hoped to do when you knocked her out of time 
last winter.” 

“Yes?” 

“ I hate you when you sit so damned quiet. If you’re angry 
with me, be angry. Don’t look like something waiting to jump. 
You see, Primrose, I’m getting on — not a boy any more, worse 
luck. And one can’t live in the world and have hard knocks 
and disappointments and be the same. It’s no good, my not 
saying I’m sorry for the man, because I am. Can’tyou see what 
I mean ? We feel kind even to a fox who has given us a real 
good run, and don’t mind if he beats us at the finish. Well — it’s 
like that. Can’t you call ’em off now? You’ve had your fun 
surely ? He’s showed sport too.” 

“ Is that quite all ? ” 

“Yes, it is. I say I’m glad he’s going to have this work. 
Live and let live’s a very good motto. You may push this too 
far : a worm will turn.” 

“ Quite all ? ” 

“Yes— except that I’m not going on with it — not a day more. 
I’m a big man in this place and I don’t want things to come out 
that would make me look a small one. Nobody’s got one word 
against me, and nobody ever shall have. I can’t stand this 
persecution any more, and I hope you feel the same. There 
is such a thing as religion, though the better class of people 
laugh at it. Anyway, when a man gets on, he begins to take 
life seriously, and I think we’ve been wrong, and I’m going 
to chuck it.” 

“I quite see, dear Orlando. I’m sure you mean most 
sensibly, and I know this man can’t look the same from your 
point of view as he does from mine. I allow for that. I grant 
more : you’ve got to thank him for me — haven’t you ? ” 

“ In a sort of way, yes.” 

“ Then see how reasonable I am. You’re always worth listen- 
ing to, and your opinions are usually followed — by men especi- 
ajly, and by me always. But in this matter there’s another side. 
As you say, we must live and let live. But there’s another 
motto. A bargain’s a bargain. A very clear and definite under- 
standing went to our marriage— didn’t it, dear?” 

“If it did?” 

“ You want to be honourable and upright and all that. So you 
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are always — everybody knows it. But honour begins at home, 
don’t you think ? You must try and bring back the past a little 
clearer f o your memory.” 

“ It’s devilish to keep the past so jolly clear as you do.” 

“Not devilish in me — merely characteristic. It cuts both 
ways, a good memory.” 

“People will begin to see it. There’s the practical side, as 
well as tjje moral. He knows what we’re up to well enough by 
this time. Suppose he begins to ulk of it and tell others, and 
explain to them how every bit of his bad luck one way and 
another can be traced back to you— t'* us ? I can’t be pointed at 
as a man who is hounding another man to misery.” 

“That rests entirely with you. If Wolferstan made any such 
ridiculous statement, it would only be laughed at as a brain-sick 
fancy. Not one stroke could be brought home to you — or to 
me. What did I marry you for, Orlando ? Answer that question 
and you’ll see you are saying these things too late.” 

“ But the end of it ? You’re not going on for ever surely ? ” 

“You won’t answer my question, dear.” 

“ I grant when you agreed to marry me that I promised with 
my whole heart to help you punish the beggar ; and I’ve kept the 
promise. We’ve made him smart; we’ve driven it home. But 
we can’t go on for ever.” 

“ There was no limitation. It will go on for ever.” 

“Is it good enough ? ” 

“ The good of it has nothing to do with the matter. You 
married me with your eyes open. I might really be angry with 
you, Orlando. Some people faced with this would be quite 
furious. To be disloyal is worse than to be unfaithful in the eyes 
of many women. But I know you too well to be angry, and 
admire you far too much. Shall I tell you how this has come 
about ? ” 

“ It’s conscience, I reckon.” 

“No, it isn’t. It’s because you play such a big game and 
have such a number of irons in the fire, that you can’t keep 
everything in your mind at once. Even your memory isn’t made 
of iron. You undertake such a tremendous deal of work, and 
you are so prominent here, that there simply isn’t time for you to 
remember everything. But you mustn’t be cross if I remind ypu 
now and then. This looks small to your masculine intelligence. 
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But wait a minute and glance back. Think how you swore at that 
gallant tramp who kissed his hand to me last week. Well, this 
tramp kissed my face — touched me — put his arms round me, 
pretended he was going to marry me. Remember that. Re- 
member that once your wife was an innocent girl, and that a cer- 
tain man played with her, fooled her, insulted her. Does time 
alter that or make it smaller ? It was yesterday ! The beggar on 
the road meant a compliment in his coarse way ; Wolferstan— 
what did he mean ? What did he do ? Had he outraged me, I 
couldn’t have suffered worse than I have sufferedT He did out- 
rage me, for that matter. If you’d been there, you’d have killed 
him. Poisoned my life, deflowered my virgin lips — for what? 
To laugh at me for ever ! Don’t say you forgive it, Orlando, 
because I know right well you cannot. You love me too dearly 
for that. Nothing was ever too great for you to do for me ; 
nothing was ever too small. That’s love in the grand style. And 
hate in the grand style’s the same. Nothing’s too big, nothing’s 
too little.” 

“ Don’t think I forgive anybody living who ever did you a 
wrong.” 

“ You couldn’t, Orlando. And why should you expect me to 
do so ? Is it the least of this man’s faults that he despised you, 
sneered at you, dared to laugh at you in his vanity and ignorance ? ” 

“ I believe the wretched fellow actually did — once ; but not 
now, 1 fancy.” 

“Not openly, no doubt. Because the countryside wouldn’t 
stand it. But ‘wolves do change their hair, not their hearts’. 
He’s the same man still. You think he’s learnt the lesson you’ve 
taught him. I know better. Behind your back he still laughs 
at you and boasts of what he did to me.” 

“ If I thought that ” 

“You don’t think it; you’re too large-hearted and generous to 
think it. You judge others by yourself and cannot imagine 
people doing wicked, underhand things, because you couldn’t do 
* them. But trust a wronged woman to read character. If he 
had the power, he’d make us a laughing-stock to-morrow.” 

Orlando considered. 

“ He certainly said ‘ poor Slanning ’. But ages ago.” 

“ And how often has he said it since ? Do you trust a snake ? 
Then why trust him? Do you pity a cat shot for poaching? 
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Then why pity him ? His place is under your feet. He wronged 
you when he wronged me. He — I hate to think you can be on 
his side against me, Orlando. It has grieved me and made me 
feel old and wretched. If I thought — if I thought you were 
beginning not to love me ” 

She broke otf and felt for her handkerchief. He swore and 
thundered, and damned Wolferstan by ail his gods. 

“Not to love you — you, who are my life 1 The dust is the 
place for him. Let him ge* the^e — the quicker the better. 
The man who 1 tould bring a tear to your cheek ! Good God 
Almighty ! He deserves wo'se— a mil^on times worse than he’s 
got — a million times worse ! ” 

“ I don’t ask you to do anything at all,” she said. “ Far from 
that. Go your way and let him go his. Your way and his are 
as different as light from darkness. Let him alone. The seeds 
of failure are in him, but we did not sow them, and it is not our 
place to weed them out.” 

“ You’ve opened my eyes a bit. When people can drag tears 
out of you, by God, it’s time I did something.” 

“ Tnore are not many men who love their wives in the way 
that you do.” 

“ I’ll ask Thorpe to think twice, anyway, and not send Wolfer- 
stan to Derbyshire.” 

Primrose considered. 

“I know a better plan. You’ve never killed a trout in the 
Derwent. Why not do so ? A month on the Peak — instead of 
Wales. We’ve often thought of it.” 

“ By Gad, what a mind you’ve got ! Lightning’s a fool to it. 
You mean that if we were going up, Thorpe would come him- 
self?” 

“No, I didn’t mean that. But if we were going, he’d very 
likely ask you to look at the cattle for him. Your judgment is 
as good as Wolferstan’s and a thousand times better.” 

“ No, no, I don’t say that. The man kno»vs his business.” 

“So does Mr. Thorpe. At any rate if we go to Derby* 
shire ” 

“He’d come. If you gave him half a ghost of a hint you’d like 
him to, of course he would. He’s such a pal of yours.” 

“ He’s a sensible young fellow, and he cultivates us for your 
wisdom, not my good looks.” 
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“Of course if he went north with us, he wouldn’t want 
Wolferstan to go ? ” 

“ Naturally.” 

A servant came to tell Orlando that somebody wished to speak 
with him, and he returned to the house. 

Primrose strolled a little further, then sat down by the mill-race 
and watched a trout feeding. 

She smiled slightly to herself, as one smiles who has conquered 
a child. 



CHAPTER Xi 


THE SILENT PLACES 

t 

T HE young man Thorpe, mentic led by Orlando, was an 
admirer of Primrose. When he heard that the Slannings 
were going into Derbyshire and rather hoped to meet him there, 
the thing that Primrose desired fell out. Thorpe decided to see 
the stock in question himself, and combine business with pleasure. 
The necessity of employing Wolferstan ceased to exist, and he 
wrote and said as much. 

Dodd was keenly disappointed, and anon, when he learnt that 
the Slannings were also in Derbyshire, his life stood still. For 
two whole days he desisted from work and took himself up to the 
silent places of the Moor that he might weigh the force of this 
new circumstance. The commission, had he purchased, must 
have brought him some little profit. It was a small thing, yet, 
rather than he should have it, Primrose Slanning had gone for a 
week into Derbyshire and so tempted Thorpe to change all his 
plans and accompany her north. Thus he read the matter, and 
with such force did he point his conclusion, that he nearly con- 
vinced his wife against her will. 

44 None not blind could miss this/’ he said, 44 and it proves what 
I’ve long known and what you’ve long refused to know. Nothing’s 
too small for her now. She’d take the bread out of our mouths if 
she could, and see us starve. She’ll do so yet if she can.” 

44 If you are so positive of it, why go on like this then ? She’s 
only a woman, after all. There must be some way of getting at 
her.” 

He shook his head. 

44 No, there isn’t. And, if there was, I wouldn’t take it. Pm 
stronger than she is. The luck’s been on her side — that’s all. 
It will turn again. A day of reckoning must come.” 

44 Let’s have a long tell about it to-morrow,” she said. 44 I’m 
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going up on the Moor to pick hurts for a tart Sunday, and you 
can take the pictures you promised to do. Do’e go along with 
me. We’ll have a quiet time all alone, and look all round this 
and think solemn and serious about it. I begin to see you 
must be right. We can’t go on slipping downhill, dear Dodd. If 
she’s so evil and so strong, we must see to it and protect ourselves 
against her.” 

“Yes, or hit back. You look surprised, Ilet; but it jnay have 
to come to that. I’m not a sheep, but a man, and not a particular 
weak man neither. This can’t go on. Christ 'Himself had to 
strike once or twice. ’Tis no Christian part to forget you’re a 
man. I’m not going to be galled and gallied into my grave by 
that devil. But I’d sooner hear you speak about it than anybody, 
now I’ve convinced your mind that what I’ve seen so long is true. 
You thought me uncharitable and quick to think evil. You even 
stuck up for her on the bed of sickness where she put you ; but 
you can’t any more after this. She’s shown her game clear enough 
now, so ’tis for us to play a card for a change.” 

The next day opened fair on the confines of another autumn. 
The hours shone graciously, and husband and wife moved with 
some afterglow of old-time happiness together along the waste. 
The topic they had gone out to discuss was evaded from hour to 
hour ; Ilet picked her berries ; Wolferstan loafed beside her, 
smoked many pipes of tobacco, and then, when the light was 
kindly and the sun had turned into the West, set up his camera 
and took certain views in the neighbourhood of High Willhayes. 

They had drifted half a mile apart, and Ilet, busy at her work, 
only stopped when a big basket was nearly full. Then she turned 
with keen eyes, marked the trident of his camera standing far 
distant, and trudged back to it. The thing reared solitary and 
the velvet cloth had been blown off it. She picked this up and 
looked round for Dodd ; but it was some time before she found 
him. Then a brown leather case attracted her attention, and she 
remembered it as that which he carried beside Oke, when he met 
her on Black Tor Copse, and again asked her to marry him. For 
a while she reflected upon those moments, and considered how 
much more they must have meant to her husband than to herself. 
He had told her everything concerning that day, and how he was 
actually going to offer marriage to another woman, when he met 
her and found his purpose crumble before her. 
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She turned, looked hither and thither, then suddenly found 
Dodd. He had set up his camera and waited for the sun to 
go round somev/hat ; then he had sunk into drowsiness and so to 
sound sleep. Now his pipe was upon the turf beside him and 
he reposed with his face lifted to the light. But the time was far 
past for his picture. The hour turned towards evening, and 
the wilderness assumed familiar phases under the sinking light 
of the siyi. It made the barren planes to glow; it touched the 
marsh and fen and featureless, blind streaks of stagnant water; 
it warmed the *^sh-grey of the tors into brightness * it touched 
the heather to a note of flame. Gold< 1 exhalations flooded the 
Moor, and something of the red sun’s self seemed kneaded into 
the texture and composition of the earth. The evening light 
deepened into sheer splendour and burnt over this desolation. 
Cloud shadows sailed along the waste no more, but fell upon each 
other in heaven ; and instead, the great earth shadows stretched 
easterly into the valleys and spread between them carpets of tender 
darkness fringed with the sunset fires. Light passed gently and 
peacefully away, as rare music that sinks into silence ; the after- 
glow waxed and faded ; detail died and a wave of monochrome 
flowed gently over all things. Yet darkness spread reluctantly 
and the smile of the hour was followed by no frown. The Moor 
enjoyed that perfect and rare experience of absolute peace suc- 
ceeding upon set of sun — a peace un vexed by one sigh of the 
wind, unshaken by the least elemental sound. Great aerial purity 
followed day. From orange to golden green the wide west waned 
by imperceptible gradation ; and only one thread of scarlet cloud 
stretched under the evening star where, hanging low above the 
nether gloom, white Venus throbbed in glory. 

Ilet did not immediately awaken her husband. It was long 
since she had seen his sleeping face by daylight, and now, ere the 
light waned, she had full leisure to note it curiously. She sat 
down beside him and marked how the searching, low illumination 
showed a sort of secret writing there that she had not read before. 
His open eyes and the vivacity of his look and play of facial life; 
had concealed this script until now ; but here, while he slumbered 
under the sky and no thought or action of mind held muscles 
together or woke expression, like an outline of reality, rather than 
reality itself, his unconscious features lay. She saw things set 
starkly forth, as a map displays the world, innocent of the mists 
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and clouds, light and darkness, that mark a living land ; because 
the mists and clouds of thought, the light and darkness of 
perception and consciousness, were for a while' banished from his 
countenance. 

She looked, and her eyes dimmed as she saw, so that Ilet had 
to brush them ere she could go on seeing. Here were the 
changes brought of battle — the dents and stabs of time, who 
suffers no year to pass unrecorded, no sigh to lift the breast, with- 
out a visible sign. Every sorrow, every anxiety, every frustrated 
hope, every error paid for, or owed for, was marked there for the 
eye of love to mourn. She remembered his face so different 
only ten short years earlier. She recalled the frankness of his 
look, the courtesy and tact of his ways, the eagerness to please 
and swiftness to win friendship. The expression that went with 
those qualities was changed; the traits themselves were less 
marked. Care had blunted his amiability and lessened his 
anxiety to bring pleasure to other people ; anger had wasted his 
vital energies somewhat; unavailing outbursts, though rare enough, 
yet aged him when they came and left their mark within and 
without. 

In his sleep he moved and shook his head and said ‘ No * to 
some dream suppliant. It was the typical word that had taken 
the place of * Yes \ Aforetime he had prospered by concessions ; 
now he strove to succeed with an unyielding attitude, that 
hardened like a crust over his larger, younger nature. His life 
was a little soured and his patience a little weakened. 

The sun set on the world, and Ilet, lifting her eyes, marked it 
vanish, then turned to her husband’s face again. Had the sun 
set there also? She asked herself the question not without 
sorrow. The sun of heaven would again rise here to glitter on 
miles of silver dew, to thread gems into the web and to light the 
torches of the morning upon each crown of eastern-facing 
granite ; but would the sun of this man’s soul ever more burst 
through the shadows that encompassed him and turn his night 
\r \ to dawn? That she could ask questions so dark and dreadful 
startled her. She shook herself free of foreboding and lifted up 
her heart a little. Lasting sorrow, indeed, was his, and irre- 
parable loss ; he should have no child by her, he should not hand 
on the name he bore ; but there were worse things that might 
easily be escaped. They had each other. She knew that she was 



THE SILENT PLACES 305 

more to him than any child ; she believed that she was dearer to 
him than ail ambition. 

She looked at him again and saw the funows that were familiar 
and the furrows that were new. The old ones had deepened ; the 
new ones played in gentler reticulations at the corners of his shut 
eyes and between his eyebrows. He was going a little bald, and 
that insignificant circumstance troubled h^r sometimes more than 
the nakedness bred from the heart, that appeared in his speech, 
method of thought and view of other men. 

He awoke an<£, found her in tears. 

“ My dear woman, what’s amiss ? ” he cried. 

She sat by him and he put his arms round her. 

“ Only my foolishness — looking at you asleep and — and ” 

“ Thinking — I know ” The waking animation of his features 

grew a little dim, and he yawned drearily. 

“ Hang it all ! — the time for that last picture has gone past. 
I’ve been asleep for two hours ; and you’ve been looking at me and 
thinking how jolly old and ugly I get — eh ? ” 

“Not that, Dodd — only that you’re more careworn like — 
naturally. I expect you often think the same of me.” 

“Never. You don’t change. But me — I’ve marked it when 
shaving many a time — the outward sign of the inward — God 
knows what. Oh, Ilet, it’s bad, it’s bad to feel yourself growing 
older and not forwarder. I don’t mean only in worldly things, 
but inner things. I’ve stuck every way.” 

“Don’t say it. ’Tis far from true. You’ve had a cruel deal to 
try you of late years — more’n your share ; an’ you’ve come through 
as few men would have. You’ve never been shook by it; you’ve 
always risen up to your true self after ” 

“ After falling below it, and snarling and snapping, and losing 
my temper, and talking a world of wicked trash. No, I’m not the 
same man I was ten years agone. I wish I was. I was larger- 
minded, gentler, less selfish then. And hopefuller. Life’s the 
bane of hope. And ’tis an awful thing, Ilet, to get less patient as 
you grow older, instead of more patient. ’Tis contrary even to 
nature and the way of the poor dumb beasts. There’s some 
dreadful cause when that happens to a man. It’s happened to 
me though ; and all the work of one evil, plotting woman. I used 
to say that nought could hurt a man from outside ; I used to 
think nought could rob me of what matters, or take my self- 
x 
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control away. I’m wiser now. ’Tis the life-long battle that’s 
making me old. ’Tis fighting that damned she, and knowing I’ll 
have to fight her till one of us goes under.” 

“ Don’t dream such things, dear Dodd.” 

“ I wish it was a dream. I laughed at it when first I found 
it out — ages back, after she beat my horse and took that cup. 
I saw it then, but I never thought ’twas more than a flash of 
sheet lightning. ’Tis very different now. It frets and tears and 
burrows now. It makes me terrible hard to other people, where 
once I’d have been soft ; it poisons my trust in man. When 
I was young, nothing ever angered me, but the sight of my own 
sins when I knelt afore God. I had a large gift of making 
allowance for other folk then. But now — I’ve grown so touchy 
as a rat in a trap. I feel it myself ; I think every man I meet 
is trying to best me. I see more than honesty in the plainest 
bargain. The world’s wearing out my staying power, Ilet — at 
least not the world, but her.” 

“ Never ! To feel these things is half way to curing ’em. But 
you make too much of it, Dodd. You are yourself for all you 
say — not another person. We’ve been under the weather of late 
— a bit of a shadow like.” 

“ Who throwed the shadow ? Look at all the cleverness of it. 
Nothing to lay hold of— nothing to hold up to the shame of other 
people. She’s wove all this — all ; and she’ll go on doing it, unless 
we cut the power to do worse. It’s not the actual things she’ve 
done against us, but the power of the things to work on and on 
— like poison in water. I leap to anger, now, same as another 
man leaps to drink. The prick that used to heal in a moment, 
festers now. I’m not the man I was, Ilet.” 

“ But you shall be. You can get back to it easy enough — by 
the old way that you’ve trod so steady. You taught me to feel it 
and make it the first thing in my life, Dodd. And be you, who 
made a Christian of me, going to be less yourself? Well I know 
you’re not ! You said we should have a talk, and so we have done; 
..but, if you’d thought a minute, you’d have remembered ’twasn’t 
for us to talk, but listen.” 

“1 know what you mean. It’s very right and proper. Yet 
sometimes our ears strain for the Voice so long, that they get 
weary of waiting.” 

“ ’Tis two Sundays since you went to church.” 
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“ More shame to mo. But only once since I missed out of 
wrong-doing. I ought to have gone, but somehow I felt I 
couldn’t. I went ’pon the Moor, and sat and listened for the 
small voice, Ilet ; an’ it didn’t speak.” 

“ ’Twas a sorrow to me and a surprise to many that you kept 
away.” 

“ HI not miss again. All you say is ’rue. How do we dare 
to plan and plot and say we’ll do this and that? Listening is 
what weVe got to do — likening on our knees. You’ve taught me 
right and lifted^me up, as you always do.” 

“And I’ll ax God with all my might .00, dear Dodd. After all, 
’tis such an easy thing to trust Him.” 

“It always have been till late days.” 

“And always must be. Don’t let nought come between you 
and prayer, dear Dodd. That’s the identical word you’ve often 
said to me. The power of it is above any human cleverness. Us 
won’t plot ; us will pray, an’ let God A’mighty plot for us — shall 
we, Dodd?” 

He took her hands, very purple with the berries, and pressed 
them tightiy. 

“ What a wife ! ” he said. “ And I grumble, and doubt, and 
take thought, and don’t see that here, alongside me, part of my- 
self, is a better, blesseder thing than any the world can give 
or rob me of.” 

“We’ve got ourselves, Dodd. We’ve got each other. Even 
she can’t alter that.” 

“By God ! but she nearly did ! If she had — if — ’twould have 
been her life for yours, as sure as the sun’s gone down. I’d not 
have let her live after.” 

“ Don’t — don’t say such madness ! We’ve got such a deal to 
be thankful for, and such a God to trust.” 

He rose and packed his tools. 

“We came up here to good purpose,” he said. “No, no! 
I can carry the case, and your basket too. Good things have 
happened to me to-day — thanks to you. I’ve missed the mos* 
precious balm of all, while my mind roamed, like a fool’s mind, 
and I cast about for an answer. There’s only One can answer. 
I’ll ask Him, Ilet ; and I’ll beg Him humble to forgive me for not 
asking Him before. 'Tis like the sight of water to l he thirsty to 
remember. But how low I’ve sunk to have lost sight of this for a 
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moment ’Tis a great blessing for you to have said these things to 
me. Youll get your reward some day, Ilet.” 

“ My reward’s here this minute — in your dear face,” she said. 
Her heart was actually happy, and his full of new peace as they 
went down together. 



CHAPTER XII 


FLIGHT OF ^IME 

A VERY real awakening followed upon Wolferstan’s Dartmoor 
day. Faith warmed him ; patience touched his heart ; the 
speech of Ilet fortified him greatly and made him look back with 
astonishment at his own recent lapses of temper and of trust in 
his superhuman guides. 

Religion, neglected a little of late, refreshed him more than 
ever, and he became very zealous in public observance and private 
prayer. He blessed his wife for these things; pursued the right 
strongly ; and waited and watched to see Heaven do its part. 

But his nerve was not as of old. He approached the threshold 
of middle age, and the patience, that belonged intrinsically to his 
first manhood, now became a virtue only achieved with effort. 
Months would pass without any display of weakness ; then cir- 
cumstances and anxieties combined to fret him into explosion, 
and the ebullition was only less dreadful to his little household 
than the depression and misery that followed upon it. 

Three months passed by and winter held the land again. 

Then tribulation of a minor sort made Dodd lose his temper. 
In this state he climbed from Okehampton to his home and found 
little Henny at mischief in the garden ; whereupon his irritation 
gained vent; he beat the child sharply and she ran, screaming 
with pain and fright, to her grandmother. Let was out, and the 
old woman chid the man from her heart. 

“ I do hate an uneven soul," she said. “ Be harsh or easy ; 
be short or smooth ; but, for God’s love, Dodd Wolferstan, don’t 
blow hot to-day an’ cold to-morrow, like you be taking to now. 
Us never can wager whether you’ll wear a smile or a frown when 
you get home to dinner. You let the ups an’ downs all come 
out so cruel, till we feel like a lot o’ dogs with a bad master, an* 
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can’t be easy till we know your frame of mind. You’m never the 
same a week. Look at that poor, frightened maid. You’ve seed 
her messing about in the garden a hundred times and said 
nought, or perhaps laughed at her and joined the fun ; then — 
just because you’m niffed about something — you lift your hand 
to her to let out your bile. Ban’t Christian, and very well you 
know it.” 

“I won’t have the place like a pigsty; and I won’t have the 
fowls running in the front garden. I’ve said it till I’m tired of 
saying it.” 

“ Then mend the wire fence and save your wind. That’s your 
work — not ours. You’m unreasonable to blame us for what we 
can’t help.” 

He growled and went up to his room ; but before little Henny’s 
eyes were dry, he had returned and taken her on his lap and 
kissed her. 

“ I was wrong,” he said ; “ I mostly am wrong nowadays. 
Forgive me, baby, an’ I’ll get a new trumpet for you this very 
minute.” 

Henny forgave him and her grandmother smiled. 

“ There you are ! You’d trapse down in the town again an’ 
wear yourself out — for nought but to make peace with your own 
silly heart. You mend that fence, afore dinner. That’s good 
sense, that is. Plenty of time for a toy next time business takes 
you downhill.” 

“ I’ve promised,” answered Wolferstan, and he rose and walked 
down to the shops. 

Ilet returned before he did and heard the story. 

“ ’Tis things like that that hurt,” she said. “ ’Tisn’t the 
temper one minds so much as — as the feebleness, if you under- 
stand me. Strong men often rage, like the sky thunders, and the 
air’s cleared by it; but our dear man — what was the sense of 
whipping baby an’ then going off to get a toy for her ? ’Tis the 
feebleness. He’d not have done one nor t’other a few year 
ago.” 

“ If us could stiffen him a bit, ’twould be a very good thing, I 
grant you,” said the old woman. “ Not but what he can be hard 
enough when he pleases. He ban’t a tyrant, like some I’ve 
known — a brute at home and mild as Moses outside ; but there 
’tis ; he sets up his back at the wrong time and for nought.” 
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Dodd’s wife assented, and within a fortnight of that event 
another aspect of the man’s character appeared, for he met with 
real ill -fortune and bore it in a spirit of patient bravery that 
made Ilet’s heart beat with pride. His cattle were now off the 
Moor, and some ten valuable pedigree heifers he kept near 
him. The rest were sent down into the low lands until spring 
should come ; but these young cattle he stalled near his house in a 
long, tawpitched byre snugly situated at a hollow of the hill half 
a mile from his house. On a night when Dodd was from home, 
this place caugffit fire, and not a bear* escaped. The deed was 
deliberately done, and the incendiary gave himself up three days 
afterwards. He was a carpenter, out of work, to whom Ilet had 
refused food. It transpired that in the past this rogue had 
worked for Wolferstan, and, indeed, helped to build the byre 
when first he came to Okehampton. Drunk and in a rage, he 
destroyed the place and the cattle ; then, a week afterwards, con- 
fessed, and presently got five years’ penal servitude for the 
crime. 

This most serious reverse, instead of casting down the man, 
found him at his best. He explained his attitude to Ilet. 

“ For a minute I was struck down when I heard it,” he said. 
“ I felt like Job, and the Devil was at my elbow, if ever he stood 
there, and urged me to curse God. But that was only the horror 
of feeling she’d struck again. Yes, at first I firmly believed that 
she was behind this, and had worked me evil by another hand. 
Then, when I found ’twasn’t her, I felt a load off me. Even the 
terrible loss and the anxious time ahead, look small compared to 
what they would have looked. I could face life with a light heart 
almost — I could even begin again, I do think, if that woman 
changed — or died ” 

“Let it go out of your mind. She’ve done her worst. She 
can’t shake you from God.” 

“ No — that’s beyond human power, Ilet. In my sober moments 
I know how deep the roots lie. The storm strains them — more 
shame to me — but they’ll hold ; never doubt that. This evil's 
sent for His purposes. I feel the whip — I turn the other cheek to 
the Everlasting Smiter. What comes from Him is right.” 

But the death of his stock altered Wolferstan’s hopes for the 
coming year. It grew necessary to retrench, and his first 
thought was to sell his best horse whereon he hunted. Ilet held 
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out against this, and, since she begged so earnestly, he kept it 
for the season. 

She was thankful to see him ride out on a hunting morning • 
but she did not know that upon these occasions he seldom 
went to meet. Instead, he took his own course over the winter 
loneliness of the Moor, passed through the empty antres of 
the land, roamed far beyond reach of man and his dwelling- 
places. These hidden hours served their purpose, fortified his 
soul, and tuned him to a better spirit than any occasions of 
sport. ' 

He kept more aloof from his kind than of old ; his acquaint- 
ance marked it, and set different interpretations upon it Some 
held that he was growing proud ; others, better informed, declared 
that the man approached a crisis of his fortunes and might, ere 
long, be seen on a valuable horse no more. Once Wolferstan 
overheard some remarks of this sort where sportsmen waited 
while hounds drew cover, and the hint and whistle that went with 
it, poisoned his day. He became suspicious, self-conscious, 
quick to fancy himself the subject of discourse. If two men 
met near him and lifted their voices in laughter, he grew uneasy. 
His judgment lost a little of its charity, and, while increasing 
knowledge of the world poured in from without, the personal 
factor of unrest made it impossible for his mind to digest this 
food of experience, or profit by it. He found himself thinking 
evil, and the discovery brought grief and contrition to him. He 
started the inner life again in a larger spirit, struggled to take 
charitable views of all men, to seek motives before censuring 
actions, to thrust the snake of suspicion from his mind. 
A period of peace returned to him and life looked a little 
brighter. 

On an occasion of hunting he met with Slanning, and since 
Primrose was not out, the miller manoeuvred to get alongside 
Wolferstan and fall into conversation. He meant no unfriendliness, 
but was as usual maladroit in his choice of words. 

“Damned sorry about those young things,” said Orlando. 
“ IPs horrid to think how they suffered— fried to death in that 
byre. We oughtn’t to use so much wood in our byres. They’re 
regular death-traps.” 

“Stone ones cost a bit of money,” said Dodd. “All the same, 
you’re right.” 
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“ Somebody told me that two dozen were burnt, and all pedigree 
stuff.” 

“ Ten was the number.” 

“ What a born devil that man must have been ! And just 
because you wouldn't give him a drink cf cider — eh?” 

“ Not at all. You've got the story wrong, like everybody else, 
out of the newspaper. He'd worked for me before he went to the 
bad. He came begging, as he had done for about six weeks, and 
I’d told my wife she wasn't to give him another crust. He was 
drunk and curse® her. Presently he cLared off, and she saw no 
more of him. Then he burnt my place down and, three days 
after, went to one of those revival meetings and confessed.” 

“You don't seem to have any luck with your cattle.” 

“ Perhaps not ; but that won’t break your heart.” 

“ No — it’s nothing to me personally ; but I'm merely a little 
surprised, because, when you were younger, old Horn, my father- 
in-law, always thought you were going to be a big man some day.” 

Wolferstan laughed. 

“ Whai does he call a big man, I wonder ? A man that never 
forgets and never forgives? A man that goes his way, like a 
steam roller, and has no heart or charity for other people ? Is that 
what he admires? I suppose it must be, since that's the man he 
is himself.” 

Slanning flushed. “ What’s changed you so much ? ” he said. 

“ I’m not changed. 'Tis others that change. I go my way. 
'Tis Alexander Horn that changed and cold-shouldered me at the 
critical stage of my career.” 

“For pretty good reasons. However, that's delicate ground. 
We've both got memories. You oughtn't to have bought those 
things at Marhamchurch.” 

“ I know it. Didn’t I regret it, and write humbly to the man, 
and offer to give them up at the figure cf your last bid ? Didn't 
I say in my letter that I'd lost my temper and was sorry for it ? 
Who on God’s earth could do more? And he never answered 
the letter.” 

“ I know — I was sorry he didn’t meet you — really.” 

“You! Forgive my saying it, but, between father and daughter, 
you're rather like a feather in a gale of wind. I don't blame 
you for your part. You've only done what you were told — and 
will again, I dare say. But ” 
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“Stop that! You’re an impossible man, Wolferstan, and 
you’re a fool too — which you weren’t once. Why, even I — but 
there, it’s no good talking to you. Life teaches you nothing 
apparently. To say such things to me, after what I’ve done for 
you. But you weren’t worth it — such a churl — and I’m sorry 
I ever cared a damn about you. Horn was right; you’re no 
good.” 

This attack, the result of his own speech, did not? trouble 
Wolferstan. He was angry himself — being turned to anger by his 
own thoughts — and now he felt glad to see the other grow hot. 
He did not desire Orlando’s friendship and he did not much 
believe in it. Having once entertained a contempt for the man, 
he found it difficult, if not impossible, to take him seriously. He 
was glad of the opportunity to say things which might go back to 
his old master’s ear, and, having said them, he turned his back on 
Slanning without answering the latter’s assault. He was conscious 
that he had now broken with the miller for ever, and did not 
consider that for this flamboyant and conceited soul, life had also 
brought its lessons and chastening influences. 

With advance of spring and necessity for large payments, Dodd 
found that he had to call on capital, and it was then, when he 
grew anxious, that Ilet worked her way and he reluctantly con- 
sented to let a part of his house for lodgings. He had long 
withstood her reasonable petition in this matter, but now yielded. 
There was no difficulty, for with the opening of the artillery 
camp above them, and the visits of successive batteries from all 
parts of England, demand for accommodation began and lasted 
until the end of the practice in September. 

Thus it came about that soldiers, sometimes alone and some- 
times with their wives and families, occupied the two front apart- 
ments and certain bedrooms in Dodd Wolferstan’s house. He 
chafed under it, and the glimpse of a social order other than his 
own first interested him, finally annoyed him. The soldiers were 
usually gentlemen, and some took interest in their landlord and 
bis pursuits ; but the gap between them depressed Dodd, and the 
possibility of ever crossing it seemed remote. Ambition Had 
starved while anxiety was afoot ; now, in the atmosphere of these 
men, it revived a little. He surveyed the past years and found 
that he had made no progress of that sort. Therefore he 
affected a new outlook and pretended to despise the thing he 
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envied. Once he was off-hand and familiar with some of his 
younger lodgers, and, as a result, they ignored him during the 
remainder of their sojourn ;* once he returned into the wiser way 
of his youth, and made a friend by so doing. 

A soldier bought his horse from him c or fifty pounds, and the 
fact saddened Ilet not a little, for she kne3r that he would hunt no 
more. But he promised to take pleasure and recreation in other 
ways. * 

" Hunting was never the same after that awful bad time in 
the past,” he said? when she regretted his action. “ Somehow I 
always live again in that day and through that cursed home- 
coming to you, when I see hounds. And it wakes the devil in 
me too. I’m better out of it.” 

He hunted no more, and when he had sold the stock that he 
had raised, he found himself not justified in purchasing again. 
For a time he stood irresolute and revolved many schemes of 
action. He was solvent with money saved ; but now he doubted 
much how best for the future to apply time, energy and know- 
ledge. Many courses presented themselves, and decision was 
difficult. 

At this stage fell Wolferstan's fortieth birthday, and a few 
friends came to supper that they might celebrate it. 

Some bore little gifts with them. Ilet gave him a woollen 
waistcoat of her own knitting, Mrs. Pierce produced a new 
prayer-book, and Dicky Barkell, a new knife. Abner also 
brought a gift. It was a volume of sermons that he had pos- 
sessed for fifty years. 

John and Thomas Ball joined the party, but carried no pres- 
ents. After supper all talked of the future and advanced ideas. 
Only the younger Barkell said little. 

Dodd, despite the joyful occasion, was moody and preoccupied. 
He fretted under their friendly advice ; he had not asked for 
it or sought it; but Abner Barkell and Johnny Ball teemed with 
ideas. The ancient’s were sensible ; the younger man’s were 
based on piety and high aspirations. He was full of earnest and 
devout opinions ; and he looked at life in a spirit of trustfulness 
and hope. Dodd chafed at the round-eyed youth’s somewhat 
unctuous sentiments, and turned impatiently from him. He 
desired to hear Dicky ; but Dicky was entirely occupied with his 
pipe. 
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At last Wolferstan found the tension more than he could bear 
and rose from his place. 

“ HI ask you to come out with me in the yard a minute, 
Richard,” he said. “I want to speak a private word to you, 
if you please.” 

The signalman nodded, and they went out together. Then 
Dicky sat on a granite trough in the moonlight and the other 
walked up and down in front of him and detailed his griefs. 

“ You was the only one that could keep your mouth shut, and 
I thank you for it,” he began. * 

“Twas better fun listening than talking. My old man’s 
twittering do always amuse me : he’s got such a lot of sense. As 
for that psalm-smiting house-painter — you used to talk like that 
once. But you don’t now.” 

“ The world’s a hard place.” 

“So ’tis — if you try to do man’s work in it.” 

“I shall be the wrong side of forty to-morrow morning, and 
nothing done.” 

“You know best about what’s done. I should have thought 
there was too much done for your peace of mind. As to being 
wrong side of forty, as a Christian you oughtn’t to say so. ’Tis 
for chaps like me, who don’t believe in anything after, and 
don’t want to — ’tis for us to talk about the wrong side o’ forty — 
not you. With your eternal home coming nearer every hour, 
you’m on the right side of forty surely? But you’m like the 
rest. ’Tis all a pretence, and whenever you speak from the heart, 
out comes truth.” 

“’Tis only a figure of speech. I han’t feared of death and 
shan’t mind how soon it comes. My life’s run into a very 
different pattern to what I planned, Dick. You’ve always got 
a dose of lemon for every complaint, but you can’t say no 
bitterer thing to me than what I say to myself. I’m forty ; and 
I’ve failed.” 

“ You know best.” 

•* “Failed through no fault of mine — let the Lord witness to 
that. She’s ruined me, Dick — I can see it clearer every day. 
I wouldn’t say it to any living soul but you. But ’tis the truth. 
We see so clear looking back. She’s done for me.” 

“ Trash ! ” answered the other drily. “ If you’re ruined — and 
I won’t believe that — ’twasn’t Primrose Slanning done it. That’s 
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the old, cowardly whine of Adam and all his knock-kneed sort. 
No woman ever ruined a man unless the man had a weak spot 
for her poison to come in at. # Men ruin themselves — women can't 
ruin 'em. Men ruin themselves by letting lust run away with 
'em; men ruin themselves by believing lies; by trusting; by 
being weak; by bad qualities ; by good qualities; by a thousand 
different ways ; but the ruination comes from inside 'em. Every 
man's got a ruined corner to him somewhere — you anS me and all. 
The dose you've had wasn’t mixed by any hand but your own, 
Dodd Wolfcrstam Think derp enough and you’ll know it." 

“ That's not true." 

“ Your own act made her an everlasting enemy, as I knew it 
would. From the day you escaped marrying her, she was your 
foe. 'Twas only a question then which would be strongest. If 
you're ruined, 'tis because you was weaker than her; and that's 
only to say again your own weakness ruined you. She's had fine 
sport with you — from her point of view.” 

“ You argue without God, as usual.” 

“ Where does He come in ? Show me His hand in the job, 
and I'll go on my knees in this mud. I say that the worst woman 
as ever walked is powerless to ruin a man, unless his nature's the 
right soil for her seed to grow in. If there’s no starting-place for 
another person’s evil to root in you, it won’t grow, and there's an 
end of it." 

“To shake a man’s trust in God — think of that." 

“And what is the trust worth that can be shaken? If 'twas 
capable of being shook, 'tis certain the power to shake would 
come along in some shape.” 

“ Such a woman is stronger than the Devil. He would never 
have shook it. You would never have shook it. When my 
things were burnt, I sank down — down, till I found 'twasn't her 
work. Then I rose up again, because I said ‘ 'Tis God's work and 
therefore good '. I could bear that stroke ; yet, when I see her 
power and know it can only come from her Maker, my heart sinks 
about my God.” 

Barkell was interested at this confession. 

“ You're built so,” he answered. “ You can't help it. Along 
with your mighty faith, there's a pinch of doubt. Like all 
your sort, you keep a profit and loss account with God. You 
think you don't ; but you do. I’m just the other way. With all 
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my doubt, there’s a pinch of faith — not in no God, but in the 
hopeful outlook of man’s nature and the closer grasp he gets on 
wisdom and knowledge every generation.” 

“Any sort of hopefulness is good. I trusted in man too— 
once. See where it’s taking me.” 

“All the same,” said Dicky, “you are living and feeling. 
Your nature has took you into deep water and, sink or swim, 
you’ve had f splash for your forty years. You’ve lived. You’ve 
done man’s work. But as for me, I’m a worse ruin fhan you, 
for all my talk. You’ve been knocked about with shot and shell. 
That’s grand, even though you come out second best. I’m 
going down with dry rot. I’m a coward for all my magpie 
chatter. I’m a coward — sitting there behind my points — doing 
what any fool could do. My life’s wasted. But it’s fulfilled the 
result of the ingredients. ’Twas mixed so. I shall go on rusting 
out ; you’ll go on wearing out. We can’t change.” 

“And what will that woman go on doing ? ” 

“ She’ll go on hunting you as long as you let her, like a boy 
hunts a squirrel, or a man a hare, till it drops or escapes.” 

“ I can’t stand no more of it. I shall hit back.” 

“ You’ll do what’s in you to do. You’ll be yourself.” 

“The thing is to know my next step — speaking generally. 
Sometimes I’m in a mind to go right away ; sometimes I almost 
resolve to face her and have it out. Can’t say that I’m doing 
much here for the moment.” 

“ To face her would be a very interesting deed. You heard 
about Joe Chastey, the Portreeve?” 

“ Only that he’d come into a bit of money when his uncle at 
Launceston died.” 

“ Yes ; but he’s going to take over the business there, instead 
of selling it. ’Tis a corn chandler’s, and he understands a bit 
about it. He may go.” 

“ What’s that to me ? ” 

“ I don’t know. How would you like to go back ? ” 

* “Go back ten years and be Portreeve again ? ” 

“Why not? The first step to going forward is often going 
back. Better men than you, or me, have made mistakes that took 
ten years to put right.” 

They returned to the house and found others studying the 
same proposition. 
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Ilet was nervous that her husband would be angry at the sug- 
gestion of a return to Bridgetstowe ; but, to her surprise, he took 
it quietly and even amiably. To go back to the home of his 
happiness and best fortune? presented a picture to his mind that 
was not unattractive. 

After their friends had departed, husband and wife discussed 
the question at great length. She urged the change, being driven 
by instinct to do so. He listened to her arguments, but said little 
and left fhe subject open for future discussion 

One aspect of it curiously r asci lated him. Instead of dis- 
liking the idea of returning into the immediate neighbourhood of 
the Slannings* home, he found it attract him. It chimed with his 
shadowy thoughts of taking the offensive and striking a return 
blow for the many that he had suffered. 



CHAPTER XIII 

BACK TO BRIDGETSTOWE 

W OLFERSTAN took his problem to his God and entered 
upon a patient and amiable phase of spirit. He had 
become more prayerful of late, and made renewed endeavours to 
do good at Okehampton. But it hurt him not a little to find that 
he did not carry quite the old weight. Even at the working men’s 
club, which he had been instrumental in establishing, he was met 
with fewer courtesies and found himself upon a level with those 
who once granted and indicated his superiority. Other and more 
prosperous souls controlled affairs. More than once he was out- 
voted, and he observed a rational element grow daily in strength 
among the members. Prosperity and failure alike exude a subtle 
aroma, which men scent by instinct. Each carries an atmosphere, 
and few are able to conceal the approximate truth concerning 
that in which they move. When Wolferstan was the matter on 
men’s tongues, it began to be felt that he did not get on ; that he 
stood in a way to falsify predictions ; that he had lost a part of 
his old winning and attractive manner. An edifice of false 
rumours arose upon foundations of truth; some for their own 
purposes decried him to advance personal ends ; some declared 
such allegations false. But it became generally understood that 
he might return to Bridgetstowe ; and when once the possibility 
arose, the certainty was accepted. Many positively asserted that 
Wolferstan meant to leave Okehampton, long before he had 
decided to do so. He heard it as a commonplace at business 
and at the club. It affected him not a little to observe that the 
event was alluded to with indifference. 

“ If I’d been going to Exeter in a big way, everybody would 
have come sneaking up to say they were sorry ; but because I 

320 



BACK TO BRIDGETSTOWE 321 

may be returning to Bridgetstowe in a small way, not a man cares 
a curse,” he said to his wife. 

“Tis not a small way/J she said. “ You'll be all you was, 
and more. Can’t a man return to his native place if it pleases 
him?” 

“ They don’t want him there — not if he goes back poorer than 
he went out.” 

“ Yo\\ go back richer — every way. Richer if anything even 
in money.” 

Still he hesitated. Then a day came when he sought the 
desert rather than the market-place and spent long hours alone. 
He returned so late that Ilet had begun to grow anxious about 
him. He was ravenously hungry and ate his supper before he 
spoke a word. 

Presently his wife loosed his tongue. 

“Tis so curious now, dear — as if we was changing places 
almost. When I was a girl, I was always for Dartymoor, and 
liked nought better than trapsing up-along ’mongst the gert 
stones. But now ’tis you that goes to they old, lonesome tors, 
while I be the busy one and tramps down among the people.” 

He drank his beer, sighed the comfortable sigh that follows 
a hearty meal, and lighted his pipe. Then he answered her 
remark. 

“ Ban’t much use my going among the people now. My bolt’s 
shot. Nobody wants me no more.” 

Henny Pierce answered him. 

“ Don’t you tell that nonsense, Dodd. You know a lot better. 
Of course they don’t want you now. Why for should they? 
Who wants a man who don’t know how to make up his mind ? 
While you loaf here uncertain ’bout your plans, who should want 
’e? If you had a job to-morrow — but there, what’s the good 
of talking if you can’t make up your mind ? ” 

“ I have made up my mind. I’m going.” 

Ilet jumped up and kissed him. 

“That’s great news, Dodd — great news. ’Tis for the bes.,, 
for certain. You know how strong I’ve felt for it ever since 
there was the first thought of it in the air.” 

“I went along of Joe Chastey last week,” he said, “and we 
had a tell about things. He’s not going on with that business 
to Launceston, but he’s going to sell it and buy another business 
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in the same line at Tavistock. Twill take a good bit of time 
to fix up; but that’s so much the better. He’ll throw over 
Portreeve in a year or so ; then, if they’ll have me ” 

“ ‘ Have you ’ ! I should think they would ! ” cried Ilet. 

“Of course — never was such a well-thought-on Portreeve as 
you,” declared Mrs. Pierce. 

“ So there it stands. I go out of this in the spring. Now ’tis 
for us to look round. My heart wants more beasts, but iny pocket 
says nursery gardening again, though ’twill be against the grain. 
However, I’m learning to bend my will — that’s harder than to 
bend your back. God’s in it all. If I didn’t trust Him, I should 
go mad.” 

“ ’Tis a very proper thought — so us all should — for who else can 
be trusted?” asked old Henny. “There, I’m heartened up 
something wonnerful,” she continued. “I do love a move — an’ 
I’ll be nearer my graves in Sourton churchyard — that is if you be 
going to take me along with you.” 

“Of course,” said Ilet. “You’re one of us, han’t you? Our 
good’s yours.” 

“ How will the little one be able to go on with her piano 
lessons to Bridgetstowe ? ” asked Dodd, suddenly moved to a 
small issue; as the mind will, when confronted with a great one. 

“ Let’s drop ’em,” said the mother. “ They’ll never be no use 
to ” 

But Henny’s step-father interrupted her passionately. 

“ She shall not drop them ! Damn it, are we going to drop 
everything ? ’Tis always ‘ drop this ’ and ‘ drop that’. She shall 
go on learning.” 

“ Don’t get so hot, my dear man. Of course she shall, if you 
like. I only said it to please you. An’ seeing we’ve got a piano 
an’ she’s so clever at it — of course ” 

He returned into good humour and did not see the older 
woman’s horrified eyes shine, like little moons, in her withered 
face. She could not believe her ears, for she had never heard 
Wolforstan swear until that moment. 

The excitement of the coming change kept them busy and 
occupied them through the winter. A measure of fair fortune 
overtook Wolferstan, and the best thing that happened to him 
was some return of self-respect. Bridgetstowe people expressed 
themselves as gratified that the native should return to his old 
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home. A house, of a size somewhat larger and position more 
important than his old bachelor dwelling, was forthcoming upon 
the road to Launceston. The rent seemed likely to strain his 
resources, but he decided for it on the strength of a rich and 
secluded garden. This land was surrounded by old cob walls 
against which grew the better sort of stone fruit. The trees had 
been well tended and were in a prosperoas condition. 

Ilet, unknown to Dodd, did much to increase the warmth 
of his future welcome. She was often in Bridgetstowe at this 
period, and mad£ many friends. Incidentally she learnt of the 
Slannings, and hearsay by no means chimed with her own inner 
knowledge concerning her husband’s enemy. The miller and his 
wife were both very popular and the sympathy extended to Ilet 
was bestowed tenfold upon Primrose. For Wolferstan’s wife had 
a child, though not by him ; Orlando Slanning was childless — a 
circumstance that awoke most active commiseration in the minds 
of the matrons of Bridgetstowe. Mrs. Slanning did no little 
practical good in her new sphere. She was said to be kind- 
hearted and known to be generous. She figured at philanthropic 
entertainments, took stalls at bazaars, performed her part in the 
country community, and went regularly to church. All spoke 
well of her ; and thus a new problem faced Ilet. She was for 
taking it to her husband, but, instead, kept it to herself. How 
could a woman, inspired to active and obstinate malignity in one 
direction, order her life with justice and charity in every other? 
How could a fellow-creature be consistently evil to Wolferstan 
and good to everybody else ? How could she cruelly plot and 
plan to spoil his life and ruin his hopes, even to the least of them, 
yet preserve, in every other relation and direction, a temperate, 
tolerant, kindly attitude? Was it that into this battle she poured 
all the bitterness of her nature, all the energy and determination 
of her character, leaving nothing else but a residuum of amiable 
indifferences? Or was it that Wolferstan had been mistaken, 
that his imagination had failed to digest facts and so induced a 
waking nightmare and delusion under which he still laboured V 
The problem rose beyond her power to solve. She knew that it 
must presently face her husband also, and hoped that the esteem 
in which the Slannings were held at Bridgetstowe might modify 
his fear and hatred of them. 

The matter soon came on Dodd’s own lips, for it happened 



THE PORTREEVE 


324 

that during a market day he dined at ‘The Royal Oak*, and 
that Orlando Slanning— thrown out hunting— rode up at the 
hour of the mid-day meal and presently partook of it beside 
Wolferstan. 

Not without irritation Dodd marked the esteem in which 
certain small farmers and tradesmen round them held the miller, 
and he even found himself treated more respectfully, because 
Slanning accosted him. » 

Orlando bore no malice and, though his last meeting with 
Dodd had not been friendly, he spoke now in his usual loud and 
amiable tones. 

“So you’re coming back, I hear, Wolferstan? You might 
do worse. Bridgetstowe’s not a bad little corner for a busy, 
man.” 

“ Plenty doing, no doubt,” answered Dodd shortly. 

“ Rather ! I know the place you’ve taken. I suppose you’ll 
go in for gardening again? They say you rather burnt your 
fingers with the beasts.” 

“ They say wrong as usual. I didn’t burn my fingers ; but 
a rascally tramp burnt my byre and many very valuable young 
heifers in it.” 

“ Of course. I’d quite forgotten. Cruel bad luck.” 

“It was. For the minute I’m going gardening again. But 
I hope I shall soon be stock-raising. That’s what I want to do.” 

“ Shall you hunt ? ” 

“ Presently I hope to do so. I got a good offer for my big 
horse from one of the soldiers at the camp.” 

“ One of your lodgers ? ” 

Slanning, in sober honesty, meant no offence. It was an 
utterance characteristic of his stupidity — the bludgeon of a fool 
swung in pure innocence. Wolferstan had no right whatever to 
take offence ; but he did so. 

“It was a Major Tomlinson of the Royal Artillery,” he 
answered with a change of manner ; then rose from the table and 
T^rep&fred to leave it. 

Slanning, however, had something else to mention. 

“ Don’t go,” he said. “ Wait a minute till I’ve done— then I’ll 
come with you.” 

He moderated his voice and spoke again, so that the other 
only could hear. 
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“I want to ask you a favour. Nobody knows the idea but 
me, and you needn’t say I asked you. In fact, I’d rather you 
didn’t. I’ll bolt this pudding — then we’ll go into the smoking- 
room and talk.” 

Soon they sat with their feet on a sanded floor and their noses 
in the reek of stale tobacco. 

“It’s this,” said Slanning. “ I want you to judge the plough- 
ing matches here. If I suggest it, the committee will write you 
a forma 1 request, and it won’t do you any harm, but be a good 
advertisement fo^you.” 

Again innocently he blundered and did not guess that in 
the wounds of Wolferstan a very active poison of pride now 
festeied. 

“ Why d’you ask me ? ” said Dodd. 

“Well — because you know what ploughing means and we 
don’t. Failing you, there’s Farmer Chave; but he’ll have two 
men in the competition. You’ll be unprejudiced.” 

“Once a ploughboy, always a plough boy ; is that what you 
mean ? ” 

“ Good God, no ! But you were the best man who ever drove 
a share here twenty years ago, so I’m told, and I thought ” 

“ I know what you thought — or your wife thought — to belittle 
me to my face — to insult and hurt me at my first coming back 
here. Tis all of a piece. But you’ve gone to the end of the 
tether. I warn you to do no more, for I’ll stand no more.” 

Slanning stared in amazement. A maiden who had answered 
the bell appeared at the door, and waited for him to speak. 

“ Well, I’m ” began the miller, then stopped. 

“What might you please to want, sir?” said the girl. 

“ Nothing, Nelly,” he answered. “ I meant to order — but this 
gentleman won’t drink with me.” 

Nelly regarded Dodd curiously, then departed. Slanning rose. 

“ I’m sorry that everything I do and say is always turned into 
a bad meaning by you, Wolferstan. You won’t go far here, or 
anywhere, if you’re so jolly ready to misunderstand everybody 
and think that everybody wants to insult you, or some such 
damned nonsense. Anyway, it’s a pretty feeble style to begin 
living in a new place — to quarrel with one of the leading ifien of 
the district. You had some name for sense once ; but I should 
say Okehampton has knocked all the sense out of you.” 
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He marched from the room and left Wolferstan with a stormy 
heart. Dodd did not believe in the worthiness of Orlando’s 
motives and did not regret his owr% harsh words. 

“ He’ll tell them to her,” he said when detailing the incident 
to Ilet. “ He’ll tell her how I spoke, and she’ll see that I know 
everything and am not deceived. So much the better.” 



CHAPTER XJV 


CLOUDS 

AFTER lengthy inaction, renewed labour sweetened the heart 
jx . and mind of Dodd \Volferstan. He set to work upon his 
garden, completed various arrangements, and sold such cattle as 
he still possessed. Waves of bitterness sometimes swept his 
spirit when he reflected upon the altitude of his ambitions and 
the humble aspect of reality ; but I let was always swift to bring 
common-sense consolations, and her own restored peace of mind 
went far to support him. Not always, however, did she say the 
just word. Occasionally her speeches, uttered with artless soul, 
cut both ways, and tortured. 

“Tis only so many years of learning and getting wiser,” she 
said once. “ I do love to think you’ll be plain Portreeve again — 
as you was when first I met you.” 

She spoke to cheer him in an evil hour ; but her words acted 
contrariwise and cast him down. 

Before the arrival of spring they had left Okehampton and 
were settled in their new home. The move proved expensive, 
but nothing could quell Ilet’s sanguine heart at this season and 
something of her cheerful spirit impressed itself upon her hus- 
band. He found it well to be among the familiar scenes again. 
Every gate and meadow was a friend, and the hearty greeting of 
the people seemed also good to him. Many of whom he had lost 
note during recent years came to see the man, and there was 
little but kindness and pleasure exhibited at his return. He 
noted the passage of the years, marked familiar names J&at had 
dropped out and new ones now in the mouths of the folk. He 
did not grudge the older men their weight in local matters, but a 
throb of envy woke when those he had known as lads now saluted 
an equal in him and spoke and jested without ceremony. Not 
so they talked of the Slannings. Orlando, thanks to his wife and 
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the restraining influences of increasing age, had won a real repu- 
tation. People admitted that he entertained a cheerful conceit of 
himself and did not bide from his leff hand the good deeds per- 
formed by his right ; but good deeds were done, and the miller's 
kindness of heart outweighed his weakness of head. None could 
forget his virtues, because the hamlet was repeatedly and prac- 
tically reminded of them. 

Wolferstan debated long as to his future attitude .towards 
Orlando Slanning. Ilet herself raised the question and uncon- 
sciously tickled his pride. • 

“As Portreeve you'll be a leading man again," she said, “and 
you're bound to be thrown against him and other uppermost 
people pretty soon." 

He admitted it. 

“ I've always known how to go among 'em, and always shall, 
I suppose," he answered. “As to him, the case is different. 
When us have met he's never lost the opportunity to drop gall, 
and I've always been pretty quick to show him I knew what he 
was playing at. But now— well, for my part I'll let bygones be 
bygones willingly enough, so far as he's concerned. He's only 
a tool. Time will soon show what she means. And I shall act 
according. I talked a good deal of silly nonsense last year, 
when I was cut up about it all ; but I feel my feet firmer under 
me again now, thank God, and I see the way a lot clearer. 
My Christianity seemed to go to sleep for a bit. 'Twas a very 
dreadful thing, Ilet, and a terrible black mark against a man ; for 
when we get listless in religious matters, 'tis our own fault and our 
own sin. There was a screw loose ; but now 'tis tight again and 
I can look the world in the face and say I've failed by the will 
of God; and that now I be going to try and succeed by the 
will of God." 

“ 'Tis like your greatness, Dodd ; an', pushed home, that means 
'twas the will of God these things befell you. But surely God 
wouldn't use dirty tools to do His cleaning work in our souls ; 
therefor it may hap that all you've thought and feared touching 
that woman be false. Oh, my dear man, think what a weight off 
your shoulders if you could say, ‘ I've blamed her falsely. She's 
innocent of evil ; she’s what other people think her, not what 
I think her. She's only come into my ill luck by chance, and 
'tis the Devil makes me hate her ! ' " 
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“ If I could do that ” 

“You could, Dodd. ’Tis just a thing your big spirit and 
Christian thoughts would jise to, if you only pray to God to 
help you.” 

He remained silent with the magnitude of the thought. 

“There’d be a large Christianity about it, sure enough,” he 
said. “ A Christianity to make angels wonder.” 

“An’ .tis within your power. You could say to-morrow that 
you’d read the events in your life wrongly and mistook them. 
You could say that, looking into your own self, you beginned to 
see what it all meant — and beginned to find God’s hand in it, not 
another’s.” 

“ All the same, we must keep common sense, Ilet. I might 
swear this minute that there’s no more malice left in me; but 
high thoughts mustn’t sweep us into silliness. What you ask — 
’tis beyond reason.” 

“ And haven’t you often said that religion is beyond reason and 
above it ? That you have. You’ve taught me — me that believed 
little enough when I corned to you — you’ve taught me all it means 
to trust God through thick and thin. Can’t you take back a little 
of the teaching to yourself just now?” 

“ I’ll think of it ; I’ll see if my mind can lift to it without 
upsetting my reasoning parts, Ilet. ’Twould be a mighty relief 
and comfort if I could say from my heart, ‘ That woman’s not 
responsible for the past ’ ; — but — I’ll make it a praying matter.” 

“ Then ’twill come right,” she said. 

“ Barkell’s with you there in one sort of way,” he added. 

“ Though I’ve little patience with him, I feel there’s sense in his 
scourge sometimes. He’s sour oftener than sweet, but so’s physic, 
and so’s life. That man, if he had faith, might have been a great 
power for good.” 

“He’s with me— how?” she asked. “Ban’t often Dicky 
would agree with me, I should reckon.” 

“ In a way he is, for he says that a man b r ews his own drink 
and none can do that for him. When I said, in a weaipnhoKJ, 
that woman had ruined me ; he answered 'twas no such thing, 
but that I’d ruined myself, and that no strength or craft of any 
man or woman in the world could ruin me, unless I let ’em have 
the power.” 

Ilet was surprised. 
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“ I should reckon that was pretty near to a Christian thought,” 
she said. “ It shows that, clever though he may be, them han't 
born that’s cleverer than the Bible.” ( 

“No harm can get into a man unless the door be opened to 
it from inside — that’s his motto. Mind, I’m not saying if ’tis 
supported by the Bible; but there’s a lot in it. Suppose, for 
instance, I say that what’s happened to me be all good and to my 
betterment ; then, if I can believe it so, I’m not hurt qj: all, but 
just the other way. Suppose I say the things that have fallen out 
have made me wiser, patienter, gentler with Ae world, larger- 
hearted and such-like ? ” 

“The thing is to say it, dear.” 

He shook his head. 

“ No ; the thing is to believe it. I can’t yet. Perhaps I shall 
some day. Perhaps I shall come to it on my knees afore the 
throne of Grace. But not yet. There’s much that’s too near 
and too raw and green yet to let me think on it without smarting. 
But I’m learning ; I’m looking forward with more patience and 
feel a larger mind growing up in me, Ilet.” 

Little happened until autumn time ; then with the approaching 
departure of Joe Chastey the question of their new Portreeve 
stirred Bridgetstowe. Meanwhile Wolferstan was busy, and he 
and Ilet had strengthened his old friendships and established new 
ones. The opinion was that he had but to ask to receive the 
dignity. Yet he waited and hoped that instead of soliciting 
the appointment, he might be invited to accept it. The future 
dawned in a manner very promising, and it seemed that success 
was to come from tilling the soil rather than rearing of beasts. 
The new garden answered generously to his knowledge. 

In due course certain responsible people inquired whether 
Wolferstan would care to fill his old position, and he consented 
to do so. But within a week of the agreement, and while Mr. 
Chastey had still a month of office to complete his term, there 
happened news of a nature very startling. Dodd held it in his 
bosoe* for a week, then it reached Ilet’s ears and was soon 
generally known at Bridgetstowe. With this intelligence the 
clouds that had appreciably lifted from Wolferstan’s life, in- 
creased a thousandfold and returned upon him ; with it there 
vanished the slow and gradual building up of belief that, after 
all, he had wronged Primrose Slanning. Now no doubt remained 
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that his former fears were true. He had returned but little more 
than six months to his old home when her hand was lifted again. 
None who knew the past cjrnld doubt the meaning of the present. 
Charity, nourished by his wife, and faith, fortified by his own 
devout nature, alike fell down before this stroke. 

Ilet saw him as she had seen him during their last year at 
Okehampton ; she marked how he fell once more upon a fitful 
gloom 4hat drew him into the uplifted and secret wilderness. 
Again lie was dark by day and di? trustful of all men ; again in 
the night watches, while she woke, he tossed and murmured evil 
words against destiny from a storm of dreams. 

As usual he took his affairs by a sort of instinct to the man 
who habitually brought him least comfort. But it happened that 
Barkell had already heard some of the facts, and Wolferstan’s 
news did not astonish him. 

The signalman was at home and spending a holiday of one 
week's duration there. He had planned for this short leisure 
a trip to London ; but his father was ill, and he occupied the 
time in nursing him. Abner’s rheumatism had increased, and, 
after a wetting, he took cold and for some days suffered much 
torment. Now he was better. His bed had been drawn up to 
the window so that he might see Meldon Viaduct, and he uttered 
many expressions of concern respecting the fabric. It was the 
first time for twenty years that he had not daily visited it, and he 
expressed the most grave uneasiness that the great bridge should 
have suffered this misfortune. 

“ But 'twill have to come. ’Tis the thin end of the wedge — a 
warning like,” he said to his son. “ I can’t be after it much 
longer. I’ll be a bed-lier presently and no good to the bridge 
no more. The Company have got to face it, and I hope they will. 

I can’t go on for ever — worse luck. Though when I think of the 
Happy Land and no gert bridge to be tended up-along — ’tis a 
woeful thought.” 

“ Perhaps they’ll let you hover about an’ look after it sti?l, my 
old dear,” said Dicky. ** 

But Abner shook his head. 

“That’s no good. ’Twould only get on my nerves to see some 
old fool buzzing about the bridge, an’ drawing good money, an’ 
very like doing nought for it.” 

On the day that Wolferstan visited his friends, their previous 
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talk had reference to him. It was an afternoon in November, 
and Meldon gorge sounded full of the hoarse cry of Oke in spate. 
Round about, the world turned to ser^ of winter ; hurrying leaves 
leapt and flew in the air ; the Moor was cloud-capped and none 
had seen Yes Tor’s summit for three days. 

“ His case stands this way,” said Dicky, holding a light to his 
father’s pipe and then poking the fire. “The man was to be 
Portreeve again, and may yet be so. But ’tis no certainty, be- 
cause another have rose up against him. The other chap’s all 
right, and there was a talk of him years ago, "even before Joe 
Chastey took it on. He wouldn’t have come forward against 
Wolferstan, but it seems that he’s got strong friends, who want 
him to run for it. An’ those strong friends are miller Slanning 
and his lady.” 

“ Then Dodd’ll make us believe against our will that he’s right 
in the matter of them people.” 

“I always did believe it. I knew it. I told him afore his 
wedding day that ’twould be so — from my knowledge of facts. 
But the interesting thing is that he was beginning to doubt it 
himself. Such is the hopefulness of that man — or his wife more 
like — that despite all he’s suffered, he actually began to think 
he’d been wrong and that they were only his enemies in his own 
misty mind and not in reality ! ’Twas a triumph of faith over 
reason. But this has killed it, I judge.” 

“ He’d set his heart upon playing Portreeve again.” 

“ He won’t — not if Mrs. Slanning can prevent it.” 

“ I hope his religion will bear the shock.” 

“ ’Twill want a bit of bracing to do it, father.” 

“As to that, let no man interfere. There be critical pinches 
in our fortunes, when it’s no true friendship to God to ram Him 
down our neighbours’ throats. The Almighty only gets rude 
things said about Him if we let on about His manifold goodness 
just when everything’s going crooked with a chap. Wolferstan’s 
nofc gofc-Jhe temper he had, and, for that matter, I never yet met 
the just man who could see himself grossly ill-treated, through 
no fault of his own, without making a bit of a fuss about it. We 
know the hairs of our heads be numbered — an’ no doubt the 
numbers are duly entered — but there are times when it don’t 
comfort a man to tell him so ; an’ if Dodd’s going to be kept out 
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of Portreeve, God's Self may calm him down, but talking about 
God won't, for sartain.” 

“You say ‘ill-treated though no fault of his own'. That's the 
point. Who's going to say where the fault lies? Can we reap 
the misery what another have sown — except the misery of our 
own weak bodies or weak heads sown by our fathers an' 
mothers ? " 

“That holds in everything, and be like one of your damned 
silly questions, as no mortal man ran answer," snapped Abner. 
“ You'd put all our faults and failings down to them that got us, 
a l nd them that got them. That's no better than bullying the 
dead, if you ax me. Not that they’ll care." 

“A very sharp thought for such an old man,” said Dicky. 
“You often say a cleverer thing than you know, father." 

“ And you often say a sillier thing than what you’ve any idea 
of,” answered the veteran. “ ’Tis along of your eggication. You 
take in more than you can tackle, Richard.” 

At this juncture Wolferstan appeared and told them what they 
already knew. Another man had been proposed for the vacant 
position. Opinions were divided. The man did not want to 
stand, but those interested in him insisted upon it. There was 
to be an election in six weeks’ time. 

“Roger Bartlett stood foreman at ‘Slanning’s’ twelve years 
ago,” explained Dodd. “ He’s just my age and doing for him- 
self now. He knows the work well enough, but he’s no horse- 
man, and won’t be able to go out over the Bridgetstowe Commons 
as I can.” 

“ Is he wishful to stand against you ? ” 

“Not at all. I axed him straight. He can’t help himself. 
He’s obliged, for certain reasons, to Orlando Slanning, and 
Slanning’s reminded him of the fact and explained to him that 
he wants a friend as Portreeve. Of course I see it all crystal 
clear. ’Tis nothing to Slanning — everything to her. Her hand’s 
in it. She'll win." 

“That’s the question,” said Dicky. “Why for shqyld ske? 
Given a fair and square election, and you ought to romp home.” 

“ Fair and square are no words to apply to anything she does. 
She’ll win, I tell you.” 

“ 'Twill be your fault if you let her then. Why, almost the last 
time we talked about her, you said you’d take no more, that you’d 
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give as good as you got henceforth — and maybe better. Go in 
and win, and see her man damned— eh, father ? ” 

“See him beat, certainly. If the 4 law gives me a vote, 'tis 
yours, Dodd — even though I have to spend two shilling on summat 
to drive me to the election.” 

“Thank you, Abner — I know that. And a good few others 
think the same. I shall fight it, for certain. If I'm beat ” 

“ You won't be beat,” said Mr. Barkell. “ Us all know, what a 
pattern of a Portreeve you made, tearing round the country on 
your great hoss. Why, Bartlett be a market huckster and holder 
of cottage property — not the right chap at all.” 

“And don't go to church neither,” said Dicky. “That's a fact, 
for he thinks much as I do.” 

“ He's got them behind him, however. You know what Bridget- 
stowe is. You've only got to tell the people often enough you’re 
a fine fellow, an' they’ll soon believe you. Look at Slanning 
himself.” 

“ 'Tis the same everywhere, for that matter,” said Dicky. “ You 
must advertise your good parts, for the world’s too busy to find 
'em out for itself. But, to make up for that, it's always quite 
ready to believe you, if you can bawl loud enough to catch its 
ears.” 

“ You'll win all right,” declared Mr. Barkell. “ You're a tried 
man at the game. You did the work well — better than Chastey 
did. The people know you're a first-rate Portreeve. They don't 
know that Bartlett would be.” 

“There's nothing to it really — more than the honour and 
glory,” explained Dodd. “ For my part, I didn't overmuch want 
it till I heard this. Now, have it I will, or there'll be a reckoning. 
I won't be hit no more without hitting back.” 

Abner shook his head. 

“ Don't you tell like that. Go about the job in a prayerful and 
a sportsmanlike spirit, Dodd. Don’t talk about what you'll do if 
you'm bested. Go at it like a lion, and take jolly good care 
yo£ l mwY>t bested.” 

Dicky seconded this advice and the conversation changed. 
But it drifted back to Wolferstan again and again, and rarely left 
him. The fact Abner marked when he had gone. 

“A very different man to what he was,” he said. “ One time 
other folk corned first in his thoughts ; now they never come at 
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all ; one time he’d have been full of care to see me struck down 
an’ twisted like this, and groaning at the fail of a leaf ; but now 
—not a word about my illness — did you mark that? Avery 
own-self man he’m growing. Tis a bad failing, for it cuts away 
friends quicker thkn anything.” 

“ You’re right,” said Dicky. “ Ban’t any sign of power to see 
a man playing a lone hand. What’s the strength of one to the 
strength pf a score ? Or the love of one to the love of twenty ? 
’Tis better to have twenty people on your side than to have only 
’yourself your sid% and the twenty against you. An’ that I see 
clear enough, though nobody ever loved me, and nobody ever 
will, or can, according to my own nature.” 

“You take a lot of knowing, without a doubt, to say it fatherly, 
Richard,” declared his parent. 



CHAPTER XV 


DICKY VISITS ORLANDO 


T HE forthcoming contest for the office of Portreeve deeply 
stirred Bridgetstowe, and woke a surprising amount of 
attention. Interest ripened into party feeling, for there was 
a section of the community that held it a duty to vote as their 
betters desired ; and it presently appeared that the Slannings had 
influenced many persons to advance Roger Bartlett’s cause. But 
the Vicar of Bridgetstowe was on Wolferstan’s side, and he 
commanded numerous votes. A fortnight before the election, 
opinions were pretty equally divided between the opponents; 
and Dodd’s best friends deplored delay, for it was soon apparent 
that he did not assist his candidature, or conduct his campaign 
with wisdom. He posed as a man with a bitter grievance. He 
had some words with Bartlett and blamed him harshly for stand- 
ing at all. He gave out that his opponent was Orlando Slanning’s 
creature, and openly declared that neither the miller nor his man 
understood the duties of Portreeve. Some agreed with him; 
others did not ; a few were turned from him by his unwise attitude. 
Mr. Bartlett had many friends, and his more sedate bearing at 
this juncture led thoughtful men to judge him as actually a better 
candidate. The observant noted that Dodd was changed since 
last he dwelt amongst them. They knew not the reasons, but 
deplored a visible degeneracy. A shrewd man marked that even 
Wolferstan’s diction had declined somewhat. He spoke more 
like the people than he was wont to speak. 

«»Tk e curate of Bridgetstowe had speech with old Henny Pierce, 
and ventured to hint that Wolferstan would be better employed 
in minding his private business than in labouring for his elec- 
tion. 

44 Let him leave it to his friends,” he said. u He’s in a fair way 
to win, I believe ; but he’s not doing himself any good by talking 
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so much. Try to get him to keep in his garden by day and in 
his house by night. You understand ? Plenty of good fellows are 
busy for him.” 

This excellent advice swiftly reached Dodd’s ear ; but unfortu- 
nately Henny peppered it a trifle with her own flavouring. She 
knew Wolferstan well, appreciated his qualities, and regretted his 
failings. But these she clearly saw, and che memory of her dead 
son served rather to accentuate by comparison the defects of Ilet's 
second husband. Time is compact of charity, and while soften- 
ing what was uc^eautiful in the loved dead, yearly adds lustre 
to their better part Now Abel Pierce in his mother's mind dwelt 
as the gracious memory of a gentle-hearted man, who did right in 
the sight of God, loved little children and justified his existence. 
Passing, he left behind the recollection of a good son, a good 
husband and a good father. But Wolferstan presented no such 
perfect picture to Mrs. Pierce's observation. She marked and 
chid his faults. In dark moods he grew impatient with her and 
hinted at providing for her elsewhere ; at other times he told Ilet 
that she was good for them and must be endured. 

When opportunity came Henny repeated the curate's counsel 
in her own words. The time was pat, for Wolferstan had been 
grumbling to some men who visited him after supper. Then 
they departed and Mrs. Pierce spoke. 

“ How you think you’m helping yourself by all this chittering, 

I don't know, Dodd,” she said. 

“ What d'you mean ? ” he asked. 

“Why, surely nought tires people worse than listening to 
a man with a grievance. Them chaps was all yawning their heads 
off while you jawed to ’em. They only waited till thicky bottle 
was empty, then up they got an’ away.” 

“ They’re all my side, however. You must be civil to them as 
be going to vote for you, I should think.” 

“Civil as you please. But what’s the good of blackguarding 
Roger Bartlett all the time ? And Slocom is his own cousin, an’ 
a shifty man, as you can see in his eye. Every word yqj^iaid 
will go back to Bartlett.” 

“ I don't care if they do. Truth’s truth.” 

“ It may be ; truth’s libel too, so often as not. You defamed 
the man's character by saying he was under Mr. Slanning’s thumb. 
An' 'tis well known he never says a word against you.” 
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“ I should think he didn't ! What word should he say against 
me?” 

“ Well — he might say you let your tongue run away with you 
sometimes. That wouldn't be far short of the truth anyway.” 

The man showed irritation. * 

“ It gets harder and harder to please you,” he answered. “ Of 
course if you're against me ” - 

“That's likely, isn't it? To be against my own brgad and 
board? No, I'm for you heart and soul. That's why I speak 
what wiser people than me think. If you’d only stick to your 
work and not talk so much, you'd get the job ; but you han't 
helping yourself by being so busy. You're surprising people, 
and not very pleasantly neither.” 

“ Who told you to tell me this ? " he asked bluntly. 

“No matter for that. Ax yourself if ’tis good advice or 
bad.” 

He said nothing. Then she stabbed him to the quick, though 
not intentionally. 

“Keep away from everybody till afterwards. Let 'em all 
remember you as you were — not as you are.” 

He flamed and started to his feet. Ilet, who had listened to 
this conversation, also rose. The old woman glanced at them, 
then held her needle to the lamp and threaded it. 

“That's how you pay for your keep,” said Dodd coarsely. 
“ That's how you sting the hand that feeds you. You're an evil- 
minded old liar, and you know it. How can a man change ? I 

han't changed one hair. I'm the same as I always was — I'm 

But what’s the good of talking to you ? Another time, when my 
friends come to see me, just you keep out of the way. And 
when I want vinegar from you ” 

He broke off and prepared to depart. Ilet begged him not to 
do so. But he refused, in a voice like the slamming of a door. A 
moment afterwards he had gone out. 

Henny worked on unmoved ; Ilet also kept silence for a while ; 
thtf^h^, spoke. 

“ Why did you say that ? 'Twas an awful cruel thing to say, 
mother.” 

“ Not so cruel as to keep it from him. If once he could see 
himself changed, he might fight back to his old self belike. So 
long as he thinks everybody else is in fault and himself blameless, 
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hell go on this fool's way till the folk be wearied of him. 
'Twasn't so once, and you know it better'n anybody. You're right 
to love him and stick up fqr him ; but don't believe all this stuff 
about plans and plots and enemies behind every gatepost. The 
truth is that nobody cares a farthing about him now — one way or 
t'other. 'Tis his business to make friends, like he used to make 
'em — not foes.'' 

“ That's true. All the same, there's one terrible enemy be real 
enough. We can't pretend diffeient. But for her, Bartlett would 
* never have wanted to be Portreeve. For that matter, he doesn't 
now." 

“ Then 'tis for us to be better than her, and beat her side by 
. force of right. 'Twas Mr. Sim, the curate, told me he was putting 
his foot in it by talking so much.” 

“ I’ve k\owed it too. I'll say a cautious word when he's cool 
again. And I'll tell you another thing that's very much in my 
mind of late : that is to see her — Mrs. Slanning. When first the 
thought came I put it away — then it came again ; and every day 
it's at me — a sort of force driving me to go to her, woman to 
woman, and plead with her to drop it.” 

“ He'd wring your neck if he catched you out in that.” 

“ I needn't tell him. Anyway he wouldn’t rage long, I reckon. 
'Tis a wife’s place, surely, to fight for a man if she has the power? 
I might do much.” 

“No, you wouldn't. If Mrs. Slanning’s all he thinks her, 
she'd laugh at you, and take very good care that he should know 
after as you'd been to her. He may ballyrag me till he's black 
in the face, and no harm done ; but it won’t do for him to fall out 
with you.” 

“ That’s impossible.” 

“ Nought's impossible when a man's mind grows weak. That 
sort quarrels with their best friend first. Don’t you give him the 
chance to fall out with you. 'Twould be the end of all things if 
he done that.” 

“Nothing I could do would bring it about.” •• 

“All the same, hold off from her. That’s what I say, Ilet. 
Just busy yourself with keeping the man in a good temper till 
they decide about it. If he gets it, 'twill be the beginning of 
better things very like ; for his temper always depends on how 
the wind blows ; and if it blows fair, he'll soon be better com- 
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pany. If it don’t if he loses, then ’twill be time enough to 

do summat.” 

Ilet felt the worth of this advice and thanked Henny for it 

“ I wish he’d listen to you oftener, for you’ve got the wisdom 
of years behind you,” she said. “Anyway, ill keep off from 
‘Slanning’s’ till after, and do what I can to make him easy.” 

“Tis Sacrament Sunday to-morrow,” said Henny. “Make 
him go. The Lord’s supper works wonders in the man for forty- 
eight hours, and sometimes more.” 

Wolferstan returned before they had finished talking; and 
his first act was to kiss Mrs. Pierce and express profound 
contrition and sorrow for his offence. Whereupon her firm 
attitude crumbled, and she wept, and forgave him and begged 
him to forgive her. 


Meantime the events of the coming election had worked 
a wonder in another quarter and moved Richard Barkell to a de- 
finite deed. A thing that he had been morally powerless to 
perform on his own account, proved possible for a friend. He 
appreciated the immense importance of the coming election, and 
reluctantly decided with himself that he must endeavour to 
help Wolferstan. The younger Barkell was but little known, 
for, as became a contemplative man, he kept much to himself 
and seldom frequented company. Certainly not twenty people in 
Bridgetstowe had spoken with him, and perhaps not fifty knew of 
his existence. But that fact did not alter his plans. He had no 
intention to canvass amongst the voters, or by any such means 
advance his friend. A greater enterprise occupied his mind. 
Its futility seemed assured ; yet he felt the attempt worth making. 
In the first place Dodd would not hear of it ; and at worst, this 
thing he proposed could not lessen the chances of success. 
Barkell therefore strung himself to do a deed very foreign to his 
natural instincts. When leisure came, he put on his best clothes, 
toWtram from Okehampton to Bridgetstowe, and walked over to 
* Slanning’s ’ to see the master of the mill. 

Orlando was at home, in a little room where he transacted his 
business. Evening had already fallen. On hearing that a man 
wanted to see him, he came to the front door ; but finding the 
stranger attired in broadcloth, invited him to enter. 
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Barkell wasted no time. He sat down, put his hard hat beside 
him, fixed his eyes on the other’s face and began. 

“ I hope you’ll excuse me for troubling you, Mr. Slanning. I 
don’t know that ’twas a very clever thing for me to come to you ; 
but ’tis for another rather than myself.” 

“ I haven’t got an hour’s work for anybody, if that’s what you 
want. There are too many lazy chaps here already.” 

“ They are everywhere. There’s no escape from lazy chaps, so 
long as the law don’t make it a crime. No, I’m not after work. 
My name’s Barkell, and I’m a railway signalman on the L. and S. W. 
Dodd Wolferstan is a friend of mine, and I’ve made so bold as to 
come here unknown to him about this business.” 

“ You’re a meddler then ? ” 

Barkell laughed. His sense of humour was tickled by this 
word applied to him. 

“Not a doubt of it, though if there’s a sort of man I can’t 
abide, ’tis that sort. But a meddler I am in this job, and you’ve 
only got to tell me to go about my business, and I’ll do so gladly. 
I don't take to it.” 

“ The election, I suppose ? ” 

“ Yes. Mind I’ve no right to ask you questions, Mr. Slanning 
— no right, but some reason. That man’s welfare hangs on this 
job. If he fails, you may have a ruined man on your mind. 
I say this to you and I come to you, because you hold this elec- 
tion in the hollow of your hand. Of course everybody knows 
that.” 

Slanning had meant to cut the interview short; but Dicky’s 
flattery pleased him. _ — 

“ I suppose I do. Well, I’m keen on Roger Bartlett.” 

“ And that fact as good as settles the business. I was wonder- 
ing if such a sportsman and such a renowned man for justice 
as you are — to be a J.P. they tell me — I was wondering if you’d 
thought of what a thing it is to decide this election just by your 
own nod.” 

“ How can I help that ? Bartlett’s my candidate.” # 

“ He’s standing out of respect to you, because you wished it.” 

“ A very good reason.” 

“The best possible, Mr. Slanning. Don’t think I’d presume 
to say different. Only I ventured to wonder if you’d thought 
what a difference it would make to Wolferstan — your being 
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against him. If your wishes were not known, ’twould have been 
a fair fight and no favour ; but your name in the countryside — 
you know what it is. Once let the people hear what you wish, 
and they’ll go your way, like sheep after the bell-wether. You’re 
the leading power here.” # 

“ So much the better for my candidate.” 

“ I know; but is it so much the better for you? You’re famed 
for fearless justice. You do good with both hands. The poor 
look up to you. Well, now, if you throw your weight into the 
scale against Wolferstan — does it seem to you^as a man of great * 
ideas and great principles, that you are being just? ’Tis a terribje 
serious thing to have such strength as you have. Not many could 
be trusted with it.” 

“ I know that. It makes me feel rather solemn sometimes 
when I look around the parish.” 

“ It would, no doubt. Not but what all men with brains are like 
to be solemn. Only the light-headed can ever be light-hearted, 
Mr. Slanning.” 

“ I don’t say that. I have my joke with the best.” 

“Yes, your jokes, I believe, are well thought on and remem- 
bered long after you’ve forgot ’em. At the last hunt dinner 

But this is no joke. Wolferstan’s had a spell of terrible bad luck, 
and he’s struggling hard to get his head out of water again. He’s 
awful sorry he was foolish enough to say a rude thing to you. 
He told me so with his own lips. But I told him that nothing 
he could say could hurt you, though it might hurt himself.” 

“ That’s exactly what happened ” 

Oriuwic;» r ose and shut the door. 

“ I was quite prepared to be friendly to the fellow after — after 
certain things fell out. But he proved to be quite impossible.” 

“ Give him another chance, Mr. Slanning. A bit of luck would 
be the salvation of him. You’d never regret it. ’Twould be a 
proud day for you, to know you’d made a man by just a word.” 

Slanning was silent and the other continued cautiously. 

**You» see, he’s had his trials same as you, if I may say it 
without impertinence. ’Twas his dream and hope to have a 
family ; but it has been denied him by a very unhappy chance. 
You’re in the same fix. To a man of your large views and high 
education, these cruel things don’t matter so much, because 
you’ve got intellect and brain power to lift you up; but he’s 
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a very unphilosophical man and soon worked up into wrath* Vet 
a very useful man. Even you might find that out some day. 
You never know who may not come in useful.” 

“ I haven’t an enemy in the world to my knowledge.” 

“Or anybody’s knowledge, Mr. Slannjpg. The thing is whether, 
as such a tower of justice, you can ovei throw this man right away 
in this manner.” 

“ Ta tell you the truth,” said Slanning, “ the same idea has 
occurred to me several times. I am a sportsman, as you say, and 
I’m awfully kee® on justice — that’s why I’ve let it be known 
I want to be a J.P. And no doubt i shall be made one pretty 
soon.” 

“ And a very good thing for the countryside when you are, if 
I may say so. You see, it isn’t as if Roger Bartlett wanted to be 
Portreeve. He’s had to offer for it, because you told him to do 

so ; but if you just let the thing take its course Why, a nod 

from you goes further than a speech from another man. I’ll 
wager that even now, with only a week to go, if you was to say 
that, on second thoughts, you reckoned the old Portreeve might 
best fiil the post, the word would fly on every tongue and 
Woiferstan would win.” 

“I couldn’t do that — really.” 

“No, Mr. Slanning, you could not — not now; but I’m only 
saying that you’ve the power. Of course you couldn’t go so far 
openly — but ’tis wonderful what tact and skill will do. Bartlett 
would be mighty glad to lose for one, I do believe. He’d thank 
you to let him off.” 

Slanning reflected upon his wife. — 

For a moment he changed the subject. Barlcell’s eccentric 
face and flagrant flattery pleased him. He wanted to hear a 
few more pleasant things, if possible. 

“I’m not a conservative in these matters, and believe in 
change, you know. By change I mean tha^ I have got rather 
extended views on progress and all that. I’ve seen the world. 
You can’t be a conservative if you’ve seen the world, H^trksl^” 

“True for you, Mr. Slanning. I do hope that some day 
you’ll be tempted to stand for Parliament yourself. ’Tis* nrn 
with your views we badly want.” 

“ Parliament — eh ? That’s rather a big order.” 

“ If you can get votes in a little matter by holding up your 
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finger, think of the votes you’d get in a big matter by going afore 
the people yourself! Why, the whole countryside would come 
forward ! ” f 

“It’s a rum thing,” declared Orlando with a pleased cackle, 
“ but they do all seem to want to know my Opinion. * What 
does Mr. Slanning think?’ That's the question people always 
ask each other before they do anything here.” 

“Very much to their credit. ’Tis the likes of you, as have 
seen the world, must think for the likes of us, who haven’t.” 

“But I’m a red radical. I warn you of that,««Barkell.” 

“ And so’s all the wisest. They’d cheer you to the echo. I 
know what you’d tell ’em, Mr. Slanning, for I see it in your 

fopp 

“Yes? Yes?” 

“ You’d say that you’d no patience with all this bunkum about 
birth. You’d say that we all had the same number of forbears — 
king and tinker ; but that the difference was, the king’s was re- 
membered and the tinker’s forgot. You’d say ’twas the best 
joke in the world, that a man should be on top just because his 
father got there. Why, ’twould be as good sense to hang a man, 
because his father was hung, as to stick him up to make laws 
and dictate to the nation, because his father did. All such 
things you’d say, and carry everybody with you — I can most 
hear you doing it — in better language, of course, than I’ve got.” 

“ I’ve often thought that myself. Liberty is the idea. Freedom 
for all.” 

“ Right ! The case in a nutshell. I’m sure I’m very much 
obliged^ vqu for putting these things so clear to me, Mr. Slanning. 
But I didn’t hesitate to come, when a friend told me you’d got 
a ear for the least among us.” 

“ That’s true. Any man can approach me. There’s no side 
about me — not a spark.” 

“No; but there’s a wonderful deal. of sense. ’Tis amazing, if 
I may say it, how quick you took my point about Wolferstan.” 

“4pcanit do anything outright, you know ; but I’m very much 
of your mind — really. Circumstances over which I had no control 
— at least not that — but there were reasons. However, I’ll do 
what can be done. It’s dangerous ” — he was thinking of Primrose 
— “at least, not dangerous, but difficult even for me, at the 
eleventh hour ” 
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“ I know how difficult. If it had been anybody else, I shouldn’t 
have come, because I should have understood ’twould have been 
too late ; but with you, I felt that there it was — in the hollow of 
your hand, to do or not to do.” 

Dicky got up. * 

“ And if ycu ever stand for Parliament, I know they that think 
as I do will try and get you in, Mr. Slanning. I can promise you 
there’s a lot of ’em about, anyway.” 

“Shake hands,” said Orlando. “You’re a man of sense, and 
I’m glad to meet^ou. If ever anything happens where I can be 
of use to you, let me know.” 

“ Thank you. Thank you, Mr. Slanning. They didn’t tell me 
a word about you that wasn’t true,” said Dicky with fine irony. 
“ ’Tis great kindness in you to have heard me so patiently ; and 
I’m very much in your debt ; and if Wolferstan gets in now, I 
shall say you’re a born wonder — a leader of men, I’m sure.” 

“Don’t mention this conversation, however — not to anybody 
at ail. It may interfere with my plans.” 

“ I promise that,” answered the signalman. 

Then he went his way with renewed thanks. 

“ * Mention it ’,” he thought. “ Not very likely ! I do believe 
I’m ashamed of myself — though I never yet felt so afore. What 
a damned humbug a man may be and never know it ! If I was 
made of brass instead of mud, I should have been the very chap 
for a Labour Candidate myself ! ” 



CHAPTER XVI 


THE ELECTION 


T HERE broke a lifeless and a leaden dawn of flying clouds, 
flattened layer upon layer by fierce winds from the South- 
East. At five o’clock the blind of Ilet’s bedroom was lifted on 
the morning of the election, and she looked out at the desolation 
of the sky. Grey billows of vapour rolled down off the distant 
Moor in sulky, sad-coloured confusion of mingled gloom and 
light. The earth planes beneath stretched flat and chaotic as a 
picture unfinished. Only the wind made a great activity on their 
surfaces, and, in the semi-darkness, the trees tossed and shed their 
thinning foliage, and the multitudes of the leaves now flew along 
the sky, now ran in little companies upon the empty road. Roots 
were not yet garnered, and the lush foliage of swedes and 
mangolds caught the gathering light as it winnowed down ont 
of the grey, and reflected it with dim flashings when the wind 
moved their leaves. Severity and simplicity were the qualities of 
this dawn. Presently cocks challenged and others answered with 
distant clarions. As though waiting the signal, rain began steadily 
to falkJLld^unconsciously felt that a spirit of hopelessness heralded 
day. She turned half in a mood again to join her husband where 
he still slept ; but instead she rose, called her daughter, and went 
downstairs to light the fire. 

The election would begin at nine o’clock and terminate at 
noon. 

Wolferstan took his breakfast soon after six, then worked for a 
whik* Anon he changed his clothes, which were wet, and talked 
of going into the village. 

With the separate actions of his wife and himself upon this day 
it is necessary to be concerned. She was first astir, and whereas 
he did not set out much before mid-day, Ilet was at the polling 
station in the church vestry an hour earlier. She spoke with 
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John and Thomas Ball, who had come to support Dodd, and 
then she welcomed others of his friends. Barkell was not able to 
visit Bridgetstowe until the evening. 

Johnny Ball could give f Iiet little encouragement. The voters 
made no secret df their purpose, and he rather feared that more 
were on the other side. At best Wolferstan thus far could be 
said to hold no advantage. While she waited, some twenty men 
appeared, and they cheered her. Nearly all were for her hus- 
band. There was a rumour abi oad that Roger Bartlett had 
changed his mind and actually begged his friends not to elect 
him. Some even said that Orlando Slanning was also indifferent 
and had been heard to declare at the 1 Royal Oak ' that he cared 
not a button who won. The next batch of voters were more dis- 
posed to keep their own counsel, and Ilet feared that they were 
against her. One, who smarted from some foolish remark 
levelled against him overnight by Dodd, now opened his mind to 
her and spoke harshly against her husband. 

“He'm not fitted for Portreeve, or dustman either, or any 
man's work,” he said. “ There’s no steadfastness to him — can't 
stand a word. He makes enemies so fast as once he made 
friends. And let me tell you, ma’am, it won't pay him to be 
blustering here now, with nought behind him but ten years of 
failure ; and so I told him. Let him go to the plough-tail again, 
and lam patience and modesty. I ban't going to vote for him — 
not after last night — and so you can tell him.” 

It seemed that others were also of this mind ; but presently 
there followed friends, so that Ilet’s spirit lifted. Then more 
opponents appeared, and anon Roger Bartlett h ’ mgpT J the 

vestry. He knew Mrs. Wolferstan well enough,* and now took 
her aside and spoke with her. 

“I hope to God I don’t get it,” he said ; “and between you 
and me, Mr. Slanning hopes so too. He wants for your husband 
to get in — now. Something have changed him, and both him and 
me, on the quiet, have been trying to mak^ 'em vote that way. 
But don’t you breathe a word about it, else harm migl^ happen.” 

“ What’s changed him ? ” she asked. 

“ I can't tell you. I only wish he'd known his mind sooner. 
But I’ve let everybody I could, hear that I was off the thing 
and didn’t wish for to have it. So I hope the day will go against 
me. But don't tell my wife, or I should never hear the end of it.” 
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An old determination, long held in check, reanimated Ilet at 
this knowledge. She had done no more in that matter, after 
Henny Pierce’s advice, and yet strong impulses still dragged her 
towards Primrose. She felt that with her might lie the great and 
final move ; that one woman with another might plead to good 
purpose upon such a case. Here, while the election was undecided 
— now, at this critical stage in her husband’s fortunes, seemed 
the properest moment for an attack. She withstood her own 
heart no longer, and set out for 1 Slanning’s ’ an hour before the 
end of the election. She passed her home and, saw Dodd still in 
the garden. He had changed his mind, resumed his work, and 
determined not to enter the village until the election was at an 
end. He was digging near the front gate, but she took care that 
he should not see her as she passed. 

The mill was nearly two miles off, and before Ilet had gone 
half that distance the rain began to fall heavily. It wetted her 
shoulders and sunbonnet ; but she was deep in thought as to what 
she should presently say, and had no mind for the weather. 

A man, riding fast, came round a corner and nearly ran over 
her. She leapt aside, and he stopped and spoke. 

“ Not hurt, I hope ? I’m sorry, but you must have been asleep, 
I should think. Hullo ! It’s Mrs. Wolferstan ! ” 

The speaker was Orlando Slanning. 

“ My fault, sir,” she said. “ I didn’t ought to have been in the 
middle of the road like that.” 

“ Glad to meet you, anyway. Is the result known ? ” 

“ Not yet.” 

HfUnnfrfiri at his watch. 

“Just twelve now. Well, look here — lucky I met you. I 
hope your husband’s in. You stare, but it’s true. I do really. 
As a sportsman I do. For the last week I’ve wished it. Bartlett’s 
all right, but he can’t sit a horse. Be hopeful. I’ll bet Wolfer- 
stan’s in.” 

“ I wish you’d thought of that before, Mr. Slanning.” 

“ So dq I ; but the sporting side didn’t strike me. Don’t you 
say a word, Mrs. Wolferstan ; but I’ve worked harder for your 
husband this week — on the quiet, you know — than I did against 
him before. He must be in, unless a good many men have told 
me lies. Where are you going now, if I may ask ? You ought to 
be waiting for the news.” 
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“ Pm going to see Mrs. Slanning,” 

“ The deuce you are ! ” 

“Yes — of course you know all this means. It’s a delicate 
thing for a woman to say to you — yet a woman can speak to 
another woman. 7 * 

“ Don 7 t say you've met me then, or repeat what Pvt just said 
to you. 77 

“I’ll say nought, but only beg her to forgive him. 77 

Orlando looked round nervously. 

“You’ll fail, Pm afraid. But I hope she’ll yield. Mind, not a 
syllable of what I’ve told you. She*; a wonderful woman. I 
hope to God you’ll bend her, but it’s not very likely. There are 
some things a woman can’t forgive. He treated her damned 
badly, though it’s hundreds of years ago now.” 

“ I can but ask her. He’s paid a heavy price.” 

He can’t prove that, and you’ve no right to say so. It’s libel 
All the same, I see how things look from his point of view. 
I don’t bear him any ill-will. I even make allowances for him. 
He always snaps at me when we meet, and thinks if I open my 
mouth it is to insult him ; but you’ve got more sense. As 
a matter of fact, I don’t want to see any man go downhill. You 
can judge what 1 think when I tell you I’ve actually been work- 
ing for him in a sportsmanlike way. But be dumb about that, if 
you want to keep my friendship. See my wife, certainly. She’ll 
very likely say you’ve found a mare’s nest, and are talking non- 
sense ; or else she may make it rather unpleasant for you. You 
must stand the chance of that. All depends on her mood. 
She’ll be very sick if she hears Wolferstan’s go^ j™ c/wrnnM 
better go now, before the news of the election reaches her. 
Keep me out of it, that’s all. I can’t advise you what the deuce 
to say to her. But be civil. As a friend I say it. She won’t 
stand any big guns.” 

“ Pm coming on my knees to her,” said Ilet ; “ Pm coming to 
pray her to be merciful to him, and not ruin him body and soul. 
She doesn’t know or guess a thousandth part of all he’$ suffered. 
She ” 

“Keep that,” he said; “keep that for her, please. It’s in- 
fernally unpleasant to me to hear it. Pm a humane man, and 
when you talk of ruin to body and soul, and all that, it’s a bit 
beyond me. Go — and — and — good luck ! ” 
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Again he looked round fearfully, as though there might be an 
eavesdropper behind the hedge, then he shook the rain from his 
hat, struck his horse and galloped away, while Ilet, deeply im- 
pressed by these things, proceeded to !he mill. 

The mistress of * Slanning’s * kept her waiting* twenty minutes. 
But when she appeared, light broke through the clouds, and 
Primrose and sunshine entered together. 

The miller’s wife guessed roughly at Ilet’s purpose. She had 
expected such a visit for many years. Now she doubted not 
that Wolferstan had lost the election, and that this last straw 
had nerved his wife to approach and beg for mercy. 

“ Good morning, Mrs. Wolferstan. You are a stranger indeed. 
Is there anything I can do for you ? ” 

Ilet surveyed her for a moment without answering. She had 
grown stouter and rather paler ; but she was very handsome still. 

Primrose returned the other’s straight scrutiny, though her 
glances were indifferent rather than interested. She sat 
down and invited Ilet to do so. Then she asked another 
question. 

“ Is the result of the election for Portreeve known yet ? Your 
husband, I hear, wanted to take up the work again.” 

“ ’Twasn’t known when I left the village. Your man will get 
in most like.” 

“Mr. Bartlett?” 

“Yes.” 

“He’s younger and probably more energetic and up-to- 
date than Mr. Wolferstan. We get a little lazy after passing 

“ Not all of us. Not you. When do you mean to give it up 
and let him and me go our poor way in peace ? Haven’t you 
done enough ? ” 

“ I’m glad you understand. It saves time.” 

“ We’ve fought not to understand. Year after year we’ve tried 
to believe ’twas chance, not your will, that seemed to wind you 
into our ipisfortunes. But, when any bad thing happened to us, 
we had only to look to find your hand in it. None else could 
see it ; but we could. And even then I tried to get him to 
believe ’twas a higher Hand than yours that planned our troubles ; 
and sometimes, with his great faith in a loving God, he tried 
to believe it so ; but it always came down, down to you. This 
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last stroke has cut away the ground under us. We can’t pretend 
to no more blindness. Nobody — not even the man himself— -had 
thought of Roger Bartlett for Portreeve. But ’twas your plan to 
rise him up against us. Aifd now, if he wins, the last hope’s gone 
for my man, and* Christian at heart though he is, I can’t tell 
what he’ll do.” 

“I can tell. He’ll go down, as he always does. Hell not 
try to hit back. That’s what has made it so dull for me all 
these years. Hunted things turn sooner or later. Will he never 
# turn ? ” # 

“ Yes, they turn — to be torn to piet es — that’s all. He shan’t 
turn if I can help it ; but I can’t help it no more. I’ve little 
power over him now. You’ve marred our days in a way to 
satisfy even you, if you but knowed it.” 

“ What would he think if he heard that you were here ? Or 
can it be that he sent you ? ” 

“ He’s nought to do with it. You know that very well.” 

“ I’ve done what I meant to do.” 

“Yes. I’m sorry for you. I’m sorry that you were allowed 
to go sc far — for your own sake. ’Tis a pitiful record to take 
along with you : to hear all folk speak well of you, and yet 
know of the filthy hole in your heart where you’ve harboured 
this.” 

“You’re going to get angry now. Quite right too. You 
ought to be, poor woman.” 

“ No, I’m not, Primrose Slanning. I’m only here to know if 
I can shake you, if there’s anything a wife can do to change you. 
What more do you want? I know all about what Ij&ppened 
years ago, and the thing he did. I know yofT*wanted my 
husband for your own, and that you almost got him to promise 
to marry you.” 

“ It was done. Did he ever tell you that he had kissed me ? 
If your first husband had died in that quarry, or met with his 
accident five minutes later, Dodd Wolferstan would be my 
husband now and filling my father’s place. On sujh slight 
chances hang lives.” 

“’Tis granted that he did very wrong; but hasn’t he paid? If 
you knowed how he’s paid, even you might pity.” 

“ * Pity ’ ! But the sport’s growing poor — I confess that. I’m 
going to stop ; and I’ll tell you why : it will hurt him more now 
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if he knows he is not worth hunting — if I ignore him as a thing 
beneath further notice— than if I go on! I haven't left him 
much — except you — have I? A laughing-stock — a byword. 
D'you deny it ? Then — what have l left ? ' ” 

Ilet’s eyes flashed her hatred and her voice hissed. 

“ That's what I know and you do not, you evil wretch ! He's 
got that that even you can't take from him still." 

“ Not religion — don't fool yourself to think it. The proof of 
religion is in living. Look at him ! " 

ifet remained silent. She saw that Primrose was unchangeable, • 
and that she had guessed the truth. 

“ His religion's cankered — it's rotting away and you know it,” 
the other continued. “ So does everybody know it. That was 
the last — last word I swore against him. Yet now — because 
there’s nothing else to do that he won't do himself, I’ll stop. 
Don’t dream he's ever going to make you a happy wife. It's too 
late for that." 

“He's made me a happy wife, and a proud one, for twelve 
years.” 

“You were a deal too good for him. I see now what's kept 
him going so long. It was hard work, wasn't it ? Well, go and 
comfort yourself— if there’s any comfort in it — by thinking that 
I've done with him. The little good in him has gone past calling 
back. I'll forget him now. I'll let him go — what's left of him. 
If you can make him a respectable figure again, you're a cleverer 
woman than I take you for.” 

“You're not afraid to say these things?” 

“ Not I. What is there to fear? Even the balance of justice 
wouldbeorT iny side. If I died to-morrow, what's the record in 
the book? I've done harm to one man and good to fifty. 
Charity’s God's strong point, isn't it ? It covers a multitude of 
sins. I only ask it to cover one ! I'm a most religious person — 
so's my husband.” 

“You've promised," answered Ilet. “That's all I want from 
you. A time will come when you'll see your awful wickedness.” 

They rose together. 

“It's been perfectly clear to me for years. But who has no 
dear little pet sin and hides the key of the cupboard ? We all 
have one lust that we let everything else go for. We're all virtu- 
ous south and east, that we may the better be vicious north and 
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west. You know that well enough. Everybody knows it. Who 
would believe now, that such a clean-living, charitable, God-fearing 
creature as I could swear with myself to wreck a man body and 
soul — and do it ? Why, # none. And none ever will. They 
wouldn’t believe *me myself. They certainly wouldn’t believe 
you. You — his own wife — couldn’t believe it at first. But he’s 
free now. You’ve won. Take back the dregs of a man and 
do what you can with them to sweeten them. I’ve sucked him 
dry. Every possibility of good has gone out of him — tori^ out 
by me.” * 

4 “Your time will come.” 

“ Of course. And I shall make a very nice end here, and a 
very satisfactory beginning hereafter. Doesn’t justice demand it ? 
How many women will have done more good according to their 
power than I ? ” 

They had now reached the front door, and Ilet, hastening 
through it, departed ; whilst Primrose stood still and watched her. 
Then Mrs. Slanning descended the steps and walked in her 
garden. She moved presently beside the mill. The dam was down 
and the wheel motionless. The blossoms of iris and meadow- 
sweet were dead and gone ; the water moved darkly, sun-shot with 
amber light ; and on its face blood-red cherry leaves were floating. 
The stream made a hiss and splash where it spouted from a hole 
in the dam. A robin sat on the mill-wheel and sang. The wind 
puffed at his little feathers, spun the falling leaves, ruffled the leat 
with sudden multitudinous wavelets, and scattered the red and gold 
of orchards upon the sodden grasses. The air was sweet with the 
savour of all this fruit, while the sun shone watery and the clouds 
flew fast. m 
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CHAPTER XVII 


‘IN AT THE DEATH’ 

• 

D ICKY BARKELL obeyed Slanning and kept his secret 
very strictly. Therefore none knew that the miller had 
changed his mind and was favouring Dodd upon the morning of 
the election. Thus it happened that in certain critical moments 
now upon him, Wolferstan acted under misapprehension. 

After Slanning passed Ilet, he went on into Bridgetstowe, and 
Dodd had just left his house to go in the same direction, when 
he saw Orlando ride by. 

The horseman observed him and waved his crop, but Wolfer- 
stan resented the salute and took no notice of it. 

Slanning disappeared and Dodd went slowly along the same 
road. Roger Bartlett’s home stood not far distant beside the 
highway, and presently he passed it. But nobody was stirring 
there. Wolferstan hesitated at the door, then tramped forward. 
The road was empty. He heard the clock at Bridgetstowe strike 
twelve. The sound turned his mind for a moment to the church, 
and, from the church, to the monuments within it. Upon the 
stress and fever of this hour the cenotaph of Lady Honor 
Wolferstan inaptly thrust itself. He found himself repeating 
aimlessly, again and again, the opening rhyme of the memorial : — 

“ Eight fruitful branches still are springing sound, 

Though here the root lies dead within the ground.” 

No fruitful branches would spring from him? 

The noise of voices far off reached his ear. There was shout- 
ing and cheering, and the wind brought the sound faintly to him. 
He knew that the result of the election had been declared and the 
figures announced. For a moment he stopped ; then he went on 
again. The distant acclamations fitted into the verse that had 
thus strangely intruded upon his thoughts : — 
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‘IN AT THE DEATH ' 

“ Eight fruitful branches ” 

He turned his back on Bridgetstowe and began to walk home 
again. He supposed that Ilet had gone to the village and would 
presently bring the tidinfs of success or failure. He wore his 
broadcloth and How found himself regretting that he had been at 
the trouble of putting it on. The distant noise ceased. The sun 
shone out Suddenly. Then in the stillness, there came quick feet 
running. They were too light for a man, and he thought it must 
be Ilet. But turning, he saw a boy, and knew that it was £oger 
Bartlett’s eldest $pri. Bartlett had four children — was he to have 
everything ? 

Did the boy run now to tell his father of success? It appeared 
so, for the youngster slowed his pace and indicated concern at sight 
of Dodd. 

“Hullo, Samuel! You’m from Bridgetstowe — eh? And going 
hot-foot. You wouldn’t be running so fast if your news was bad. 
Is your father Portreeve ? ” 

“ Yes, please, sir : — excuse me for telling you, Mr. Wolferstan. 
I corned as near the people as I could. Then, just after twelve, 
there was shouting and I heard faither’s name named by Mr. 
Mudford in the crowd. So I thinks, ‘ ’Tis faither must have got 
it ’ — if you’ll excuse me.” 

The rhyme ran on in Wolferstan’s head, and he stared at this 
boy and spoke. 

“ * Eight fruitful branches still are springing sound he said. 
Then he broke off and addressed Samuel. “ Run along — run, 
can’t * e ? Get out of my sight anyhow.” 

The boy fled. The sky grew darker and the rain brushed 
down over the hedges. m 

Wolferstan stood still for a moment, then he continued his walk 
homeward. As he reached his gate a galloping horse overtook 
him, and he saw Orlando Slanning. Passion got hold upon him 
and he fought hard with it. Again Slanning raised his stock and 
shouted. For a moment Dodd turned to enter his house. Then 
he saw his spade beside a piece of unfinished work aqjd stopped. 
He took off his coat slowly and hung it on an apple tree. Then 
he picked up the spade and thrust it into the earth. He had 
turned a sod when Slanning dismounted. A moment later the 
miller hitched his horse to the fence«and swaggered up the path- 
way, grinning cheerfully. This triumph paraded to his face 
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infuriated the other. He turned with a flaming countenance, and 
his voice, escaping control, ran up and cracked. 

“ Out of this, you devil ! or I’ll break your neck ! You'd dare 
to come inside my ” € 

Slanning appreciated danger, but perceived<4hat it rested on 
the other’s ignorance. Yet for a moment he dallied with the 
truth, that its force might come with a grander stroke. Still he 
grinned and ignored Wolferstan’s obvious fury. 

“ f|old on ! Don’t roar like a bull of Bashan. I thought 
you’d like to know that Roger Bartlett — hasn't-* — ” 

He stopped and leapt back for his life ; but he was too late. 
Wolferstan’s answer came in a blow, delivered with both hands 
and a heavy spade held edgewise. Slanning’s uplifted arm broke 
the stroke and itself was broken, but force enough remained to 
send the iron through his hard hat and on to his skull. He 
screamed, flung up his arms, and fell. 

The horse at the gate, frightened by the noise, dragged at its 
rein and kicked. From the house Henny Pierce and her grand- 
daughter came running. 

“There he is ! ” cried Wolferstan. “ He’s brought himself to 
that, and me to this.” 

There was a shout at the gate and Johnny Ball, his brother, and 
half a dozen other men appeared. They were hot and breathless 
with haste. They saw Wolferstan, but not the man at his feet, 
for Slanning lay half hidden by cabbages. 

“ Has ’e told ’e — Mr. Slanning ? ” shouted Tommy Ball. “ He 
galloped along with all his might to bring the news.” 

“You’m Portreeve, you’m Portreeve; an’ if you’ll wet our 
whistles, we’ll sTSout it the louder,” cried a Bridgetstowe man. 

The boy Samuel had erred. Misled by the sound of his father’s 
name before the announcement of the figures, he had rushed off 
too soon. Wolferstan proved the winner, with forty-five votes 
more than his neighbour out of a total poll of one hundred and 
seventy-three. <• 

“And ^do believe as Mr. Slanning will be glad you’ve got it, 
Dodd. Did he tell *e ? ” 

“ Come in — come in all. Here he is ! Tis a lesson, souls, to 
say what you mean and not play the fool with a desperate man. 
He came grinning here, just after I’d heard as t’other was in. 
He named t’other hisself, and, afore he’d got further — look at 
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him — he’ll cackle no more— eh? Dead — eh? Turn him over, 
Tom.” 

The horrified men crowded round Orlando and, when they 
spoke again, Wolferstan had disappeared. 

Ball ran to thh gate and reported that he was hastening along 
the road. 

“ He’s off to ‘ Slanning’s ’,” said Henny Pierce. “ He’ll make 
a clean job of it. Oh, my God, can’t nobody stop him?” 

“This here’s our business,” answered Johnny Ball. “I^t the 
Lord look after jionder man. We’m all His tools. ’Tis for us to 
take this poor gentleman to the cottage hospital so quick as we 
are able. Doctor Hext was over this morning, and if one 
amongst us runs back to Bridgetstowe, we may catch him at his 
room afore he’s off.” ' 

“ I’ll go,” said Thomas Ball ; “ and I’ll make so bold as to ride 
on the poor gentleman’s hoss, so as I’ll get back the quicker. 
There’s no harm in it — eh, John?” 

“Tis quite allowable and to be pardoned, seeing he’m at 
death’s door — or through it,” answered his brother. “Gallop, 
Tom ; and if Mr. Hext be gone, just go after him. Nobody but 
a doctor can say if he’s alive or dead.” 

Tommy Ball soon trotted off, and lost all sense of trouble in 
the immense pleasure of being, for the first and last time in his 
life, on a valuable horse. 

The others drew a light cart from a shed, lifted Slanning into 
it and, since no steed was to be found, pulled it along the road to 
Bridgetstowe themselves. Under the unconscious sufferer’s head 
were pillows placed there by Henny Pierce. 

Meantime Wolferstan hastened towards ‘ Slanning’s ’. All that 
was in his mind he could not have told. Barriers were down and 
floodgates up. The hurricane swept his soul. One purpose 
alone held fast : to see Primrose Slanning and tell her that he 
had killed her husband. Something near insanity lighted his 
face ; and when •Ilet, moving homeward, was confronted with 
this human storm, she indeed thought that her husbanjl was mad. w 
She doubted not that he had lost the election, and felt thankful 
that to her he had come in his tribulation. 

“ Why, Dodd — ” she began ; then he cut her short. 

“You can’t stop me now — none can’t. Stand out of the way. 
It’s all over. It’s all up with him.” 
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“ Dodd — Dodd— stop ! You shan't go on. What do you 
mean ?” 

“ I'm Portreeve — Portreeve of Bridgetstowe I They put me in. 
But ’twas too late. Get off, Ilet ! Don't hang on my arm. Pm 
going to tell her.” f 

“ What have you done ? ” 

“ Done for him — and would again. I've gazed on his damned 
smug face too often. Now he'll go down into the pit. Nobody 
shall t tell her but me. And none after him — for there's no 
children.” # 

“ He was your friend — oh, Dodd, he meant well tayou. I saw. 
him and he hoped you’d get in.” 

“None after him — a sterile man. God don't want no more of 

his breed — nor yet of hers. ‘ Eight fruitful branches ' He 

* meant me well ' ! You to talk that foolishness ? ” 

“Come back ! — come back with me. You’re not yourself, dear 
Dodd.” 

“Yes, I am — we all are that. I've heard Dicky tell as we 
can’t escape ourselves. This was waiting for me all these- years. 
I wish I'd given heed to Dicky more and my God less. He’s 
thrown me over. Here I stand, bloody to the eyes, and His back 
be turned upon me. Not a thought for me— an' never had — 
never had. Blind and deaf as the stone gods of the heathen 
men.” 

“ Don't — don't say these awful things. 'Tis a dream.” 

“ If 'tis a dream, I won't wake yet. He meant well under his 
noise and bluster and bitter speeches. Did he so ? Then what 
about her — that she-devil to the mill ? Did she mean well too ? 
Tis her work— not mine — all hers. Then she shall get her pay- 
ment. No more husbands for her — not another. She might 
bring children by another man — breed devils — as if there weren't 
enough. Let go ! ” 

“ Dodd — never ! While I can hold you, I will.” 

“ Do you want me to put you out o' the way too? Face it — 
he's gone-7-I've killed him— cut his empty fool's head open. And 
is she going to be left ? No ! — 'twas meant for me to end her, and 
her to end me. That was my God's merry game ! He's not blind 
nor deaf, though I said He was. . . . He's heard all . . . seen 
all . . . laughed at all Her time will come first, and mine 
after.” 
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She clung to him and raised a loud cry for help. They were 
now a quarter of a mile from * Slanning’s *, and one heard that 
cry and started and strained her ears. 

Primrose in her garden listened, but the sound was not repeated; 
for Wolferstan — reddened by it and now beyond self-control — 
flung Ilet off heavily, then started again towards the mill. 

His wife, however, was but little hurt and quickly returned to 
him. She had wounded her face in falling. 

" Listen, for all the past, Dodd — listen to me ! — Oh, God, make 
him listen — You Jhat he’s obeyed and worshipped ! I — I ask 
you, Dodd — you that led me to God, now let me bring you back 
— back to Him afore the time’s past ” 

“The time be past. I’ve killed her husband, yet not I, but 
her. Tis her work. Ban’t a murderess to be punished ? All the 
angels in heaven won’t keep me off that woman now. . . . I’m 
God’s servant yet — so much as any man. ... I be here to do 
the dirty work of my God, and all hell won’t save her. These 
hands on her throat — the last and best job as ever they’ll do. I’ll 
not spoil the work. I’ll do it same as I’ve done all things — with 
my might. There’s the place, and there’s the woman ! . . . 
Her Maker’s brought her ! ” 

A hundred yards in front of them stood the gate of the mill, 
and behind it was Primrose Slanning. She still listened for a 
repetition of the distant cry. 

Now Wolferstan began to run very swiftly and Ilet was dis- 
tanced. For a moment Primrose watched with growing excite- 
ment. Then the man’s gestures and terrific face spoke of instant 
peril. She stepped back a pace instinctively. Her lips tightened, 
but she did not lose her nerve. He appeared tfl be out of his 
mind, and clearly meant her harm. She heard him roar ; then 
Ilet’s voice travelled to her quicker than the approaching man. 

“ Run, for God’s sake ! He’ll kill you if he catches you ! ” 

Primrose had once escaped by a hair’s breadth from a bad- 
tempered bull on &er father’s farm. She remembered the inci- 
dent now. Fifty yards separated her from the mill door, and it 
was shut but not locked. She calculated that she would have 
time to reach it and ascend the step within. Once aloft amid the 
machinery, she might escape him. There was no other hope. 
But the man came very fast and had nearly reached the gate 
when she began to nin. She dropped her hat, kept her eyes on 
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the mill door and made the best speed possible towards it. Be 
fore her towered the huge black wheel against the wall of the 
mill; the door was in an immediate line with her. She heard 
Wolferstan vault the gate. He was over in an instant, and she 
had no time to latch the door again after passftig through, for he 
reached it a moment after her and forced it open. 

Now she was half way up the stairs, while he stood at the 
bottom. He leapt up and every moment she expected to feel his 
han$J on her dress and find herself dragged backward. Only by 
exercise of will and utmost dexterity of body did she escape. * 
Once his hand actually reached her skirt, but she tore it free ; the 
abortive effort, making him miss a stair, threw him back a pace ; 
and the slip saved her. 

At the top, in a great chamber dusted with white flour, yet dark 
by reason of the little light, she crossed a plank that spanned 
a chasm ; she crossed and then dislodged the plank just as his foot 
was on it. 

Now for a moment she breathed again. The gap was too great 
for him to leap, and only by climbing to the rafters or trusting 
himself in the machinery, could Wolferstan now reach her. She 
panted furiously and held her left hand hard to her heart ; but 
her right hand rose to a lever in the wall, and her steady eyes 
were not off him for a moment. 

He stood and glared and panted; then he began to creep 
across to her. 

“ You’re done for,” he said. “You’re a murderess, and your 
cup’s full. Your husband’s dead. I’ve killed him and I’m sent 
to finish you.” 

He had left the firm flooring and was working his way across 
movable machinery. 

“ Go back ! ” she cried, “ or I’ll start the mill ! ” 

His only answer was to come the quicker. 

She saw that her own safety must involve his destruction, and 
did not hesitate. He was half way across n^w and would have 
reached ber in a few moments. Therefore she pulled the lever 
swiftly, opened the sluice and set moving the mighty wheel 
without. Then she turned a handle and the mill began to work. 
A strange life suddenly made itself manifest amid the inert, huge 
wheels and arms of wood and iron. A hum and rumble, as 
of some monster awaking, fell upon |he ear. The place trembled; 
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the sleeping dust rose. Wolferstan’s foothold slid away from 
beneath him, and he was borne downward. He stretched up his 
arms to clutch other bars, and they held him up for a few 
moments. Then a descending beam struck his shoulder and 
swept him away. ^He fell and was caught and pinned through 
one awful second. Then the mass that held him rose again and 
he dropped twenty feet into the darkness. So Primrose had 
seen a spider drop from a wall when tapped with a shoe. 

A single cry broke through the throb and thunder ; but it was 
Wolferstan’s wife^who uttered it. She stood at the to$ of 
the stairs in tipie to see her husband destroyed. 

’ Primrose stopped the mill. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


A GOOD YEAR’S WORK 

A BNER BARKELL and his ancient friend Ned Perryman 
„ walked together from worship on a day in early January. 
They had not met since Christmas, and now, in a mood chastened . 
by the advent of another year, they discussed events and reviewed 
the past. 

A dry, bright day reigned over the naked earth; easterly, clean- 
cut and stern of aspect, the changeless hills rose into a pale blue 
sky. 

“ A good year’s work for the nation — except here and there,” 
said Mr. Perryman. “Pm keeping wonderful well for up four- 
score, an’ you’m on your pins again.” 

“ Though it have been a cruel downfall to me to give up malt 
liquor.” 

“No doubt; but doctor knows best. You’ll get used to 
spirits, though ’tis granted they ban’t so holding or so full in the 
mouth. Still, a good year, if you take a large view.” 

Abner nodded. 

“I must grant it in reason,” he said. “The bridge had two 
coats and the 'weather kept fine all the time. Taking the large 
view, as you say, Ned — a very favourable year. The hay was 
good, the corn was good, and the roots middling.” 

“ And we’ve finished fighting the foreigners.” 

“ And my sea-going sons have been home ; and I’ve seen ’em 
both once more ; and one’s raised to a petty .officer. Tlldn your 
grand-darter’s married that young, earnest man, Johnny B&ll, 
who’s took to preaching on Sundays. But she can preach to him 
week-days, so ’twill be all one.” 

“ Not but what there’s been trouble here an’ there.” 

“ A plenty without a doubt. An’ among friends too. There 
was the end of Dodd Wolferstan— ^£ut off like a mad dog, poor 
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soul ! Though what set his wits roaming the very day they made 
Portreeve of him, only God knows.” 

u All the same, a good few others thought they knowed.” 

“ ’Twas a very far-reach&g tragedy. Dang my old wig, but I 
never heard the li1*e.” 

“ How be Mr. Slanning now ? ” 

“He’s one of the Lord’s chosen evernjore — won’t never get 
well again. The wits are out of him. Some said he hadn’t much 
to lose ; but, for my part, I thought him a very sensible, jjpeful 
man after marriage. However, the intellects be gone for good. 
He rides a hobby-horse like a boy, an’ thinks he be out fox-hunting.” 

“ Gfl^Ts a marvel 3 ” 

“ True for you, Ned. And the man’s wife worse than a widow ; 
but she’ve taken it in a very high Christian spirit. A masterpiece 
for good works, they tell me.* Father and husband both gone in 
a year.” 

“ The wrong people always die — to say it in a prayerful spirit, 
Barkell.” 

“ Not all — so long as you an’ me keep trotting.” 

“ You will have your bit of fun, I see. And I hear Ilet have 
wrote out the words for the stonemason with her own hands. 
The man was up over forty when he died. And he’m to be 
called Portreeve of Bridgetstowe upon his stone. So he was, 
and so he was on the day of his death, so ’twill be solemn truth 
and quite in order to put it like that for after generations. ’Twill 
lift his memory a thought higher than the common dust where 
his parents lie.” 

“ And she’s settled with Mrs. Pierce ? ” 

“ She have. She might marry again and no l&rm done ; but 
I reckon she’ve had her dose of husbands, and won’t take 
another. Old Henny gets help from Mrs. Slanning, but she’s 
secret as the grave about it and very cunning, because she thinks 
that Ilet would refuse if she got wind.” 

“vrai, he was a* good sort of man, and a kind one,” said Ned. 
“1 can’t say I knew him well, but I always stuck up for him^ 
when folk said harsh words against him.” 

** He was a very good sort of man in many ways,” admitted 
Abner. “And light-hearted in his youth. He did a plenty proper 
deeds in fiis prosperous days, for sheer joy and gladness — like the 
bird sings.” 
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“ He was a great worker among the boys, and put many a 
young youth on the right road.’* 

“ He had a hope to raise his head in the land, but things fell 
contrary. If a man’s temper goes, ’tis^all over.” 

“ It wrecked him ; and yet us must think /of charity and say 
’twas the breakdown of his mind that came between him and 
success. Well, here’s^your way — here’s mine. I wish you a very 
happy New Year, and as many rftore of ’em as the Almighty 
wills.” 

“An’ same to you, Ned.” 

“ To your son Richard, likewise. What a piece he is ! I met 
him t’other day, wi’ his face down, pawking along as if time was 
eternity — staring at the river, he was.” 

“He mourned over Wolferstan’s end a good deal more than 
you’d have guessed. Tried to hide it, too. I hoped ’twould 
have made a Christian of him, but it didn’t.” 

“ I like your boy’s sweet fooling better than his bitter. He 
gived Jane a golden sovereign when she was married. ’Twas a 
very gentlemanlike thing to do, and I shan’t forget it — more 
won’t Johnny Ball. In fact, Johnny says he’ll convert the man 
yet — the Lord helping.” 

“’Tis a curious breakdown of mind. The only one of my 
family as I can ever remember as was touched.” 

“ He’ve got any amount of patience wi’ man, but none wi’ God, 
seemingly.” 

“ ’Tis wonderful the patience God have got with him, Ned.” 

Old Perryman, from the snowy summit of eighty years, smiled 
hopefully. 

“ An’ wi’ us kll, wi’ us all, neighbour.” 
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METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Cr. 8m. 
vs. 6 d. 

Dilke(Lady). See S.Q.S. 

Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur’s Library 
and Little Books on Art. 

Ditchfield (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. 

THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With an Introduction by 
A ugustu s J essopp, D. r>. Second Edition. 
Cr. 87*7. 6.r. 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present 'Time. Cr. 87 >0. 6s. 

See also Half-crown Library. 

Dixon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr. 8 m 

vs. td. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. tvo. 
vs. 6d. 

Dole (N. H.). FAMOUS COMPOSERS. 
With Portrait:.. Two Volumes. Demy 
8 vo. i2A. net . . 

Doney (May). SONGS OF THE R^L. 

Cr. Svo. 3,1-. 6d. net. 

A volume of poems. 

Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE 
PULPIT. Cr. %vo. 2s.6d.net. 

Dowden (J.), I). I)., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. See Churchman’s Library. 

Drage (G . )• See Books on Business. 
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Mm(S* R.X D.D., D.C.L., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
• SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

See also Westminster Ccmmentaries. 
Dry(Wakellng). See Little Guides. 
Dryhurst (A. R.y. See Little Books on Art. 
Duguid (Charles). See Books on Business. 
DannfJ.T)., D.Sc.,andMundella(V. A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With X14 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Cr. Ijo. 3J. 6d. 

* DunsUn(A. B.) y B.Sc. See T unio»' School 

Books and Textbooks ofbScience. 

Durham (The Carl of)* A REPORT ON 
* CANADA. Witn an Introductor f Note. 
Demy 8 vo. 4s. 6d. net. 

Dutt(W. A.). A POPULAR GUIDE TO 

* NORFOLK. Medium 8m. <d. net. 
THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 

coloured Illustrations by Frank South- 
gate. Cr. Zva. 6 s. See also Little Geides. 
Earle (John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIK, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 
%6mo. zs net. 

Edmonds (Major J. E.), R.E. ; D.A.Q.- 
M.G. See W. Birkbeck Wood. 

Ed warde (Clement). See S. Q. S. 

Ed ward J (W. Douglas). See Commercial 
Series. 

Egan (Pierce). See I.P. L. 

♦Egertor* H. E., M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demy 8m. 7s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Ellaby (C. G.). See The I .ittie Guides. 
Ellerton (F. 0 .), See S. J. Stone. 

EH wood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump. 
M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Epictetus. See W. H. D. Rouse. 
Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIAN I, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knigbt. 

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Wordc, 1533. Fcap. 8vo y. 6d. net. 
Fairhrother (W. H.), M.A. TIIE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8m y. 6d. 

Farr er (Reginald), THE GARDEN OF 
ASIA. Second Edition. Cr. Em 6 i. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

*Fea ^Mlan). BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVERTEENEH CENTURY. With 
*00 Illustrations. Demy Zvo. j ts. id. net . 
FELISSA; OR, THE LIFE AND 
OPINIONS OF A KITTEN OF SENTI- 
MENT. With ra Coloured Plates. Post 
t 6 mo. as. 6 d. net. 

Perrier @Iimo). See Little Li t>rary. 

Fldler CT. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E See 
Books on Business. 


Fielding (Henry). See Standard Library. 
Finn (S. w.)i M.A. See Junior Examination 

Sene? 

Firth (C. H.), M.A. CROMWRU/Sj 
ARMY: A History of the English SoUlM’"* 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr. 8m. 61. 

Fisher (Q. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
Demy 8vem xcs\ 6d. 

FitzGeraldTBdward) THE RUBAIYAT 

OF OMYR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Fifth and las'. Edition. With * Com- ' 
mentary by Mrs. Stephen and a 

Biography of Omar by E. D, Ross. Cr. 
8 m 6.- . See also Miniature Library. 
*F J4 zGeraId(H. P.). A CONCISE HAND* 
dOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated. 
Fcap. 8m. y. 6 d. net. 

Flecker (W. H.) f M.A., D.C.L., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENT'S PRAYER BOOK. 
Tuh Text of Morning and Evening 
Prayer and Litany. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Cr. 8 vo, 2 s. 6 d. 

Flux (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M ‘Gill University, 
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy Bvo. 7 s. 6 d. net. 

Fortescue(Mr*. G.). See Little Books on Art. 
Fraser (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8m. 6r. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Fraser (J 1 . F.). ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With 100 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
French (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Frcudenrelch (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
Ainsworth Davis, M.A. Second Edition. 
Revised. Cr. 8m. 2 s. 6d. 

Fulford (H. W.) ( ^d.A. See Churchman’s 
Bible. 

C. G., and F. C, G. JOHN BULL’S AD- 
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON- 
DERLAND. By Charles Gears. With 
46 Illustrations by F. Carrutmers Gould. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8m. 1 s. net . 
♦Gallaher (D. ) and Stead (D. W.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealand*..* in England. With Illustra* 
tions. Demy 8 vo. jo s. 6d. net. 

Galllchan (W. M.). See Vittle Guides. * 
Gambado (Geoffrey, Eeq.). See I.P.L. 
Gaekell (Mr*.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library. 

Gasquett the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary’s Books. 
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Georg# (H. B.), M. A.. Fellow ofNew College, 

: Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth 
Edition* Revised, with a new Chapter 
including the South African War. Cr. 8 vo. 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition, 
Cr. Ztto. 3 t. 6d. 

Gibblns <H. de B.), Lltt.DA M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND f HISTORI- 
CA&OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Fourth 
EdUum. Demy Zvo. io s. 6 d. 
A.COM^NION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
$Cr, Bvo. is. td. 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. Tenth Edition . Revised. 
With Maps and Plans. Cr. 8 vo. 3$. 
ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 d. 

See also Commercial Series and S.QS. 
Gibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROWAN EMPIRE. 
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appen- 
dices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury, M.A., 
Litt.D., Regius Professor of Greek at Cam- 
bridge. In Seven Volumes. Demy 8 vo. 
Gilt top , 8r. 6 d. each . Also, Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
each. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
1 NGS. Edited by G. Kirk beck Hii.l, 
LL.IJ. Demy 8 vo, Gilt top. Zs. 6 d. A Iso 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

See also Standard Library. 

Gibson (E. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries, 
Handbooks of Theology, and (Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 
Oloag (M.). See K. Wyatt. 

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE- 
MEMBRANCE. Edited by. Reap. 8 vo. 
is. 6d. net. 

Godley(A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is.6d. 
VERSES TO ORDER, Second Edition. 
Faip. 8 vo. is. 6 d. *“ 

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. 8rv>. is. 6 d. 
Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VICAR OF 
WAKEFIELD. Fcap. yimo. With 10 
Plates in Photogravure by Tony Johannot. 
Leather, 2.T. 6d. tut . Sec also I.P.L. and 
Standard Library. 

Goodrich -Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 
SADDLE.^ Demy 8 vo. is. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
dOUdge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Wells 
Theological College. See Westminster Com- 
■ ihentaries, ’ 

Graham (P. Anderson). See S.Q.S. 
Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, is.6d. 
THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Cr. Zvo. 
6s. 


Gray (E. M‘Q«ieen). GERMAN PASSAGES 
FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION... Cr. 

Gray (£!* L.),B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF, 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With 181 
Diagrams. Cr. Tw. 35. td. " 

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., late Fellow 
of St. John’s College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cr. 

8 vo. 3 s. td. 

Green (E* T.), M.A. See Churchmans 
Library. 

Greenidge (A. H. J.), M.A. A HISTORY • 
OF ROME : ^uring the Later Republic 
and the Early Prmcipate. In Six Volumes. 
DemyZvo. Vol. I. (1^-104 b.c.). io s. td. 
net. 

Green well (Dora). See Miniature Library. 
Gregory (R. A.). THE VAULT OF . 
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. is. td. 
Gregory (Miss E. C.). See Library of 
Devotion. 

Greville Minor. A MODERN JOURNAL. 
Edited by J. A. Spender. Cr. 8 vo. 

3 s. td. net 

Grubb (H. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 
Guiney (Louisa I.). HURRELL 
FROUDE: Memoranda and Comments. 
Illustrated. Demy 87 >0. 10 s. td, net. 
Gwvnn (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

New and cheaper issue. Royal Zvo. 5$. net . 
Hackett (John), B.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. 15s. net. 

Haddon (A. CA Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. DemyZvo. 15 s. 

Hadfield (R. A.). See S.Q S. 

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
Illustrated Second Edition , revised. 
Demy Zvo,. 10s. td. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hal! (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
With numerous Plans and Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Royal Zvo. ixs.net. 
Hamilton (F. J.), D.D. See Byzantine Texts. 
Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 
FOX. Demy Zvo. 10s . td. 

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, Illustrated. Two 
Volumes. DemyZvo , js. td, each, Vol. I. 
1200-1688. - eodJr , 

Hannay (James OA M.A. THE SPIWT 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
M 0 NAST 1 CISM. Cr.Zvo.6s. 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Fcap. 
Zvo. 3 s. td. net. 

Hare (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy 8w* 6x. 
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Harrison (Clifford), READING AND 
Readers* Fcap. bvo, 6 d. 

Hawtborne(Nathaniel). See Little Library. 
HEAITH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 
Cr. 8 vo, is. net. 

Heath (Prank R.). See Little Guides. 

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur’s Library . 
Hello (Brnest)' STUDIES IN SAINT* j 
SHIP. Translated from the French by j 
V. M. Crawford. heap 8rw. 35. td. 1 
Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPERC P 
NERO. Illustrated. New and .taper 
issue . Demy Svo. ys.6d.tu t. 

AT INTERVALS. FdfyZvo. zs. 6 d. net. 
Henderson (T. F # ). See Little Library and 
Oxford Biographies. 

Henley (W. E.). See Half-Crow r* Library. 
Henson (H. H.),B . D. , Canon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLIC CHRISTIAN l I'Y r As Illus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Cr. Zvo, 6 s. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : HistoricA and 
Social Sermons. Cr.Zvo. 6 s. 
DISCIPLINE AND LAW. heap. 8 vo. 
a. s. 6 d. 

Herbert (George). Sec Library of Devotion. 

Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia 

ture Library. 

Hewins *(W. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. CV.8w. 
ss. bd 

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL 
A Day Look of Prose and Ver.se. heap. 
Bvff. 2 s. 6 d. net. 

Hevwood (W.). PALIO AND PONTE : 
A Book of Tuscan Game-.. Illustrated. 
Royal 8 vp. su. net. 

Hilbert (T.). Se- Little Blue Books. 

Hill (Clare). See Textbooks . -f Technology. 
Hill (Henry), B.A„ Headmaster of the Boy s j 
High School. Woicester, Capo Colony. A 1 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC, j 
Cr. 8 vo. 3 .V. 6 d. 

Hi llegas (Howard C.). WITH THE 
BOER FORCES. With 24 illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. fi.v. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hirst (F. W.) See Books on Business, 
Hobhouse (Emily). THE BRUNT OF , 
THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Hobhouse (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
THlL^pEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy Bvo. xos. 6d. neP. 

Hibson (J. A.), M.A. INTERNATIONA! 
TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles, j 
Cr. 8 vo. as. 6d. net. ; 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Fifth Edition, i 
Cr, 80 a. 2 s. 6 d. 

Hodgkin. (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of: 
Religion. 1 

* A 


Hodgson (Mrs. W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 
Edition, Post 8 vo. 6s. 

Hogg (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLED 
AT OXFORD. With an Introduction^# 
R. A. Streatfrild. heap. 8 vo. as. net 

Holden-Stone (G. de). See Books on 
Business. 

Hrldich (Sir T. H.), JC.C.I.E. THE 
.ND1AV BORDERLAND: beinc a 
I ersonal Record of Twenty Years. Illus- 
trated. Demy 8 vo. sou 6a. net. > 

A Colonial Edition is also published. * 

Holds worth (W. S.), M.A. HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Two Volumes. 
Vol. I , Demy . ior. 6d. net. 

Holland (Canon Scott). See Library of 
Devotion. 

Holt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU- 
LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success. 
Cr. 8 vo. y. 6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Holyoake (G. J.). THE CO-OPERATIVE 
MOVEMElfT TO-DAY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8r >0. as. 6 d. 

Hone (Nathaniel J.). Sec Antiquary’s Books. 

Hoppner. See Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Classical Translations. 

Horsburgh (E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 55. See also 
Oxford Biographies. 

Horth(A. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 

H orton (R. F. ), D. D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With 
illustrations and a Map. Second Edition. 
Demy 7 s. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edit ion is also published. 

How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions Second Edition. Demy Zvo . 7 s. 6d. 

Howell (G.). See S. Q. S. 

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 
Demy Zvo. x^s. net. 

Hughes (C. £.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Anthol- 
ogy. With a preface by Sidney Lb*. 
Demy Zr>o. 3 s. 6d. net. 

Hughe* (Thomas). TOM BROWN’S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Veknon Rrndall. Leather. 
Royal ->,21110. as. 6d. net. 

Hutchinson (Horace G.) THE NEW 
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 
50 Pictures by Walter Tyndale and 4 
by Miss Lucy Kemf Welch. Large 
Demy 8 vo. 2 is. net. 

Hutton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion and Library of Devotion. * 1 

Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF 
UMBRIA. With many Illustrations, of 
which 20 are tn Colour, by A. Pisa. Second 
Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 




ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with 
an Introduction. Fcap. Zvo. 3 s. 6 d. net 

Hutton (R. H.). See leaders of Religion. 

Wton (W. H.), M.A. THE LIFE OF 
im THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Seeded Edition. Cr. 8w. 5 s. See also 
Leader* of Religion. 

Hyett (F. A.X SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE.' ‘'Demy Zvo. 7s.6d.net. 

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND, fi Drama. 
Translated by William Wilson. Third 

* Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 3*. 6d. 

Inge (W. Yj.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM." The Bampton Lectures for 
1899. Demy Zvo. 12 s. 6d. net. See also 
Library of Devotion. 

Innes (A. D.), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr. 87 >0. 6s. 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps, Demy Zvo. 1 *j. 6 d. net. 

Jackson (C. E.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Jackson (SA M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides. 

Jacob (F.), M.A. See Junior Examination 
Series. 

Jeans (J. Stephen). See S. Q. S. and Busi- 
ness Books. 

Jeffreys (D. Gwyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI- 
CALS. Described and Illustrated with 24 
Coloured Pictures. Super Roy ali6ino. as.6d. 

Jenks (E.), M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH- LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Cr. 8m ar. 6d. 

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art. 

Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

*Jevons(F. B.), M.A., Litt.P., Principal of 
Hatfield Hall, Durham. RELIGION IN 
EVOLUTION. Cr. 8m 1s.6d.net. 

See also Churchman's Library and Hand- 
books of Theology. 

JohnsonfMrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD- 
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s.6d.net. 

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200 ; 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Third Edition, j 
Cr. +to. i8r. net. < 1 

A Colonial Edition is also published. ! 

Jones (R. Crompton), M.A. POEMS 1 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
Eleventh Edition . Fcap. 8 vo. 2.7. 6d. net 

Jones (HA See Commercial Series. 

Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P., and 

- Hkcllot (Hugh* H. L.). THE MINERS’ 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES J 
REGULATION ACTS. Cr.8vo. as. 6 d. net. 

"COMMERCE IN WAR. Demy 8 vo. 2 is. ! 
net . < 

Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library. | 


Julian (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA- 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Grace W arrack. Cr. 8 vo. 3$. 6 d. 
JuvenaU See Classical Translations. 

* Kappa.* LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 

A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr. 8 vo. 
3 s. 6 d. net. c • 

Kaufmano (M.). See S. Q. S. 

Keating (J. F.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. Zvo. 3 s.6d. 
Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Demy 8 vo. 7 s. 6d. net. See 
also Little Library, Standard Library, and 
E. de Selincourt. 

Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
Withan Introduction and,Notes by W. Lock. 
D. D. , Warden of Keble College. Illustrated 
by R. Anning Bell. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. ; padded morocco } 5 s. See also 
Library of Devotion. 

Kempis (Thomas *). THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
De£n Farrar. Illustrated by C. M. Gere. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. a,s.6d.; padded 
morocco. 55. See also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr. 
8 vo. 6 d 

Kennedy (Bart,). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr. Zvo. ^s. 6d.net' 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL’S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THI A.N S. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Kestell (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 
FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex- 
periences of J. D. Kestell, Chaplain to 
General Christian de Wet. Cr. 87 to. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Kimmins (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8t >0. as. 6 d. 

Klnglake (A. W.). See Lithe Library. 
Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. 7 yrd Thousand. Twenty • 
Jirst Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE FIVE NATIONS. 41^ Thousand. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6f, ^ 

A Colonial Edition is also puDUsned*. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. SixteSkh 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

* Knight (Albert E.). THE COMPLETE 

CRICKETER. Illustrated. Demy Zvo . 
7 s. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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Knowlitlg (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New 
Testament Exegesis at King's College, 
Lend ~>n. See Westminster Commentaries. 

I Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated. 
Jin Seven Volumes. DcntyBvo. js.6d.each. 
THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas. 

See also Little Library. 

Lambert (F* A. ti.). See Little Guides. 
Lambros (Professor). See Byzantine Texts. 
Lane- Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES, ^ully 
Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Langbridge(F.), M. A. IfcVLLADS OF TH E 
BRAVE: Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
* Courage, and Cdhstancy. Second Edition. 
Cr. Svo. 2 s. 6 d. 

Law (William). See Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 

Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 
SHIRE. A Biography. With 12 Illustra- 
tions. Demy Zvo. ijs. 6d. tut. « 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

*Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 
PARDONS. 7'ranslated by Frances M. 
Gostling. Illustrated in colour. Croitm 

LeeTcaptain L. Melville). A HISTORY 
OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Bvo. 

3 s. 6d. net, 

Leigh (Perdval). THE COMIC ENGLISH 
GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 
of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 
Leech. Post ibtuo. 2s. 6d.net. 

Lewes (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 

Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

*Lewl« (Mrs. Gwynn). A CONCISE 
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS. 
Illustrated. Feap.Bvo. y.6d. net. 

Lisle (Fortundede). See 1 ,ittl* Books on Art. 
Littlehales(H.). See Antit|u.iry’«; Books. 
Lock (Walter), D.D., Wm.len of KH.Ic 
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
xs. 6d. 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE. 
Ct. S vo. 6 s. 

See also Leaders of Religion and Library 
of Devotion. 

Locker (F.). See Little Library. 
Longfellow (H. W.). See Uttle LiUarv 
Lorlmer (George Horace). LK7TEUS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Fourteenth Edition. Ct. 
>o. 6s. Jjk 

ATokwSal Edition isgdso published, 

OID GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Lover (Samuel). See I. P. L. 

E. V. L. and C. LJG. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman’s Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by George Morrow. 
fourth Edition. Fcap. 4(0. is. net. 


Lucas (E.V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With numerous Portraits and 
Illustrations. Third Edition . TtoO Voh. 
Demy 8 vo. 71s. net. jJ? 

A Colonial Edition is also published**^ 
A WANDERER IN HOLLAND, With 
many Illustrations, of which aoare in Colour 
Herbert Marshall , Fifth Edition. 
CV. 8vo. 6s, v • 

.V Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Litile Book for Way- 
farers. Ninth Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 5s . ; 
India Paper, js. 6 d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Whittle Book 
for the Urbane. Second Edition. Fcap. 

8 vo. 5-r. ; India Paper, jt. 6d. 

Lu lan. See Classical Translations, 

Lyde (L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 
Lydon (Noel S.). See Junior School Books. 
Lyttelton (Hon. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. Cr. 8 vo. 2s. 6 d. 

M. M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO 
WEAR. Cr*8vo. is. net. 

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
tague, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr. %v,>. i8.r. 

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M ‘Allen (J. E. B.>, M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacCulIoch (J. A.), See Churchman'* 
Library. 

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY STUART. 

With over 60 Illustrations, including a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy 8z>o. 
jos. 6d.net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. See 
also Leaders of Religion. 

McDermott (E. R.). See^Books on Business 
M‘Dowall(A. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay(A. M See Churchman's Linrary. 
Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
WORDSWORTH. Cr.Bvo. 7s. 6d. 
Mahaffy (J. P.), Lift.I). A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 6.r. 

Maitland (F. W.), LL.IX, Downing Professor 
of the Laws of Eiffilaiul in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Royal Bvo. js.6d. 

Malden (H. £.), M.A, ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cr. 8 vo. ;.v. 6 d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 

is. 0 d. 

A SCHOO r HISTORY OF SURREY. 

Illustrated. Cr. 3rv>. nr, 6d. 

Marchant (E. C.), M.A.., Fellow of Power- 
house, Cambridge. A (?KEEK ANTtiO- 
LOGY Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 
Marchant (C. E.)), M.A., and Cook(A» M*)» 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition. Cr. 

8 vo. 3-r. 6d. 
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Marlowe (Christopher). See Standard 
library. 

ofSt John’s Col- 
SCIENTIFIC 
Second Edition, 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated. 
Cr. tvo. 6s. 

Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library. 
Masefield .(John). SEA LI FETIN' NEL- 
. SON’S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. 
3 s. 6d. net. 

*ON THJfrfcPANISH MAIN. With Por- 
traits and Illustrations. Demy 8 vo. i os. 6d. 
net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Masked (A.). See Connoisseur’s Library. 
Meson (A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Massee (George). THE EVOLUTION O K 
PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8 vo. a s. 6 d. ¥ , 

Massinger (P.). See Standard Library. 
Masterman (C. F. G.), M. A. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Cr. 
8s to. 6s. 

*Matheson(Hon. E. F.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Fcap. $r>o. 3 s. 6 d. net. 

May (Phil). THE PHIL .MAY ALBUM. 

Second Edition. 4/0. is. net. 

Mellows (Emma S.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 
8z to. 3$. 6 d. 

Methuen (A. M. S.). THE Tj) AOEDN 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. 87v>. aj. net. 
Also Cr. Zvo. yi.net. 

A revised and enlarged edition of the 
author’s ‘Peace or War in South 
Africa.’ 

ENGLAND’S RUIN: 1>iscukski> in Six- 
teen Letters to the Right Hon. 
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. '$d. net. 

Mtcfeel! (E. B.). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other Illus- 
trations. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6 d. 

Millais (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, Presidentof the Royal Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which 2 are m 
Photogravure. New Edition. Demy Zvo. 
7 s. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
*MI11In(G. F.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.net. 
Mill I a (C. T.), M.I.M. E. See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Milne (J. Q.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Cr, lew. 6s. 



Milton (John), THE POEMS OF, £OfH 
ENGLISH ANP LATIN, Compos’d at 
several times. Printed by his true Copies. 

ThetSongs were set in Mtxsick by Mr. 
Henry Lawes, Gentleman of the Kings 
Chappel, and one of His Majesties Private 
Musick. * # ■ • 

Printed and publish’d according to Order. 

Printed by Ruth Raworth for Hum- 
phrey Moseley, and are to be sold at the 
signe of the Princes Armes in Pauls Church- 
yard, 1645, 

See also Little Library Standard Library, 
and R. F. Towndrow. 


Minchin (H. C.),!VLA. See R. Peel. 
Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 
OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second EdU 


tion . Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 


Mitton (G. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND 
HER TIMES. With many Portraits and 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. 


A, Colonial Edition is also published. 

* Moll’ (A.).’ See Books on Business. 

Moir (D. M.). See Little Library. 

Money (L. G. Chtozza). RICHES AND 
POVERTY Secottd Edition Demy 8 vo. 
5*. net. 

Montaigne. See C. F. Pond. 

Moore (H. E.). See S. Q. S. 

Moran (Clarence G.). See BooksoriBusiness. 
More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Library. 
Morfill (W. R.), Uriel College, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Maps and Plans. Cr. Zvo. 3 s. 6d. 
Morfch (R. J.), late of Clifton College. See 
School Examination Series. 

“Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With many portraits and Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. net . 

A Colonial Edition is also published, 
Morris (J. E.). See Little Guides. 

Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod- 
rick. 

THE MOTOR YEAR-BOOK FOR 1906. 
With many Illustrations and Diagrams. 
Demy Zvo. ys. 6 d. net. 

Moule(H. C. G.), D.I).., Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 

Muir (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 
Cr. Zw. is. 6 d. 

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn. 
Munro (R.), LL.D. See Antiquary’s Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See 1, P. L. 

Neal (W. G. ). See R. N. Hall. s. 
Newman (J. H.) add others. See Librrar 
of Devotion. 

Nichols (J. B. B.). See Little Library. 
Nicklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Zvo. 2 s. 
Nimrod. See I. P. L 
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®. W.V THE GREAT 

£ ! The Investment and Fall of Port 

Arthur. Illustrated. DtntyZteo. tos.6d.net. 

Nttrthcote (James), R.A. THE tfONVER- 
SATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE, 

«*. R.A., AND JAMES JWARD. Edited by 

• Ernest Fletcher. With many Portraits. 
Demy 8 vo. i os. 6d. 

Norway (A. HJ. NAPLES. With 25 Col- 
oured Illustrations by Maukice Greikfen- 
hagen. A New Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Novalls. THE DISCI PLES AT SAIS ANT > 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited l / Miss 
Una Birch. F cap. £vo. 6 d. 

*OIdlield (W. J.), Canon of Lincoln. 
PRIMFR OF RELIGION. W 8 vo. 

* 2f. 6d. • 

Oliphant (Mrs. ). See Leaders of Religion. 

Oman (C. W.C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 
WAR. Vol. 1!.: The Middle Ages, from 
the Fourth to the Fourteenth Ceutury. Illus- 
trated. Demy St >o. 10 r. 6 d. net. 

Ottley (R. L.) f D.D. See Handbooks of 
Theologyjand Leaders of Religion. 

Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion. 

Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business 

Oxford (M. N.), of Guv’s Hospital. A HAND- 
BOOK- OF NURSING. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 3-r. 6d. 

Pokes fW. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. DanyZvo. 15 s. 

Palmer(Frederlck). WITH KUROKI IN 
MANCHURIA. Illustrated. Third 
Edition . Demy tvo.' 7 s. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Parker (Gilbert). A LOVER'S DIARY. 
Fcap. £7/0, $s. 

•Parkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. Fcap. 3 ™. is.6d. 

Parkinson (John). PAR ADI SI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TKRRKSTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. Folio. £4, 4*. net. 

Parmenter (John). HELIO TROPES, OR 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 
Edited by Percival Landon. Quarto. 
3$. 6 d. net. 

Parmentler (Prof. Leon). See Byzantine 
Texts. 

Pascal. See Library of Devotion. 

Patton (George). SOCIAL CARICA- 
TUfcE&^IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. Imperial Quarto. £t> its. 6 d. 
fat. See also Little Books on Art and l.P.L. 

Pateraon(W. R.)(Bcnjamin Swift). LIFE’S 
QUESTIONINGS. Cr.Zvo. 3s.6d.net . 

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colour by F. Southgatl. Second I'd it ion. 
£r A 8 vo. 6a 


NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observations on the Birds, 
Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and ittdk- 
eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species, smith. 
T2 Illustrations in colour, by Frank 
Southgate Second Fdition. Cr. ft**, 6r. 
Pf acock (N. ). See Little Books on Art. 
Pearce (E. H.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
CHRIST’S HOSPITAL. Illustrated. 
Demy wo. 7 s. 6 d. 

Peel (Robert), and MInchin (H. C.X M.\ 

OXFORD. With 100 Illustrations in 
Colour, Cr. 8 vo. 6s. dN 
Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College. 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition. Cr. 8?v>. if. 6d. 

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Petrie (W. M.Plindera), D.C. L., LL.D.. Pro- 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OK EGYPT, from the 
Eafliest Times to the Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. each. 

Vol. 1. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 
Dynasty. Fifth Edition. 

Vol. ii. The XVIItii and XVIIIth 
Dynasties. Fourth Edition. 

Vol. 111. XIXth to XXXtii Dynasties. 
Vol. iv. The Egyit ok the Ptolemies. 

J. P. Ma happy, Litt.D. 

Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A. 
Vol. vi. «, EtiYrr in the Middle Ages. 

Stanley Lank-Poolk, M.A. 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr 
87/0. 2 s. 6d. 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
E L AM ARNA TABLETS. Cr.Zvo. as. 6d. 
EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by This- 
tram Ellis. In Two Volume ». C r. Bvo. 
as. 6d. each. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
120 Illustrations. Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford P,iographies. 
Phllipotts (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR. 
With 38 Illustrations by J Lky Pftiiv* 
bridge. Second and Cheaper Edition. 
Large Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by Claude Snkitkrson. 
Cr. 4 to. 5 s. tier. 

A volum of poems. 

Pienaar (Philip). WITH STKYN AND 
DE WET. Second Edition. Cr. Zvg. 

)S.6d. ' *' 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
l>l*rr (Victor G.) and Walton (F. A 
SCHOOL HISTORY OF MIDDLE- 
SEX. Illustrated. Cr.Zvo. is. 6d. 

Plato. See Standard Library. 
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PUutUl. THE ' CAPTIVI. Edited/with 
in Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com* 
mentary, by w. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 

^Jewis College, Oxford. Demy Bvo. xox. 6d. 

Ptowden-Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., Kings 
College, Cambridge. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 

Pocock (Roger). A FRONTIERSMAN. 
Third Edition . Cr. Bvo. 6s. , 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Podmore (Prank). MODERN . SPIRI- 
TUALISM, Two Volumes . Demy 8 vo. 
ms. net. 

A History and a Criticism. 

Poer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN 
LEGIONARY. Cr. Bvo. fix. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
Illustrated. Demy 8 vo. j s. 6 d. net. 

P(dlard(EUzaF.). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollock (David), M.I.N.A. , See Books on 
Business. 

Pond (C. F.). A DAY BOOK OF MON- 
TAIGNE. Edited by. Fcap. Bvo. 35. 6d. 
net. 

Potter (M. C.). M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
4 x. 6 d. 

Power (J. O’Connor). THE MAKING 
OF AN ORATOR. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Pradeau (O.). A KEY TO THE TIME 
ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. With a Dial. Small quarto. 

3 x. 6 d. 

Prance (GA See Half-Crown Library. 

Prescott (O. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cr. 8 vo. 

3 s. 6 d. net. 

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 87/0. 2J. 6d. 

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN 
BCKOTIA. Cr. Bvo. fix. 

Pugin and Rowlandson. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, or London iN 
Miniature. With 104 Illustrations in 
colour, in Three Volumes. Small 4 to. 
£3, 3x. net. 

1 Q ’ (A. T. Qulller Couch). See Half-Crown 
Library. 

Quevedo Villegas. See Miniature Library. I 

U.R. and B.S. THE WOODIIOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Raickham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster ! 
commentaries. 

Randolph (B. W.) ( D.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

Rannie (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT’S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. 8 vo. 
3X. 6 d. 


Rashdall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow sad 

Tutor of New College, Oxford. BOO 

TRINE; AND development; -^. 

8 vo, fib. 

Rawstorne (Lawrence, Esq.). See l.P.L. 
^Raymond (Walter). A SCHOOL, 
HISTORY OF* SOMERSETSHIRE 
Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. 1 x. 6 d. 

A Real Paddy. Seel.P-L. 

Reason (W.), M.A. SeeS.Q.S. 

Redfern (W. B.), Author of ‘ Ancient Wood 
and Iron Work in Cambridge/ etc. 
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely 
Illustrated in colour and half-tone. Quarto, 
£ 2 , 2 x. net. e 

Reynolds. See Little Galleries. 

* Rhodes (W. E A A SCHOOL HISTORY 
OF LANCASHIRE. Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 
ix. 6d. 

Roberts (M. E.). See C. C. Channer. 
Robertson (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of 1901. Demy 8 vo. vis. 6cL net. 
Robertson (C. Grant). M.A., Fellow of All 
Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modern History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, 1660-1832. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 
net. 

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew 
(J. G.), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. Quarto. 
4X. 6 d. net. 

Robertson (Sir G. S.\ K.C.S.I. See 

Half-Crown Library. 

Robinson (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Robinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc- 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Cr. Bvo. 3 s. 6d. 

Robinson (F. S .). See Connoisseur’s Library. 
Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library. 

Rod well (G.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fcap. Bvo. 3 $. 6d. 

Roe (Fred). ANCIENT COFFERS AND 
CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. Illustrated. Quarto. £3, is. net. 
OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many 
Illustrations by the Author, including a 
frontispiece in colour. Demy Bvo. jos,6d. 
net. w 

Rogers (A. G. L.), M.A. See Books<*bn 

Business. 

Roscoe (E. S.). ROBERT HARLEY, 
EARL OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demi 
Bvo. 7 s. 6 d. 

This is the only life of Harley in existence. 
See also Little Guides. 
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ROW (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8m 2 s. 6 d. Also in 4 
Paris. Pari I. and II. 6 d, each; Pari 
III. Qdjj Pari IV. xod. - 

* Rouse (W. H. DX WORDS OF THE 
a ANCIENT WISE : Thoughts from Epic- 
% tetus and Marcus . Aurelius. Edited by. 

Fcap. Bvo. 2 s - &d. net. 

Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. Second Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 5J. net. 

Ruble (A. E.), D.D. See Junior School 

OO..S. 

Russell (W. Clark). THE Llf<E OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGVOOD. 
With Illustrations F. Brangwyn. 

. Fourth Editio% Cr. lvo. 6 j. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

St. Anslem. See Library of Devotion. 

St. Augustine. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

St. Francis of Assisi. See Standard 
Library. • 

*Saki’ (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition . Fcap. 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. net. 

Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of 
Devotion. 

Salmon (A. L,.). A POPULAR GUIDE 
TO DEVON. Medium Sw. 6 d. net. See 
also I .ittle Guides. 

Sargeant (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
Demy '6vo. 7 s. 6d. 

Sathas (C.). See Byzantine Texts. 

Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts. 

Scott (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER 
CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Illus- 
nations. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Seeley (H.O.), E.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 
AIR. Illustrated. Cr. 8r'c>. G\. 
*Sellncourt (E. de). A DAY BOOK OF 
KEATS. Edited by. heap. 8 vo. 3s. 6 d. 
net. 

Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 

2 s. 6d. 

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH’S 
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 2 s. 6d. 

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 

SOLDIERS, in Peace and War. O. 8 vo . 
3s. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Shakespeare (William). 

THB FOUR FOLIOS, 1623 ; 1032 ; 1664 : 
0 1685. Each Four Guineas net , or a com- 
plete set, Twelve Guineas net. 

The Arden Shakespeare. 

Demy 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. net each volume. \ 
General Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition 
of Shakespeare in' single Plays. Edited 1 
with a full Introduction, Textual Notes, 
ami a Commentary at the foot of the page. 


HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden, 
Litt.D. V' 1 . a 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by Edward 
Dowden, Litt.D. 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. 
JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mc- 
Millan, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Mown on 

GUCE. 

OTHELT O. Edited by H. C. Hart. 
TITUS ANDRONieUS Edited by H. B. 
Bailp^j. 

CYMBELINE. Edited by Edward Dowden. 
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 

Edited by H. Cuningkam. 

KING HENRY V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Edited by W. O. Brigstockr. 

THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Edited by R. Warwick Bond. 

TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by K. 
Dkighton.« 

MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Edited by 
H. C. Hart. 

•TWELFTH NIGHT. Edited by Morkton 
Luck. 

THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited 
by C. Knox Pooler. 

I *TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Edited by 
K. Deighton. 

The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Edited 
by W. J. Craig. With Introductions and 
Notes. Pott \6tno. In 40 Volumes. 
Leather , price 1 s. net each volume. 
Mahogany Revolving Book Case. 10s. net. 
See also Standard Library. 

Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN PORTS. Cr. 
87.10. 2 s. 6d. 

Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould. 

Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). See Little Books on 
Art. 

j Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA. Cr. 8 vo. $ s ’ 

Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 
on the death of John Keats, Author of 
1 Endymion,’ etU Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. 2 s. net. 

Sheppard (H. P.), M.A. See S. Baring- 
Gould. 

Sberwell (Arthur), M.A. See S.Q.S. 
Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH 
CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD- 
RKN. With a Preface by the Bishop of 
Gibraltar With Maps and Illustrations. 
Part I. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 6d. net. 

Slchel (Walter). DISRAELI : A Study 
in Personality and IdedA With 3 Pdi&uts. 
Demy Bvo. 12s.6d.net. 

A Colonial Edition is also publj^hed* , 

See also Oxford Biographies. 

Slme (J.). See Little Baoks on Art. 
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(O. A.). FRANCESCO 

GUARDI. With 41 Plates. Imperial 
etc. jCa, ax. net 

“ " y (R. E. D.)« See Little Books on 

P, K.). See Little Books on 

, (Douglas). SICILY: The New 
Yin ter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations. 
Second Ration. Cr. Zvo. 5*. net. 

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An 
Introduction to Physiography. sKustrated. 

• Cr, 8 vo. a s. 6d. * 

Smattwooc^jdVL 0.). See Little Books on 

Smedley(F. E.). Seel.P.L. 

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 
M.A. Two volumes. Demy 8t*>. sis. 
net. 


See also English Library. 

Smith (Horace and James). See Little 
Library. < 

Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. A NEW 
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown 8 vo. 
as. 6 d. 

smith (R. Mudle). THOUGHTS FOR 
THE DAY. Edited by. Fcap. 8 vo. 


3 $. 6 d. net. 

Smith (Nowell C.). See W. Wordsworth. 
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR 
A RAINY DAY : Or Recollections of the 
Events of the Years 1766*1833. Edited by 
Wilfred Whitten. Illustrated. Demy 
Zvo. xar. 6d. net. c 

Snell (P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Snowden (C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 
BRITISH HISTORY. Demy 8 vo. 4s. 6 d. 
Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 
Sornet (L. A.). See Junior School Books. 
South (Wilton E. )i M.A. See J unior School 
Books. 

Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 
Edited by David Hannav. 

Vol. 1. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 
Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr. 


8 vo. 6s. 


Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 
Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

See also Standard Library. 

Spence (C. H.), M.A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 


Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

•Staley (Edgcumbe). THE GUILDS 01- 
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Royal Zvo. 

*1# 'net. t 

Stanbrldge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

‘StancllHe.’ GOLF DO S AN D DONT’S. 

Second Edition. Fcap, Zvo. is. 

St«ad(a W.). See D. Gallaher. 


Stedman (A. M. MA M.A* 

INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Etcmen* 
tary Accidence. Eighth Edition, Reap. 

8 vo. as. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Ninth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. as. * 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Not# 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Sixth Edition revised. 18 mo, 
is. 6 d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CdESAR. 
The Helvetian War, Second Edition 
18 mo. is. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
Kings of Rome. 18 mo. Second Edition, 
is. 6 d. tL 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN. 
TRANSLATION. Tenth Edition Fcap. 

8 vo. is. 6 d. 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. is. 

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Tenth and Cheaper Edition , 
re-written. Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 d. Original 
Edition. 2 s. 6d. Kev, 31. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. is. 6d. With Vocabulary, ss. 

NOTANDA 9UAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap . 8 vo. 
is. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2*. Key, ss. 
net. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Thirteenth Edition. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
18 mo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition , re- 
vised. 18 mo. is. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Cr. 
Zvo. is. 6 d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. ThWd Edition, re- 
vised. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE* 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6 d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduce 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. 8«<>. as. 6 d. m c 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Seventh EditiM 
18 mo. Sd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi- 
tion , revised. Cr. Zvo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edi- 
tion , revised, Fcap . 8 vo. is. 6d, 
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EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. as. 6d. 
Key. 35. not. * 

k FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 

Me PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
lets. Twelfth Edition Fcnp. Svo. is. 

See also School Examination Series. 
Steel (R- Elliott), M.A., F.C.S. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations, Second Edition. Cr. Svo. as. 6 d, 

See also School Examination Series. 

Stephenson (C.)« of the Technical Co”.ege, 
Bradford, and Suddards 'F.) of the 
Yorkshire Collece, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR W*)VEN FABRICS. 

. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 7'kird Edition, 
•js. 6 d. 

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Crown Svo. 3 s. 6 d. 

Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library. 

Sterry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy Svo. 1s.6d. 

Stewart (Katherine). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6r. 

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin. 
Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 12 s. 

Library Edition. Demy Svo. 2 vols. 25J. 
net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

VAIL1MA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Svo. Buckram. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF K. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Hein* Utters 
written by Mrs. M. 1 . Stfvenson during 
1887-8. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA. Edited and 
arranged by M. C. IKlicmk. With many 
Illustrations. Cr. Svo. Ss. net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Stokes (F. O.), B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Mottkpx. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. Svo. 3,7 6d. 
net . 

Stone (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 
Widfc a-J^cmoir by F. G. Eu.f.kton, 
-M.A. With Portrait. TV. Svo. 6 s. 

"nlorr (Vernon FA M.A., Lecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University; Examining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury ; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DE VK LO P- 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. 


Svo. 5s. Hft. 


Straker (F. ). See Books on Business. 

Streane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman’** 

Bible. 

Stroud (H.), D.Sc., M.A. See Textbooks of « 
Science. 

Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS d®TC> 
PASTIMES OF THF PEOPLE OF 
E NGLAND. Illustrated by many engrav- 
ings. Revised by J. Charles Cox* LL.D., 
F.b.A. Ouarto. a't.net. 

Stuart (Capt. Donald;. TriE STRUGGLE 
FORfiERSIA. WithaMap. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

*SturclT (F.), Staff Instructor to the Surrey* 
County Council. SOLUTIONS TO THE 
CITY AND GUILDS QUESTIONS 
IN MANUAL INSTRUCTION DRAW- 
RIG. Imp. \to. 5.Y. net. 

buckling (Sir John). FRAGMENTA 
AUREA : a Collection of all the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by. And published 
by a friend to perpetuate his memory. 
Printed by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphrey Moseley, and 
are to be soltfttl his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. Paul’s Churchyard, 
1646. 

Suddards (F.). See C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (R. S.). Seel.P.L. 

Swift (Jonathan). THE JOURNAL TO 
STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitken. Cr. 

8 vo. 6s. 

Symes (J. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 
as. 6d. 

Sympson(E.'M.), M.A., M.D. See Ancient 

Cities. 

Syrett (Ntotta). See Little Blue Books. 

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction 
Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis,, M.A., 
Fcafi. 8 vo. as. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fcap. 

8 vo. as. See also Classical Translations. 

Tallack (W.). HOWARD LETTERS 
AND MEMORIES. Demy Svo. tos. 6d. 
net. 

Tauler (J. ). See Library of Devotion. 

Taunton (E. L.). A HISTORY OF THE 
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. Illustrated. 
Demy Svo. 21 s. net. 

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Demy Svo. xos.6d.net. 

Taylor (F. G.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Taylor (T. M.), M A., Fellow of Gonville 
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr. Svo. 7 s. 6d. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. (I^urton ColJ. 

M.A. Cr. Svo. 6 s. 

IN MEMOR1AM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. ChuaroN 
Collins, M.A. Cr. Svo. 6s. See also 
Little Library, 
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, LIGHTS AND'SBADOWS 
PITAL. Cr. 8m. m. 6d. 

* Thackeray (W. M X See Little Library. 

ItaWkKF.V.), M.A. INSECT LIFE, 
lflustrated. Second Ed . Revised. Cr. Bvo. 
*t.6d. 

Thompe*tt(A. IL). See Little Guides. 
THiStOaXMaiy W.). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twelfth Edition. 
Medium 1 6mo. t as. 6d. net. Afro an edition 
In superior binding, 6s. \ 

^Tompkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides, a 

iWndrow (R. F.). A DAY BOOK OF 
MILTON. Edited by. Fcaf. 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. 
net. 

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 
a Maps. Third Edition. Demy Bvo. 10s. 
6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

‘Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. DANTE 
IN ENGLISH LITERAi’URC. Demy 
8 vo. 125. 6 d. net. 

See also Oxford Biographies. 

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRi: WF > and 
Other Poems. Cr. 8 vo. 5s. 

Trevelyan (G. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Second 
Edition. Demy 8 vo. ior. 6 d. net. 

Troutbeck (G. E.). See Little Guides. 

Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 
School Books. 

Tyrell-Gill (Frances). See Little Books on 
Art. 4 

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 
Demy 8 vo % ios.6d. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library. 

Voegelin (A .), M.A. See Junior Examina- 
tion Series. 

Waddell (Col. L. A.), LL.D..C.B. LHASA 
AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With aooo 
Illustrations and Maju. Demy 8 vo. 21 5. 
net. 

♦Also Third and Cheaper Edition. With 
155 Illustrations and Maps. Demy 
87 >0. lor. 6d. net 

Wade(G. W.), D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 65. 

Wagner (Richard). See A. L. Cleather. 

Wall (J. C.). DEVILS. Illustrated by the 
Author and from photographs. Demy 8r >0. 
* '• 6 d. net. Si*c also Antiquary's Books. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art. 

Walton (F. W.). See Victor G. Plarr. 

Wfcltoft (Isaac) and Cotton (Charles). 
See I.P.L., English Library, and Little 
Library. 


Warmelo(D. S. Van). ON COMMANDO. 
With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 35. 6d. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Warred Vernon (Hon. William), M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO 0F2 
DANTE, chiefly based on the Commentary 
of Benvenuto rik Imola. With an Int& 
duction by the Rev. Dr. Moors. In Two 
Voluuca. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 155, 
net. 

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Small Pott 8 vo. as. net. See also Little 
Library. _ 

Weatherbead (V. C.), M.A. EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr.Bvo. 
as. See also Junior Examination Series. 
Webb (W. T. ). See Little Blue Books. 
Webber (F. C.). See Textbooks of Techno- 
logy. 

Wells (Sidney H.). See Textbooks of 

Science. 

Wells (J.), M. A. , Fellow and Tutor ofWadhani 
Collcre. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 3 s.6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sixth 
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Zvo. 35. 6 d. 
See also Little Guides. 

'Westminster Gazette* Office Boy 
(Francis Brown). THE DOINGS OK 
ARTHUR. Cr. ^to. as.6d.net. 
Wetmore (Helen C.). THE LAST OF 
THE GREAT SCOUTS (‘Buffalo Bill'). 
Illustrated. Srmnd Edition. DemyBvo. 6s. 
A Colonial J . iition is also published. 
Whibley (C). See Half-crown Library. 
Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Whitaker (G. H.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Bible. 

White (Gilbert). THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 
L, C. Mi ai.l, F.R.S., assisted by W. Warde 
Fowler, M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s. See also 
Standard Library. 

Wbitflelc (E. E.). See Commercial Series. 
Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE 
C 0 L 1 G N Y. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 
125. 6 d. net. 

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of 
the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 
BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 
Cr. Bvo, 25. 6 d. # < 

Whitley (f lies). 4 See S.Q. S. - 

Whitten (W .). See John Thomas Smite. 
Whyte(A. G.), B.Sc. See Books on Business. 
Wllberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 
on Art. 

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 55. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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WUIdlU (W. H.). B.A. Sec S.Q.S. 

Wilkinson (J. Prome). See S.Q.S. 
“Williams (A.% PETROL PETER: or 
Mirth for Motorists. Illustrated in Colour 

i by A. W. Mills. Demy 4 to. 3 H6d.net. 

Williamson (M. Q.). See Ancient Cities. 

iPIUUunson (W.). M E BRITISH 
GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy 8vc. 
1 or. 6d. 

Williamson (W.). B.A. See Junior Ex- 
amination Series, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner's Books. 

Willson (Heckles). LORD STR/TH- 
CON A : the Story of his Lift Illustrated. 
Demy 80s. 71. 6d. 

A Colonial Edition ismlso published. 

Wllmot- Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF 

” EUROPE. CV‘8w. Fourth Ed. 35.6 d. 
A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 

THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

See also Beginnei ’s Books. 

Wilson (Bishop.). See Library of Demotion. 

Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business. 

Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business. 

Wilton (Richard), M. A. LYRA PAS- 
TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. Pott 8 vo. os. 6 d. 

Wlnbolt ( S . E.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. O. 8 vo. is. 6 d. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid 
to Composition. Cr . 8 vo. 3 s. 6d. Key, 
5-f- net. 

Windle (B. C. A.), D.Sc., F.R.S. See Anti- 
quary’s Books, Little Guides and Ancient 
Cities. 

Wlnterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. See Churchman’s Library. 

Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LEND. Illus- 
trated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wood (W. BIrkbeck), M. A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds 
(Major J. E.). R.E., D.A Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Si'knsku Wilkinson. 
With 24 Maps and Plans. Demy 8 vo. 

1 a r. 6d. net. 


Wordsworth (Christopher). See Anti- 
quary's Books. 

•Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS OF. 
With Introduction and Notes by Ngwrli* 
C. Smith, Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
In Four Volumes. Demy 8 vo. 5 W net 
each. See also Little Library. 

Wt rdsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 
Sre Little Library. 

Wright (Arthur), M A., r ellow of Queen’s 
College^ Cambridge See Churchman's 
Libr^y. s 

Wright (C. Gordon). See Dante. 

Wright (J. C.). TO-DAY. s6mo. 

r s. net. 

W right (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU* 
LARIES B r OR REPETITION. Fcap. 8 vo. 
is. 6 d. 

Wrong (George M.), Professor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL OP ELGIN. Illustrated. Demy 
8 «'<>. 7 s. 6d^tei. 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wyatt (Kate) and Oloag (M.). A BOOK 
OF ENGLISH GARDENS. With a 4 
Illustrations in Colour. Cr.Zvo. ror.6r.ar/. 

Wylde (A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy 8 vo. 

1 jS. net. 

A Colonial Edition is also published 

Wyndham (George). THE POEMS OF 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Demy 8 vo. Buck- 
ram, gilt top. 1 ox, bd. 

Wyon(l£). See Half-crown Library. 

Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged . 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. ir. 6 d. 

Young (Pllson). THE COMPLETE 
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. 
Fifth Edition . Demy 87 to. 1 os. 6 d. net. 

A Colonial Edition ts also published. 

Young (T. M.). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 
Work and Workers. Cr. 8vo. Cloth, 2 s.6d. ; 
faper boards , is?6d. 

Zimmern (Antonia). WHAT DO WE 
KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI- 
CITY? Fcap. 8 vo. ir. 6 d. net. 


Ancient Cities 

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc., F.R.S. 
e Cr. 8 vo. 4 s. 6d. net. 


Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. I .R.S, 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 
Illustrated. 

Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 
Illustrated. 


•Edinburgh. By M. G. JVjUiamson. n U>s- 
trated by Herbert Railton. 

'Lincoln. By E. Mansel Symplon, M.A., 
M.D. Illustrated by K. H. New** r 
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Antiquary’s Books, The 

General Editor, J. CHARLES CO^. LL.D., F.S.A. 
l series of volumes dealing with various branches of English Antiquities s 
comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate arjfi scholarly. 


Demy 8 vo. 

English Monastic Lifs. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

Remains of the Prehistoric 3 *gk in 
England* By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F.R.S. with numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. 

Old Service Books op the English 
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A., and Henry Littlehales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. 

Celtic Art. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 


7$. 6d. net. 

Archeology and False Antiquitibs. 
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated. 

Shrines of British Saints. By J. C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

The Royal Forests of England. By J, 
C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated. 

*The Manor and Manorial Records. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. 

*Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. Illustrated. 


C: t 

Beginner’s Books, The 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A, 


Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet. 
Illustrated. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 

Easy Stories from English History. By 
E. M. ;Wilmot-Buxton, Author of ' Makers 
of Europe.* Cr.Zvo. is. 


Easy Exercises in Arithmetic. Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Fcap. 8 vo. Without 
Answers, is. With Answers, is. 3 d. 

Easy Dictation and Spelling. By W. 
Williamson, B.A. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 
8 vo. is. 


Business, Books on 

Cr . $vo. 2 s. 6d. net. 

A series of volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial and 
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable 
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do 
and how they do it. Some are Illustrated. The first volumes are— 


Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen. 
Railways. By E. R. MoOermott. 

The Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid. 
Second Edition, 

The Business of Insurance. Bv A. J. 
Wilson. 

The Electrical Industry : Lighting, 
Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte, 
B.Sc. 

The Shipbuilding Industry: Its History, 
Science. Practice, and Finance. By David 
Pollock, M.I.N.A. 

The Money Market. By F. Straker. 

The Business SfoE of Agriculture. By 
A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 

Law in^Business. By H. A. Wilson. 

ThA Brewing Industry. By Julian L. 
Baker, F.I.C,,F.C.S. 


The Automobile Industry. By G. de H 
Stone. 

Mining and Mining Investments. By 
‘A. Moil.’ 

The Business of Advertising. By Clarence 
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated. 

Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 

Civil Engineering. By T. Claxton Fldier, 
M.Inst. C.K. Illustrated. 

The Iron Trade. By J. Stephen Jeans. Illus- 
trated. 00 c 

Monopolies, Trusts, and Kartells. Sy 
F. W. Hirst. 

The Cotton Industry and Trade. By 
Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commerce in the University of Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 

*The Coal Industry. By Ernest Aves. 
Illustrated. 
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Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D. 

A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars, 

,-ACMARIah op Mitylenb. Translated by F. 

Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. 

*11^.,, Q..~ ... C.J 


t' ACMARiAH op Mitylenb. Translated by F. 
W. Hamilton, D.D., ant* B " ’ 

Demy 8m ns. 6d. net 

Evaghius. Edited by L&m Parmentier and 
M. Bidez. Demy 8 vo. 10 s. 64. net. 


The History op Psellvs. Edited. bvC. 

Sathas. Demy 8m xm. net. ~ 

Ecthesis Chronica. Edited by Professor 
La nbros. Demy 8m js. 64 net. 

The Chron’cle of Morea. Edited by John 
Schmitt. DemyZvo. 151. net. 


Churchnan't, Bible, i&e 

* General Eaitor, J. H. BURN, B.D,, F.R.S.E. m 

A series of Exposition%on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in tjie practical and devotional s, ady of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
. position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 

j The Epistle op St. James. Edited b] 


The Epistle ok St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edition. Fcap . 8vo. 
u. 6d. net. 

Ecclesiastes. Edited by A. VV. Streane, 
D.D. Fcap. 8 vo. is. 6d. net. 

The Eeizrt * of St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Phiuppians. Edited by C. R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap 8 vo. 
if. 6d. net. 


a by 

H. \V. Fulford, M.A. Fcap. tvo. if. 6 a . 
net. 

Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two 
Volumes. Fcap. 8 vo. ax. net each. With 
Map. 

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 
M.A. Fcap. 8 vo. if. 6 d. net. 


Churchman's Library/The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 


The ftEGi n n’ 1 n c s op English Christianity. 
ByW.E. Collins, M.A. With Map. Cr.Bvo. 
3 s. 6 d. 

Some New Testament Problems. By 
Arthur Wright, M.A. Cr. 87 io. 6s. 

The Kingdom of Heaven Here and Here- 
after. By Canon Winterbotbam, M.A., 
RSc., LL.B. CV. 8m y. 6d. 

The Workmanship of the Prayer Book : 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 
Dowden, D.D. Second Edition. Cr. Sro. 
3 s . 6 d . 


Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D 
Cr. Bvo. 3L bd. 

The Old Testament and the New Scholar- 
ship. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Thf. Churchman's Introduction to the 
Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B.A. 
Cr. 8 vo. 3s. 64. 

The Church of Christ. By E. T. Green, 
M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac* 
Culloch. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 


Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

• Crown 8 vo. 

* series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by Htotary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. ^ 

ASschylus— Agamemnon, Choeuhoioe, F.u- : Ctck.ro— Select Orations tfWo Milone. Wo 
men ides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, Mureno, Philippic n., in Catilinam). Trans* 
LL.D. sj. 1 lated by H. E. D. BlakUton, 

Cicero— D e Oratore !. Translated by F.. S. Cicero— De Natura Deorum. Transkteabjr 
P. Moor, M.A, 3/. 6 d. > F. Brooks, M.A. jx, 64. 


{Continued, 
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Classical Translations— continued. 


Cicero— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M. A. as. 6 d. 

• Horace— T he Odes and Epodes. Translated 
tv A. D. Godley, M. A. as. 

Luctan— S ix Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nipptu, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S. 


T. Irwin, M.A. 33. 6 d. 

Sophocles— Electro and Ajax. Translated by 
E. Df A. Morshead, M. A. at. M * 

Tacitus— Agricola and Germania. Trans# 
lated by R. B. Tpwnshend. as. 6 d. rf* 

The Satires of^Ju venal. Translated oy 
S. G. Owen. 2*. (S d. 


Commercial Series 


Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.Dr, M.A. 

Crown 8 vo. 

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial 
career, by supplying useful handbooks of a clear and practical character, dealing 
with those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business life. 


Commercial Education i& Theory and 
Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5 s. 

An introduction to Methuen’s Commercial 
Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

British Commerce and Colonies from 
Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 
Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition, as. 

Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 
de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. w. 6 d. 

The Economics of Commerce, By H. de 
B. Gibbins. Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition, 
is. 6 d. • 

A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. 
Bally. With Vocabulary, as. 

A Commercial Geography op the British 
Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. fourth 
Edition. 3 s. 

A Commercial Geography of Foreign 
Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. as. 


A Aimer of Business. By S. Jackson, 
M.A. Third Edition, is. 6 d. 
Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 
M.A. Fourth Edition, is. 6 d. 

French Commercial Correspondence. Ev 
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 
Edition, as. 

German Commercial Correspondence. By 
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition, as. 6 d. 

A French Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition, as. 
Precis Writing and Opfice Correspond- 
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 
Edition, as. 

A Guide to Professions and Business. 

By H. Jones, is. 6 d. ^ 

The Pfinciplesof Book-keeping by Double 
Entry. By J. E. B. M‘Allen, M.A. as. 
Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards. 
Second Edition, as. 


‘ Connoisseur’s Library, The 


Wide Royal 8 vo. 255. net . 


A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly 
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are— 


Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 
Plates in Photogravure. 

Por ,v — By. Edward Dillon. With 19 
Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 
Photogravure. 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 
Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in 
Photogravure. 


Ivories. By A. Masked. Witt 80 PlatfJ in 
Collotype and Photogravure. 

English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson. 
With x6o Plates in Collotype and one in 
Photogravure. Second Edition. 
"European Enamels. By H. Cunynghame, 
C. B. With many Plates in Collotype and a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure^ 
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Devotion, The Library of 


With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 

I Small Pott 8 vo, clctk % 2 s. ; leather , 2 s. 6d. net . 

®Thee® masterpieces ofr devotional literature are furnished with sviuh Introductions 
and Notes as iuay be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author and the 
obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and 
the devout mind. 


The Confessions of St. Augustine. F ’ited 
by C. Bigg, D.D. Fifth Ed,. 'on. 

The Christian Year, Edited by Walter 

Lock, D. D. Third Edition. 

The Imitation of Christ. Edited by C. 

Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition. 

A Book of Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition. 

Lyra Innocentium. Edited by Walter 
Lock, D.D. 

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 
Life. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Second 
Edition. 

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition . 

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbridge, B.D. 

The Psalms ok David. Edited by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D. 

Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman 
and othei;.. Edited by Canon Scott Holland 
and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 

The Inner Wav. By J. Tauler. Edited by 
A. W. Hutton, M.A. 

The Thoughts of Pascal.. Edited by C. 
S. Jerram, M.A. 


On THEj^ovE of God. By St. Francis de 
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A* 

A Manual of Consolation from the 
Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

: arn, B.D. 

The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 
M.A. 

The Devotions of Sr. Anselm. Edited by 

C. C. j. Webb, M.A. 

Grace Abounding. Byjohnfiunyan. Edited 
by S. C. Freer, M.A. 

Blshop Wilson’s Sacka Privata. Edited 
by A. E. Burn, B.D. 

Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by H. C. Beeching, M. A., Canon of 
Westminster. 

A Day Book from the Saints and Fathers. 
Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 

Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection from the 
English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory 

Light, Like, and Love. A Selection from the 
German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge, 
M.A. 

*An Introduction to The Devout Life. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited ‘by T. Barns, M.A? * 


Standard Library, The 

In Sixpenny Volumes. 

The Standard Library is a new series of volumes containing the great clu.x h.s0f the 
world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will In* 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series may represent something of the diversity and splendour ofgpur English tongue. The 
characteristics of The Standard Library are four r. Soundness ok Text. 2. Cheapness. 
3« Clearness ok Type. 4. Simplicity. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con- 
tains from 100 to 250 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Crown 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gilt at One Shilling net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes. . , , 

The following books are ready with the exception of those marked with a f, which denotes 
that the book is nearly ready :~ 


Ti®r Meditations or Hi arcus Aurelius. 

The translation is by R. Graves. 

The Novels of Jane Austen. In 5 volumes. 

Vol. 1. —Sense and Sensibility. 

Essays and Counsels and The New 
Atlantis. By Francis Bacon, Lori! 
Verulam^ 


fREUGio Medici and Urn Burial. By 
Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been 
collated by A. R. Walbr.A^<*«*K. 

The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan. 
Reflections on the French Revolution. 

By Edmund Burke. c> 

f Thr Analogy of Religion, Natural and 
Revealed. By Joseph Butler, D.D. 

{Continued. 
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The Standard Library— continued . 

The Poems of Thomas Chatterton, In 2 
volumes. 

fVol. x.— Miscellaneous Poems. 
fVbl. u.— The Rowley Poems. 
fVnM. Noova. By Dante. Translated into 
English by D G. Rossetti. 

Tom Jones. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol. 
tCRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. 

The History of the Decline and Fall of I 
the Roman Empire. By Edmard Gibbon. 
In 7 volumes. 

• Vol. v, is nearly ready. 

The Tfixt and Notes have been revised by 
J. B. Bury, Litt.D., but the Appendices of 
the more expensive edition are not given. 
IThe Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver 
Goldsmith. 

The Poems and Plays of Oliver Goldsmith. 
The Works of Ben Jonson. 

IVol. I. — Tjhe Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 
Humour. 

Thetext has been collattfu by H. C. Hart. 
The Poems of John Keats. Double volume. 
The Text has been collated by E. de 
Selincourt. 

On the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 
k Kempis. 

The translation is by C. Bigg, DD., Canun 
of Christ Church. 

fA Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 
Life. By William Law. 

The Plays of Christopher Marlowe. 

tVoI. 1. — Tamburlane the Great. 

The Plays of Philip Massinger. 
tVol. 1. — Tilt Duke of Milan. r 


The Poems of John Milton. In 3 volumes. 

tVol. 1.— Paradise Lost. 

The Pri se Works of John Milton. 
t Vol. i. — E ikonoklastes and The Tenure off 
Kings and Magistrates. Jk 

Select Works of/dir Thomas More. 9 

tVol. 1.— Utopia and Poems. 
fTwE Republic of Plato. Translated by 
Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume. 
The translation has been revised by 
W. H. D. Rouse. 

tT«E Little Flowers of St. Francis. 

Translated by W. Hey wood. ( 

The Works of William Shakespeare. In 
10 volumes. r 

Vol. i.— The Tempest fcThe Two Gentlemen 
of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 
Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 
Errors. 

Vol. 11, — Much Ado About Nothing ; Love’s 
Labour’s Lost; A Midsummer Night's 
Dream ; The Merchant of Venice; As You 
Like It. 

Vol. 111. — The Taming of the Shrew ; All’s 
Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 
Winter's Tale. 

Vol. iv.— The Life and Death of King John; 
The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 
The First Part of King Henry iv. ; The 
Second Part of King Henry iv. 
tVol. v.— The Life of King Henry v. ; The 
First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vi. 

The Like ok Nelson. By Robert Southey. 
IThe N atural History and Antiquities of 
Selborne. By Gilbert White. 


Half-Crown Library 

Crown 8 vo, 2s. 6d. net. 


The Life of John Ruskin. By W. G. 
Colling wood, M.A. With Portraits. Sixth 
Edition . 

English Lyrics. By W. E. Henley. Second 
Edition. 

The Golden Pomp. A Procession of English 
Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. Quiller Couch. 
Second Edition. 

Chitkal .* The Story of a Minor Siege. By 
Sir G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.I. Third 
Edition. Illustrated. 


Strange. Survivals and Superstitions. By 
S. Banng-Gould. Third Edition. 
Yorkshire Oddh iks and Strange Events. 

By S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition. 
English Villages. By P. H. Ditchfield, 
M.A., F.S.A. Illustrated. 

A Book of English Prose. By W. E. 

Henley and C. Whibley. 

The Land of the Black Mountain. 
Being a Description of Montenegro. By 
R. Wyon and G. Prance. With 40 Ulustra* 
tions- 


Hlustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The 

Fcap 8 vo. 3 .?. 6 d. net each volume. , « , 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrafed books of fiction Imd 
gwrz:!. v re. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chief! v in colour. 

„ COLOURED BOOKS 

Olo Coloured Books. By George Paston. | By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 
With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcap. 8 vo. as. net. Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Third 
The Life and Death op J. ;n Mytton, Esq. I Edition. 

{Continuity 
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Illustrated Pocket Library op Plain and Coloured Book$~-c#»&mw£ 
Tits Life Bp a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken, 

Handley Cross. By R. S. Surtelfe. With 
if Coloured Plates and zoo Woodcuts in the 


^Text by John Leech. 


Sponge's SroRTiricJhTouR. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and oc 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 
JoxRocks' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by If. 
Alice j. 

This volume is reprinted £ rom the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1 843, v. hich 
contains Aiken’s very fine illustrations 
instead ot the usual onesrby Phiz. 

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees With 13 
Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 

The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By 
R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken, and 43 illustrations on Wood. 

The Tour of 1)r. Syntax in Search of 
the Picturesque. By William Combe. 
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search 
of Consolation. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 
Search of a Wife. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The His >'olv of Johnny Quae Genus: the 
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 
By the Author of ' The Three Tours.' With 
34 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

The English Dance of Death, from the 
Designs of T, Rowlandson, nith Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author cf ‘ Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Volumes, 

BM^Pbis book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

The Dance of Li ke : A Poem. By the Author 
of ‘Doctor Syntax.’ Illustrated with 26 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

Life in London : or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Escj. , and his 
Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
1 , R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Real Life in London t or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq , and 
his Cousin, The Hon, Tom Dadiail. By an 


Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Two Volumes . • 

The Life op an Actor. By Pierce Etta. 
With 37 Coloured Plates by Theodore<Cu»e, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

The Vicar, of Wakefield. By Olivet Gold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson. 

The Mii-Jjary Adventures of Johnny 
NEwttdME. By an Officer. With ^ 5 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. * 

The National Sports of Grmat Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
uy Henry Aiken. 

This book is comp! 


, sly different from the 

large folio edition of 'National Sports 'by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 

similar. 

The Adventures of a Pos^ Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Wiliams. 

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy fok Grown Horsemen: Con- 
taining the completest Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real Life in Ireland, or, _ the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Born, Ksq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O’Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 

The Adventures of Johnny Newcomb in 
the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. , 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 

i ohn Careless, Ksq. With so Coloured 
lates after the sjyle of T. Rowlandson. 

•The English Si-y. By Bernard Black- 
mantle. With 72 Coloured Plates by R. 
Cruikshank, and many Illustrations on 
wood. Two Volumes. 


PLAIN BOOKS 


Th* ^Bravsu A Poem. § By Robert Pdair. 
illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A. 

The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 


Illustrations of the Book or Jo*. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 

These famous lllustratiooj>rrgi in number 
—are reproduced in phoidgrflWfS?—- - v 

ASsor's Fables. With 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. ** 

[Continued. 
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Illustrated Pocket Library op Plain and 
Windsor Castle. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth. 

With S3 Plates ana 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
• by George Cruikshank. 

The Tower or London. By W. Harrison 
A^WOrih. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcu t s 
In the Text by George Cruikshank. 

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover, With 24 
Illustrations by the Author. ^ 


Coloured Books— 

The Compleat Angler. By/zaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

Thi% volume is reproduced from the beauti- . 
ful edition of John Major of 1894. A 

a) ■ 

The Pickwick Papers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con- 
temporary Onwhyn Plates. 


Junior Examination Series 


Edited by A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fca/i 8 vo. w. 

This series is intended to lead up to the School Examination Series, and is intended 
far the use of teachers and students, to supply material for the former and practice 
fior the latter.. The papers are carefully graduated, cover the whole of the subject 
usually taugfk, and are intended to form part of the ordinary class work. They 
may lie used vivd voce or as a written examination. 


Junior French Examination Papers. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. 

Junior Latin Examination Paters. By C. 

G. Botting, M.A. Third Edition . 

Junior English Examination Papers. By 

W. Williamson, B.A. 

Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 

By W. S. Beard. Second Edition. 

Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By 
S. W. Finn, M.A. 


Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 
C. Weatherhead, M.A. 

Junior General Information Examina- 
tion Papers, By W. S. Beard. 

*A Key to the above. Crown 8 vo . 3 x. 6 d . 
Junior Geography Examination Papers. 
By W. G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior German Examination Papers. By 
A. Voegelin, M.A. 


*** Junior School-Books 

Edited by O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A. 

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written 
by teachers of experience. 


A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By 
W. Williamson, B.A. Eleventh Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 a. 

The Gospel According to St. Matthew. 
Edited by K. Wilton South, M.A. With 
Three Maps. Cr. 8 vo* is. 6 d. 

The Gospel AccordingtdSt. Mark. Edited 
by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps. 
Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 d. 

A Junior English Grammar. By W. William- 
son, B.A, With numerous passages for parsing 
and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 

A Junior Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B.A. , 
Illustrations. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 2 s. 6 d. 

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by A. 

F, ttaAie, D.D. Cr. 8 vo. ax. 

A Junior French Grammar. By L. A. 
Sornet and M. J. Acatos. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 


Elementary Experimental Science. Phy- 
sics by W. T. Clough, A.R.C.S. Chemistry 
by A. F.. Dunstan BSc. With 2 Plates and 
154 Diagrams. Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 
2 s. 6 d. 

A Junior Geometry. By Noel S. Lydon. 
With 239 Diagrams. Second Edition. Cr. 

BVO. 25. 

*A Junior Magnetism and Electricity. By 
W. T. Clough. Illustrated. Cr. 8 vo. 
2 $. 6 d. 

Elementary Experimental Chemistry, 
By A. E. Dunsun, B.Sc. With 4 Plmes, 
and 109 Diagrams. Cr. 81 vo. as. w 
A Junior French Prose Composition. 

By R. R. N. Baron, M. A. Cr. Zvo. as. 
*Thk Gospel According to St. Luke. With 
an Introduction and Notes by William 
Williamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr. 

8 VO . 2.V. 
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Leaders of Religion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. M.A., Canon of West mils ter. With Portraits. 
*CV. 8 v<7 . 2 s. net. 


series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of rdigiotdflife 
and thought of all agerand countries. 


Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton. 
John Wesley. By J. H. Overton, M. A. 
Bishop Wilbrrforcr. By G. W. Daniel!, 
M.A. 

Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, i ). I). 
John JCebi e. By Walter Lock, D.P. 
Thomas Chalmers. By 31rs. Oliphant. 
•Lancelot Andr^wes. By R. L. Ottley, 
D.D. Second Edition . 

Augustine of Canterbury. By E. L. 
Cutts, D.D. 


William Laud. By W* H. Hutton, M.A. 
Third Edition. 

JohnKnojI By F. MacCunn. Second Edition. 
John HdVl:. By R. F. Horton, D.D, 
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A. • 
Geor^eFox, the Quaker. J^T. Hodgkin, 

foKW Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 
i'homas Cranmrr. By A, J. Mason, D.D. 
Bishop Lati mer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. 
J. Carlyle, M.A. 

Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 


Littl$ Blue Books, Th§, 


e 


General Editor, K. V. LUCAS. 


Illustrated . Demy i6wo. 2 s. 6 d. 


A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting- stones about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather than 
exprebserl. 


i. The Castaways of Meadowbank. By 
Thomas Cobb. 

?. The Beechnut Book. By Jacob Abbott. 7 
Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

3. The Air Gun. By T. Hilbert. , 

4. A School Year. By Netta Syrett. 

5 . The Bffi f.s at the Capital. By Roper 

■Miff >h ton. 9 


The Treasure of Princkcatk Priory, 
By T. Cobb. 

Mrs. Barberry's General Shop. By 
Roge^Ashton. 

A Book of Bad Children. By W. T. 
Webb. 

The Lost Ball, By Thomas Cobb. 


Little Books os Art 

With many Illustrations. Demy l 6 mo. 2i. Cut. net. 

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. THese books are produced 
With the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 

Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Second Edition. Holbein. Mrs. G, Fortcscue. 

Bookplates. E.Almack. Burne-Jones. Fortune de Lisle. Second 

Reynolds. J. Sime, Second Edition. Edition n 

Romney. George Paston. Rembrandt, Mrs. E. A. Sharp 

Wa'hts. R. E. D. Sketchley. Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstmgl. 

IgUGHTON. ' *Alice Corkrtn. * ! Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. 

VHLASQUR2. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R. 

Gilbert. 

Gxkuzf. and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollard. 

Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Turner. Frances Tyre 11-Gill. 

DOrer. Jessie Allen. 

Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton. 


Millet. Netta Peacock. 

Illuminated MSS. J* 1 * 

•Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
Jewellery. Cyril Davenport. 

Claudf. Edward Dillon. 

"•The Arts ok Japan. Edward DillonT 
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Little Galleries, The 

( Demy 16 me, 2s, 6 d. net, 

* A series of little books containing examples of tfe best work of the great painters. * 
Eaafe volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of thei 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. / • 


A Little Gallery op Reynolds. 
A Little Gallery op Romney. 
A Little Gallery of Hoppn^h. 


A Little Gallery of Millais. 

A Little Gallery of English Poets. 


Little Guides, The 

Small Pott 8 vo t doth) 2 s, 6 d, net,; leather , y, 6 d, net. 


Oxford and its Colleges. By J, Wells, 
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New, Sixth 
Edition, 

Cambridge and its Colleges. By A. 
Hamilton Thompson. Secotui Edition . 
Illustrated b? E. H. New. 

The Malvern Country. By B. C. A. 
Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E. 
H. New. 

Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A. 
Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by K. 
H. New. Second Edition . 

Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. 

W rstmi nster Ahbrv. By G. K. Troutbeck. 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 

Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by 
B. C. Boulter. 

Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated 
by B. C. Boulter. 

Brittany. BvJS Baring-Gould.. Illustrated 
by J. WylleT^ 

Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tompkins, 
F.R.H.S. Illustrated by K. H. New. 

The English Lakes. By F. C. Brabant, 
M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

Kent. ByG. Clinch. Illustrated by F. 1). 
Bedford. 


Rome By C. G r Ellaby. Illustrated by B. 
C. Boulter. 

The Isle of Wight. By G. Clinch. Illus- 
trated by F. D. Bedford. 

Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. 

Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. Illus. 

traptd by F. D. Bedford. 

Suffolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J. 
Wylie. 

Derbyshire. By J. C. Cox, LL.D,. F.S.A. 

Illustrated by J.C Wall. 

The North Riding of Yorkshire. ByJ. E. 

Morris, i Illustrated by R. J. S. Bertram. 
Hampshire. By J. C. Cox. Illustrated by 
M. E. Purser. 

Sicily. By F. H. Jackson. With many 
Illustrations by the Author. 

Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated. 
Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated 
by Elizabeth Hartley. 

* Northamptonshire. By Wakeling Dry. 

Illustrated. 

*Thr East Riding ok Yorkshire. By J. E. 
Morris. Illustrated. 

"Oxfordshire. By F. G. Brabant. lllus*~ 
trated by K, H. New. 

*St. Paul’s Cathedral. By George Clinch. 
Illustrated by Beatrice Alcock. 


Little Library, The 

, With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 

Small Pott Svo. Each Volume , doth , is. 6 d. net ; leather \ 2 s, (id, net, 

A series of small hooks under the above title, containing some of the famous works 
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres. 
The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse. The books are 
edited with the most scholarly care. Plach one contains an introduction which 
gives (1 ) a short biography of the author ; (2) a critical estimate of the book. Where 
they are necessary, short notes are added at the foot of,?he page. *. 

Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the btfoks are produced vf!th 

Anom^l^GLlSH LYRICS, A LITTLE NORTHANGEK ABBEY. Edited by K.V. 

BOOK OF, Lucas. 

AiutaMJane). PRIDE AND PREJU- Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF 
DICE. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Two LORD BACON. Edited by Edward 
Volumes, Wright, 



Barham (R, H.). THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGEN£$. Edited by J. B. At lay. 
Two Volumes. 

1 Barnett (Mrs. P. A.). A Limit BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. 

4 peckferd (William). THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALIPH ^YTHEK. Edited 
by E. Denison Ross. 

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
WILLIAM BLAKE Edited by M. 
Peri gini. 

Borrow (George). LAVENl.RQ. Edited 
» by F. Hindes Gkoomu. Two Volumes. 

THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 
Sampson. O 

browning’ (Robert). S E L E C T IONS 
’ ROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Griffin, M.A. 

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN: with Gkuw.k 
Canning's additional Poems. Edited by 
Lloyd Sanders. 
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Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro- 
duciion by hi Kin yon, uid Notes by J. 
Masefield. I 

Kinglake (A. W.), EOTHEN. Witbatf 
Introduction and Notes. Second Edition. 

Lamb (Charles). ELLY, AND *THE 
L VST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 
}u. V, Lucas. 

Locker (F. ), LONDON LOUCS. Edited 
by A. D^Godllt. M.A. A reprint of the 
First Edfion. 

Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 
FROM LONGFELLOW.^ Edited by 
J M. Faitiikui.l. ^ 

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by K. 
Wright. 

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 


Westminster. 
UCH. Edited 


Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OK 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. O 
Minch in. 

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 
Dkane. 

Cralk (Mr?*,). JOHN H A L I F A X , 
GEN T J, E M A N. Edited by Anvj 
Mathkson. Two Volumes. 

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OK RICHARD CRASHAW. 
Edited by Edward Hutton. 

Dante (Alighieri). TH E 1 N PER NO O F 
DA NTE. Translated by IE F. Cakv. 

•“■Bolted by Pagft Toynbkk, M.A., D.Litt. ■ 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans. | 
lated by H. F. C\nv. Edited by Paget j 
Toynbee, M.A., D. Litt. | 

THE PARADISO OF DW T TE. Tran | 
lated by H. F. Cakv. Edited by Pad r j 
Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt. ! 

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM | 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DAP LEY. j 
Edited by R. A. v tj:katfi:ii.d. 

Deane (A. C.). A LITTLE BOOR OF 
LIGHT VERSE. 

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOK >. 

Two Volumes . 

Perrier (Susan). MARRIAGE Edited 
by* A. Goodrich • Free^ and Lom. 
JLddksleigh. Two Volumes. 

THE INHERITANCE. 7\vo Volumes. 

GaskellfMrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by 
E. V. Lucas. Second Edition. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THESCARLET 
LETTER. Edited by Percy Dlarvek. 

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OJf SCOTTISH VERSE. 


OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C 
Bkhcuinc;, M.A., Canon olV’ 

Moir(D. M.). MANSIE WAt 
byT. F. HaaoKKsoN. 

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Rochefoucauld ( La). TH E M AX I M S OF 
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 
by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G» H. 
Powell. 

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. I). Godlky, 
M.A. 

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. Edited by£. W. Paul. 
TennysoifK Alfred, LordjMNJE EARLY 
POEMS OK ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. CnuuTON Collins, 
M.A. 

IN ME MO KM AM. Edited by H. C. 
Beeching, M.A. 

TIIE PRINCESS. Edited by Elt/arktii 
Wordsworth. 

MAUD. Edited by Kr.i/Aiir.ni Wordsworth. 
Thackeray ( W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by S. Cwvnn. Three Volumes. 

V E N D E N N I ^ Edited by S. Gwymn. 
Three Volumes. 

ESMOND. Edited by S. Gw ynv. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. KditedhvS.Gw«w. 
Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 
HEN RY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 

Hutton. 

Walton (Izaak). THE COM PLEAT 
j ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan. 

! Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). # A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
! by. Eighth Edition. _ > 

i Wordsworth (W.). SEUS^PIWr - ‘YOM 
i WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 
C. Smith. 

• Wordsworth (W.) and Colerldi^t*M*T«). 

! LYRICAL BALL.VDS. Edited by George 
Sampson. 
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Miniature Library 


Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 
L humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 


Euphranor : A Dialogue on Youth. By 
Edward FitzGerald, From the edition pub- 
lished by W. Pickering in 1851. Don. j 

ysmo. Leather , is. net. 

Polonius : or Wise Saws and Modern In* 
* stances. . By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W, Pickering in 
1852. Deth/ yxnto. Leather \ 2 s. net. 

The RubAiyAt op Omar KhayyAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the 1st edition 
of *859, Third Edition. Leather , t s. net. 


The Life of Edward, Lord Herbert or* 
Cherbury. Written by himself. From 
the edition printed at Strawberry Hill in 
the year 3764. Medium 32 mo. Leather , 
2 s. net. 

The Visions of Dom Francisco Quevbdo 
Villegas, Knight of the Order of St. 
James. Made English by R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, 1668. 
Leather, is. net. 

Poems. By Dora Greenwdl. From the edi* 
tion of 1848. Leather , is. net. 


i* Oxford Biographies 

A 

Fcap. 8 vo. Each volume^ clothe 2 s. 6d. t net ; leather , 35 . 6 d. net. 

These books are written by scholars of repute, who combine knowledge and 
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from 
authentic material. 

Dante Alighieri. By Paget Toynbee, M. A., J Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 
D.Litt. With 12 Illustrations. .Second j With 12 Illustrations. 

Edition. Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall. With 12 

Savonarola. By K. L. S. Horsburgb, M.A. j Illustrations. 

With 32 Illustrations. Second Edition. ! St. Francis of Assisi. By Anna M. Stud- 
John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., j dart. With 16 Illustrations. 

Bishop of Gloucester. With 12 Illustrations. Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With 12 
Tennyson. C. Benson, A. With Illustrations. 

9 Illustrations. Beaconsfielo. By Walter Sichel. With 12 

Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor. With Illustrations. 

12 Illustrations. ; Goethe. By H. G. Atkins. With 12 Ulus- 

Erasmus. By E. F. 11 . Capey. With u . trations. Sni 

Illustrations. S *Fbnklon. By Viscount St. Cyres. With 

The Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry. i 12 Illustrations. 

With 33 Illustrations. 


School Examination Series 


Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 


French Examination Papers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition. 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8r/o. 6 s. net. 

Latin Examination Papers. P»y A. M. M , 
Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition. 

Key ( Fourth Edition) issued as above. 


Greek? A atIon Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Eighth Edition. 

K xxAThird Edition ) issued as above. 

net. 

German Examination Papers. By R. J. 
Morich. Sixth Edition ^ 


Key {Third Edition) issued as above. 
6 s. net. 

History an n Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Second 
Edition. 

Physics Examination Papers. By R. F,. 
Steel, M.A-F.C^S. 

General Knowledge Examination- 
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Fifth Edition. 

Key ( Third Edition) issued as above. 
7 j. net. 

Examination Papers in English History. 
By J. Tait Plowden*Wardlaw,,B.A. 
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v Social Questions of To-day , 

Ediffld by H. I'K B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 


Cfowti St'O. as. 6 d. 

1 A series of volumes upon thoseftopics of social, economic, and industrial interest 
that are foremost in the public mind. 
l^tADE Unionism— Nev, and Old. By G. 

Howell. Third Edition 
The, Commerce ok Nations. By C. F. 

Bastable, M.A. Third Edition. 

TheAlien Invasion. By W. H. Wilkins.B. A. 

The Rjral Exodus. Bv P. Andc.son 
Graham. 

* Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox, 

B. A. Second Edition. 


The Factory System. By P. W. (fockt 
Taylor. 

Women’s Work. By La<V Dilke, Mis* 
Bulley, ai. ! Miss Whitley. 

•Ocialism Mt > Modern Thought. 
Kauffmanf. 

The Problem of the Unemployed. 

A. Hobson, M.A. ^ 


By M. 
ByJ. 


Life .n We:- t London By Arthur Sherwell, 
M. A. Third Edition. 


A Shorter Working D/fc, By H, de B. 

Gibbins and R. At Hadfield. 

Back to the Land. An Inquiry into Rural ’Railway Nationalization. By Clement 
Depopulation. By H. E. Moore. Edwards. 

Trusts, Pools, and Corners. ByJ. Stephen , University and Social Settlements, By 


Jeans. 


W. Reason, M.A. 

Textbpoks of Science. 


Practical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells, j 
Third Edition. Cr. 8z >0. 3.?. 6 a. j 

Practical Physics. By H. Stroud, D.Se.; 

M.A. Cr. 8 vo. 3X. 6 a. 1 

Practical Chemistry. Part 1. By W. i 
French, M.A. Cr.Zvo. Third Edition, \s. 6 d. | 
Practical Chemistry, Part u. By W. I 
French, A., and T. H. Board man, M.A. 1 


Cr. 8 vo. is. 6 d. 

Examples in Physics. By C. K. Jackson, 
B.A., Science Master at Bradford Grammar 
School. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 

Elementary Organic Chemistry. By A. K. 
Dunstan, B.Sc., Head of Chemical Depari- 
ment, East Ham Technical College. Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 


Technology, Textbooks of 

Edited bv G. F. GOODCHILD, B A, B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Fully Illustrated. m 


How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Third Edition. Cr.SrJO. i.v. Kxi. 
Carejpitrv and Joinery. By F. C. Webber. 

Edition. Cr. 8 vo. $s. 6 d. 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practicai . 

By Clare Hill. Second Edition. Cr.Rvo. 2s. 
Iechnicai Arithmetic and Geometry. 
By C. T. Millis, M.l.M E. Cr. 8 vo. 


jr. 6 d. 

An Introduction ‘io the Study of Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Denrv 
8 vo. 7 s. 6 d. 

Builders’ Quantifies. By IL C. Oiubh. 
Cr. 4 fS. 6 d. 

Rfroussf: Metal Work. By A. C. Horth. 
Cr. 8 vo. 2 s. 6 d. 


Theology, Handbooks of 

Edited by K. L. Ottlby, D.D., Professor ol Pastoral ^Theology at Oxford, 
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 
Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position 
of the questions dealt with; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 


The *XXI3^ Articles of tub Church of 
Mngland. Edited by*E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Third and Cheaper Edition in one 
Volume . Demy 8 vo. 12 s. 6 d. 

An Introduction to the History of 
Religion. By F. B. Jevonv. M.A., 
Litt.D. Third Edition Demyivo. t os.hd. 
The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. 

L. Ottley. D.D. Second and 1 Cheaper 
, Edition. jDemy 81 >0. 1 2s. 6 d. 


An Introduction to the History ofthf 
Creeds. By A. K. Burn, li.D. Dewy 
8 vo. to s. 6 d. 

T hi: Philosopit/ of Religion in England 
and America. By Alfred Caldecott. D. D, 
Demy 8 vo. icu. 6 d* 0 $,'* p 

A History of Early Christian Doctrine. 
ByJ. F. Bcth uas B aker, M.A. Demy 8 vo. 
10 s. 6 d. 
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Westminster Commentaries, The c 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 

Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in tlfe University of Oxford. 

Tts object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
meaning to the present generation. The editors will not4eal, except very subor* 
dinately, with questions of textual crticism or philology ; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principles witli^oyalty to the Catholic Faith. 

The First Epistle ok Paul the Apostle 


<The Book ok Genesis. Edited with Intro- 
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. 
Fourth Ekttion Dettty 8 vo. ios. 6 d. 

The Book of Jon. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition. Demy 8 vo. 6 s. 
The Acts ok the Apostles. Edited by R. 
B. Rackhatn, M.A. Demy 8 vo. Second and 
Cheaper Edition, im. 6 d. 


to the Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 

Goudge, M.A. Dewy 8vo. 6 s. 

r 

The Epistle ok St. Jamas. Edited with In. 
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
M.A. Demy 8 vo. 6 $. 


( 


PkRT II. — Fiction 


Albanesl (B. Marla). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. 

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo, 6s. 

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

PETER, A PARASITE. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE BROWT^'YES OF MAT.V. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6 *. 

Anstey (F.). Author of ‘Vice Versa.’ A 
BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 
by Bernard Partridge. Third Edition. 
Cr. %vo. 3 <r. 6 d. 

Bacheller (Irving), Author of ‘Ebcn Holden/ 
DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES. 
Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6 .?. 

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Ed. Cr. 3r >o. 6s. 
Baring-Gould (S.). AR MI NELL. Fifth 
Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 6 s. 

UR1TH. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8 ™. 6s. 

IN THE ROAR OK THE SKA. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8tv. 6s. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6 s. 

J Af|V0RfA'/ {Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
C#r or. 

THE BROOM -.SQUIRE. Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 


DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Bw>. 6s. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
Edition . Cr. 8 vo. 6*. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. bs. 

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

W I NEF RED. I Ilustrated . Second Edi Hen. 
Cr. 8zw. 6s. 

ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. . 
MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Cr. 8 r v. 6 *. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. 3 vo. os. 

IN DEWISLAND. Second Editio n Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. 

LITTLE TU’PKNNY. A New Edition. 6d. 
See also Strand Novels and Books for 
Boys and Girls. 

Barlow (Jane), THE LAND OF THE 
SHAMROCK. Cr. 8v*. 6s. See also 

Strand Novels. 

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS, Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE COUNTESS TEKXA. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 
Illustrated;” Third Edition' Cr. 8bo. 6s. 
See also Strand Novels and S. Crane*.) 
Regbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 
OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Belloc (Hilaire). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 
G. K. Chesterton. ~ Second Edition. 
Cr. 8t 10 . 6s. 
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Benwm Af.) DODO. Fourth Edition. 
C r. uv, _os. See also Strand Novels. 

B# 'm?lA M *» 3 , S J BJ » CT T ° 

Bourne (Harold C.). See V. Langbridge. 

THE year 

tii^V ^ a f e ^^Itrcnch Revolution. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. oT 
THE FATE OF VALSEC. Cr. too. 6s 
A BRANDED NAME. Cr. too. 6s, 

See also Strand Novels. 

<■*£** Author of ‘The T 'W °f 

Wine. „ THE EX1 RAORD1 NAR Y CON- 
FESSIONSOF DIANA PLEASE. ?**></ 

’ Edition. Cr. too. 6s,% 

• ITALY • Fourth Ed. Cr. too. 6s. 

♦LOAVES AND FISHES. Ct. too. 6s. 
nf- ne £^ e £S erb #' THK TRAGEDY 
OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 
too. 6s. 

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Second Edition. Cr. too. 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. • 

CI, „ f , f O r r d (JJug h ). A FREE LANCE OF 
^,TO- DA V. Cr. too. 6s. 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). See Strand Novels 
and Books for Boys and Girls. 

Cobb (Thomas). A CHANGE OF FACE. 
Cr. too. 6s. 

c °reIH tMarle). A ROMANCE OF TWO 
WORLDS. Twenty-Sixth Edition. Cr. 
..♦8 vo. 6 ,. *• 

VENDETTA. Twenty-Second Edition. Cr. 

too. 6s. 

THELMA. Thirty-Third Edition. Cr. 
too. 6s. 

A^HATH : THE STORV OF A DEAD 
SEEK Sixteenth Edition. Cr. too. 6s. 
THJfr Sorx OF LILITH. Thirteenth Edi- I 

^^fon. Cr. too. 6s. | 

WORMWOOD, fourteenth Edition . Cr. I 
too. (5.v. | 

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THK I 
WORLD’S TRAGEDY, fortieth Edi- ' 

tion. Cr. too. 6s. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fiftieth I 
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. ' i 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 167/A 
Thousand. Cr. too. 6s. 

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY, j 30/A Thousand. Cr. 
too. 6s. 

GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE 

STORY. 134 Ik Thousand. Cr, too. 6s. 

THE MIGHTY ATOM. A New Edition. 


| THE T T A PPYiVALLEY. Third Edition. 

I Cr. too. 6s.§ 

! A NINE DAYS’ WONDER. 7 hind 

Edition. Cr, 8 vo. 6s* 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. fSixth 
Edition. Cr. too. &r. 

AN *5 EL. Fourth Edition* Cr.too. 6s, 
JrS TATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr. 


THE MIGHTY ATOM. A New Edition. 
Cm. too. Es. 

BflY. A New Edition. • Cr. too. 6s. 
JANE. A New Edition. Cr. too. 6s. 
Crockett (S. R.), Author of ‘The Raiders/ 
etc.. LOCHINVAR. Illustiated. Third 
Edition . Cr. too. 6s. ' 

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. too. 6s. 
CrokerfB. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 
MENT. Cr. too. 6s. 

JOHANNA. Second Edition, Cr.too. 6s. 


! Dawson tfVancis W.). 1 HE SCAR. Cr. 

8 vo. 6f 

Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Cr. 8 vo. 3J. 6 d. — 

Doyle (A. Conan), Authdf of ‘Sherlock 
Holmes/ ‘The White Company/ etc. 
kOUND THE RED LAMP. Ninth 
Edition. Cr. 8w. 6s. 

; Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 
I Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third Edition, 

J Cr.too. 6s. See also S And Novels, 
i FIndlater(J. H.). THK G|CeKN GRAVES 
OF BAHGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 6s, 

See also Strand Novels. 

Findlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Third Edition. Cr. too.. 6s. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. 

Fitzpatrick (K.) THE WEANS AT 
R 0 W A L I ,AN. 1 1 1 ustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. too. 6s. 

Fitzstephen (Gerald). MORE KIN 
THAN KIND. Cr. too. 6s. 
FIetcher*(J. S.). fllp*»AN THE 
DREAMER. Cr.too. 6s. 

Fraser (Mrs. Hugh), Author of* The Stolen 
I Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 
I SWORD. Cr. too. 6s. 

"THE SHADOW OF THE *,ORR Cr. 

\ too. 

* Fuller- Maitland (Mrs.), Author of ‘ The 
Day Book of Bethia Hardacre. 1 BLANCHE 
ESMEAD. Cr. too. 6s. 

Gerard (Dorothea), Author of * Lady Baby. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 
Cr. too. 6s. 

MADE OF MONEY. Cr. too. 6s. 

THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. too. 6s* 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 
Edition, Cr. too, 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. 

Gerard (Emily). THE HERONS* 
TOWER. Cr. too. 6s. 

G Using (George), AuthoiLpf ‘Demo*/ ‘In 
the Year of Jubilee/ #c^tm»WOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Ed. Cr. 8w. 6s. 

1 HE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr.too. 6s, 
Glelg (Charles). BUNTER’^CHWISE. 

Illustrated. Cr. too, 3 s. 6d. 

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MOODS./wz&zi' Edition , Cr. too* 6s* 
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•THE SCHOLAR’S DAUGHTER. Cr. Janson (Gustaf). ABRAHAJ^’S SACRI 
Bvo. 6 it 1 FICE, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Kar*od(F.) (Frances Forbes Robertson). Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT 
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr. 


Karfod(F.) (Frances Forbes Robertson). Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAI 
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr 
8 twta 6s. 8 vo. 6s. 

Herbertson (Agnes G.). PATIENCE Langbridge (VJ and Bourne (C, 

DEAN. Cr. Bvo. 6s. . Harold.). T’rE VALLEY ,Qjg. NS 


Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET 
BERKELEY SQUARE. St«md Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. N' 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCES. Second 
f Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

FELIX. Fifth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

BYEWAYS. Cr. Bvo. v. 6 d. 

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twelfth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 


Harold.). t’TE VALLEY -IN- 
HERITANCE. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Lawless (Hon. Bmily). WITH ESSEX 
IN IRELAND. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. 

Lawson (Harry), Author of 'When the 
Billy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE 
BUSH. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Le Queux (W.). /THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER. Third Edition, Cr.. 

THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 


THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hobbes (John/ Oliver). Author of ‘ Robert 
Orange.' TUE SERIOUS WOOING. 
Cr.Bvo. 6s. \ 

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 

CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. SixthEdition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE KING’S MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. ■€' 

UISANTE. Fourth Edition . Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus- 
trated. Fourth Edition . Cr. Bvo, 6 *. 
Hope (Graham), Author of 1 A Cardinal and 
his Conscience,' etc., etc. THE LADY 
OF LYTE. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 
BUBBLE. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF' 
SIR AGLO V ALE DE GA 1 . 1 S. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hyne (C. J. CutclHfe), Author of 1 Captain 
Kettle.’ MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Jacob* (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Twenty- Eighth Edition, Cr. Bvo. $s, 6 d. 
SEA URCHINS. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. js. 6 d. 

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6 d. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr, Bvo. 3 s. 6 d. 
JatnUWWT?;. /THE SOFT SIDE. Second 
Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


THE 8 VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo . 65. 
BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition. 
Cr. G vo. 6s. 

Levett-Yeats (S.). ORRAIN. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Long (J. Luther), Co-Author of ‘The 
Darling of the Gods.’ MAD A MIC 
BUTTERFLY. Cr.Bvo. 3s. 6d. 
SIXTY JANE. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

Lowis (Cecil). THE MACHINATIONS 
OF THE MVO-OK. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.. 
NOVELIST. 4 2nd Thousand. Cr. Bvo. 
3 *. 6 d. 

M'Carthy (Justin H.), Author of ‘ If I were 
King.’ THE LADY OF LOYALTY 
HOUSE. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr. fyo. 6s . 

Macdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MHHWBo 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6.v. 

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL EN DERBY'S 
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

A COUNSKI. OF PERFECTION. Mew 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6*. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fourteenth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMAD^f .Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
See also Books* for Boys anG Girls. . 
Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA’S SUMMER, 
j Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

I A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition. 


THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Bvo. 6s. i Cr. Bvo. 6s. 


THBOYwiBASSADORS. Second Edition. THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6.v. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. f Cr. 8r<*. 6s. 1 * 
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GRAN’M Jj6T ANE. Cr. 8re. 6s. 

MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

A WINTER’S TALE. A Nag Edition. 

Cr. 8 vo. 6s. " 

ONE ANOTHER’S BURDENS. A New 
* Edition. Cr. 8 jo. 6^ 

KT53M1 HONEYPOTOh.S>™*rf£,/. Cr. 

Svc. 6s. See also Books forHJoys and Girls. 
Marriott (Charles)* Author of ‘ The 
Column.’ GENEVRA. Second Edition 
Cr. 8 - 'o. 6s. 

Marsh (Richard). THE TWI CKKNH AM 
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
K DUEL. Cr. &vo. 6s. ^ 

. THE MARQUI5J OF PUTNEY. Second 
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also Strand Novels. 

Mason (A. E. W.), Author of ‘The Four 
Feathers,’ etc. CLEMENTINA. Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8r*r'. 6s. 
Mathers (Helen), Author of ’Cornin’ thro’ 
the Rye.’ HONEY. Fourth ftdition. 
Cr. 8 t >o. 6s. 

GRIFF OF GRIFKITHSCOURT. Cr. 8 vo. 
6s. 

THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr 
8 vo. 4s. 

Maxwell (W. B.), Author of ‘The Ragged 
Messenger.’ VIVIEN. Seventh Edition. 

•WE YaCCEI? MESSENGER. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8s >o. 6s. 

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8rv>. 6.v. 

RESUKGAM. Cr. 8rv. 6s. 

VICTORY. Cr. aw. 6s. 
isnBsdSee alsn Books tor Girls and Boy*.. 
Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF’ MY 
HEART. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

‘Miss Molly * (The Author of). THE 
GREAT RECONCILER. Unto*. 6.v. 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SI< IN OF TH K 
SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 3 $. bd. 

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Cr. 8r ro, 6s. 

THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Montresor (F. F.), Author of 'Jntn tnc 
Highways and Hedges.’ THE ALIEN. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Morrison (Arthur). TAj^iS OF MEAN 
STREETS. Sixth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
AfHILD OF THE JAGO. fourth Edition. 

TO ^LONDON TOWN. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. Sw. 6-. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

DIMERS VANITIES. Cr. Svo. w. 


Nesbit B.), |Mrs. E./land). THE RED 
HOUSE, ilustratim. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6 s. J 0 

See also Strandifovels. 

Norris (W. B.). THE CREDIT OTT HE 
COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition. 


X. 8r*. 6s. 

JflK EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Cr. 
8 vo. 6sX 

NIGKL’SfTOCATION. CrZvo. 6s. 
BARHA3|OF BEL I ANA. Second Edition. 
Cr. &vo. 6s. * 

See also Strand Novels. ^ 

Ollivant (Alfred). OWlT BOB, THE 
t’TKY DOG OK KENMU1R. Eiffktk 
Edition. Cr. B vo. 6s. 

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 
MEN. Third Edition. Cr.&vp. 6s. 
Oxen ham (John), Autbw of ‘Barhe of 
Grand Bayou. ’ A WKaIER OF WEBS. 
Second Edition. Cr. Qtnm 6s. 

THE GATMoOK THE DESERT. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Pain (Barry). THREE FANTASIES. 

FINDLEY KAYS. Third Edition. Cr. 
87 >o 6s. 

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS 
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition . 

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.lvo. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE TRAIL OK TH^SWORD. IIJus. 

trated. iVinth Editions "Wr 8 vo. 6$. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Ffth 
| Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
j AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH : 
J The Last Adventures of ‘ Ptetiy Pieree.’ 
i Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Kingdoms. Illustrated. 

fifth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

I’HK POMP OF THE LAVILKTTES. 

Second Edition. Cr. &.>o. y. 6 d. 
Pemberton (Mux). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

I CROWN THEE KING. With llluMr*. 
lions by F^ank Dadd and A. Forreitier. 
i Cr. 8 vo. 6s * 

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS. 

Cr, 8 vo. 6s* n Q&rzx?,' r* 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fftk Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8 vo. 6 s. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Ptotc~#\eoe. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. 3f >o. 6s. 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 

Edition. Lfr oj. 
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THE RIVER. 


^Hird 


[rd Edition, Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

' Third 


THE AMERICANV PRISONER. 

• Edition. Cr. 8m 'Sx. 

THE SECRET WO«N. Fourth Edition. 

CrJfvo. 6s. 

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Cr, 8m 6s. . J w*. !««««»« 
-THE PORTREEVE. Cr. 8m. 6x. V | LAKE < 
See also Strand Novels. 

Plckthall (Marmaduke). SIFd THE 
, FISHERMAN. Fifth EditioK. Cr. 8m 
6s. 

RRKNDLE. ^Second Edition, Cr. 8m 6s. 

‘a* Author of ‘Dead Man’s Rock.’ THE 
WHITE WOLF. .Steam* Cr. 

8m 6s. 

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Cr: 8m 6s. 

Rhvt (Grace). THE WOOING OF 
SHEILA. Second Edition. Cr. 8m 6s. 

THE PRINCEpOF LISNOVER. Cr. 8m 

6s. ' 

Rhys (Grace) and Anothefr THE DI- 
VERTED VILLAGE. Illustrated by 
Dorothy Gwyn Jeffreys. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Ridge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Cr. 8m 6 s. 

*ERB. Second Edition. Cr. 8r >o. 6s. 

A SON OF THE STATE. A New Edition. 

Cr. 8 vo. 3s. 6d. 

A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition. 

Cr. 8 vo. 3 s. 6 d. 

MRS. GALER’S BUSINESS. Illustrated. 

Second Edition^ . Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

SECRETAHiESK) BAYNE, M.C. Cr. 8m 
3*. 6 d. 

Ritchie (Mrs. David G.). THE TRUTH- 
FUL LIAR. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

Roberts (C. Q. D.). THE HEART OF 
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. 8m 
is.6d. 

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. 8m 6s. 

Illustrated. 


Sonnlschsen (Albert). DEEMEA VA6A« 

BONDS. Cr. 8m. 6s. 

Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 
LIFE. ■ Cr. 8m 6s. 

Urquhart (M.), A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE. /Second Ed. Cr.8w.6i5 
aineman (Paul), BY A FTRNdsH 
LAKE. Or. 8 vo. 6s. 

THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Cr. 

8m 6s. See also Strand Novels. 

Waltz (E.C.). THE ANCIENT LAND- 
MARK : A Kentucky Romance. Cr. 8m 
6 $. • 
Watson (H. B.^Marriott). ALARUMS 
AND EXCURSIONS/* Cr. 8m 6s. 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Illus- 
trations by Frank Craig, Second Edition. 
Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

"THBPHIGH TOBY. With a Frontispiece. 

Cr. 8 vo. 6s. See also Strand Novels. 
Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY. Cr. 
8 vo. 6s. 


HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 

Second Edition. Cr. 6 vo. 6s. 
ABANDONED. Cr. 8m 6*. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Sergeant (Adeline). ANTHEA’S WAY. 
Cr. 8m 6s. 

THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr. j 
8m. 6s. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Second \ 
Edition. Cr. 8m 6x. 

HUSBAND. Cr. 8m 6s. 
THECOMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 
Cr. 8m 6s. 

£*• alio Strand Novels. 

Shannon (W. F.). THE MESS DECK 
Cr. 8m. 3X. 6 d. 

See also Strand Novel*? 


Weyman (Stanley), Author of * A Gentleman 
of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With Illustrations by R. C. Wqodvilli;. 
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 8m 6s. 

White (Stewart E.), Autnorof ‘‘The B1k- -1 
Trail.’ CONJUROR’S HOUSE. A 
Romance of the Free Trail. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8m 6s. 

White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. Third 
Edition. C.r. 8m 6s. 

THE PATIENT MAN. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8m 6s. 

Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of ‘The 
Barnstormers.’ THE ADVENTURE 
OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Cr. 8m 3 s. 6d. 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. 8m 6s. 
TH E SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

Third Edition. Cr. 8m 6s. 

PAPA. Cr. 8 vo. 6s. 

♦LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 
Cr. 8m 6s. 

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Being the 
Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. 
Thirteenth^. *?**ition. Cr. 8m 6s. o 
THE PRINCESS? PASSES. Illustrated. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. 8m 6s. 

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With 
16 Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Cr. 
8m 6s. 

♦Wyllarde (Dolf), Author of ‘Uriah the 
Hittite.’ THE PATHWAY OF THE 
PIONEER. Cr. 8m 6s. ' c 
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The Strand Hovels 

CA ive. Cloth, u. net. 

. SlVCOtiXACED by the great and steady sale of their Sixpenny Novels, Messrs. Methuen h*V» 
* to issue a ne\" series of fiction at Mow price under the title of ‘T he St* AND 

Novels/ These books are veil printed and;j J. bound iri ijfitk, and tb* excellence of their 
quality may be gauged from C* names of those ^utho.swfc /contribute the early volumes df 
th e series. " i f 

Messrs. Methuen would point out thr.r the books are \s good and as long as a six shilling 
no\el, that they arc bound in cloth ? d not «n paper, and that their price is One Shilling tkt. 
They feel sure that the pubL will appreciate such good and cheap literature, and the books can 
jre seen at all good booksellers. •* 

• The first volumes art^~ 


Balfour (Andrfcw). VENGEANCE 13 
MINE. , * . * 

ro ARMS. 

Barlng*Gould (S. ). MRS. CURGKNVEN 
OF GURGEN VEN. 

M)OMITIA. 

*THE FROBISHERS. •, 

Barlow (Jane), Author of ‘Irish Idylls. 
FROM THE EAST UNTO THE 
WEST 

A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 

*th° bounding of fortunes. 

Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS. 
Bertram (George). THIRTEEN EVEN- 

I NGS. 

» .)? Author of ‘Dodo/ THE 

^ (JA PS1NA. 

Bowles (0. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF 
THE LAND. 

Brooke (Emma). THE POET'S CHILD. 
Bullock (Shan F.). THE BARRYS. 

THE CHARMER. 

THE SOU I KEEN. 

7LE RED LEAGUERS. 

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE 
SALT SEAS. 

THE CLASH OF ARMS. 

DENOUNCED. 

"FORTUNE'S MY FOE. 

Capes (Bernard). AT A WINTER'S FIRE. 
Chesney (Weatherby). THE BAPTIST 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. 

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 

IOHN TOPP. 

Clifford (Mrs! W. K.). A FLASH OK 
SUMMER. 

Collln^wood (Harr^). THE DOCTOR 
Co^ford a/copeX 1 ’ SONS OF ADVER- 
Cf ane ^Stephen). BOUNDS IN THE 

Denny (C. E.). THE ROMANCE OF 
UPFOLD MANOR. 

Dickson (Harris). THE BLACK WOLF'S 

BR EE D. 

Dickinson (Evelyn). THE SIN OF 

EXCELS. 


“Duncan (Sara J.). THE POOL IN THE 

DESFJvT 

“A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. 
Erabree (C. F.). A HEART OF FLAME. 
Fenn (<L ManvIIle). AN ELECTRIC 
SPARK. 3 

Findlater LXane H.). TI « DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. 

*Findluter(Mary). OVER THE HILLS. 
Forrest (R. E.). THE SWORD OF 
AZRAEL. 

Francis (M. E.). MISS ERIN. 

Gallon (Tom). RICKKRBY'S FOLLY. 
Gerard (Dorothea). THINGS THAT 
HAVE HAPPENED. 

Glanvllle (Ernest). THE DESPATCH 
RIDER. 

THE LOST REGIMENT. 

THE KLOOF PRIDE. 

THE IN/JA’S TREASU MV , 

Gordon (Jullen). MRS. CLYDE. 
WORLD'S PEOPLE. 

Goss (C. F.). THE REDEMPTION OF 

DAVID CORSON. 

"Gra^ £E. M ‘Queen). M V .STEWARD* 

Hales (A. G.). JAIR THE APOSTATE. 
Hamilton (Lord Ernest). MARY HAM1L. 
TON. 

Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS 
OK THE HILLS. Illustrated. 

Hooper (I. ). TH E SINGER OF MARLY. 
Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 

l DiJJJt) f 

‘Iota* (Mrs. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE- 

VERER. 

*Jepson (Edgar). KEEPERS OF THE 
PEOPLE. 

Kelly (Florence Finch). WITH HOOPS 

OF STEEL. 

Lawless (Hon. Emily). MAELCHO. 
Linden (Annie). A WOMAN OF SENTI. 
, MENT. 

| “Lorlmer (Norma). JO^. ™*>OVIFK. 

; Lush (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS. 
1 Macdonnell (A.). THE OF 

1 TERESA. 

Macgrath (Harold). THE PUPPEX 
, CROWN.^^k 
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IK THE VOICE 
jTHEfSEEN AND 


MacUe (Pauline 
IN THE DESK] 

^^HEijNSlB 

•GARNERED. 

•A MBS? AMORPHOSU 
MARVELS AND MYSTfeRIES. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. $ 

AimnJj. W.}. THE CYNf&AND THE 

Moakhouse (Allan). LOVE IN. J A life. 
Mm»* (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 

Nesblt (Mr*. <Aland). THE LITERARY 
SENSE. * 

Norris (W.E.). AN OCTAVE. 

Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 
SIRROBERT’S FORTUNE. - 
THE TWO MARY S. 

Penny (Mr*. F. A.). A MIXED MAR- 

Phlllpott* (B\n). THE STRIKING 
HOURS. | 

FANCY FREE. 

Randall (J.). AUNT BKTHIA'S BUTTON. 
•Raymond (Walter). FORTUNE’S DAR- 
LING. 

•Raynor (Olivo Pratt). ROSALBA. 

Rhys (Grace). THE DIVERTED VILL- 
AGE. 


Rickert (Edith). OUT OF THR^YPRESS 
SWAMP. 

Roberton(M. H.). A GALLANT QUAKER. 
Saunders , (Marshall). ROSE k CHAR- 
LITTE. 

Sergeant (Adeline). ACCUSED AND 
, ACCUSER. „ * 

I, BARBARA’S M£&EY. 

l THE ENTHUSIAST. 

A GREAT £XDY. 

♦THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 
UNDER SUSPICION. 

♦THE YELLOW DIAMOND. * 

Shannon (W. F.).. JIM TWELVES. * 
♦Strain (E. H.). E^MSLIE’S DRAG NET. 
Stringer (Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY. 
Stuart (Es"v*>. CHRISTALLA. 
Sutherland i Duchess of). ONE HOUR 
AND THE NEXT. 

Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD. 
Swift (Benjamin). SORDON. 

TM^uejay (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL 

Trafford-Taunton (Mrs. E.W.). SILENT 
DOMINION. 

♦Upward (Allen). ATHELSTANF. FORD. 
Waineman (Paul). A HEROINE" *:OM 
FINLAND. 

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS 
OF HAPPY CHANCE..uorcn .... . 


Books for Boys and Girls 

- a. o ^ > 

Illustrated \ Crown 8 vo. 31. 6 d. 

<» 


The Getting Weu. op Dorothy. By Mrs. 

W. K. Clifford. Second Edition. 

Tms Icelander's Sword. By S. Baring- 
Gould. 

Only a Guard-Room Doc;. By Edith E. 
Cutheil. 

The Doctor op the Juliet. By Harry 
Collingwood. C) 

Little Peter. By Lucas Mulct. Second 
Edition. , 

Master Rockafellar’s Voyage. By W. 
Clark Russell. 


The Secret op Madame de Monluc.' ‘By,,, 
the Author of “ Mdlle. Mori.” 

Syd Belton i Or, the Boy who would not go 
to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn. 

The Red Grangf.. By Mrs. Molesworth. 

A Girl op the People. By L. T. Meade. 
Second Edition. 

Hkpsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. 2 s. ad. 

The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade. 
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E. 

1 Mann. 

Whfn Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. E. 
Mann. 


The Novels of Alexandre Dumas 


Price Cd. Double Volumes , is. , 


Tke Three Musketeers. With a long 
Introduction 1#’ Andrew Lang. Double 
volumt. * 

The Pxinc&of Thieves. Second Edition. 
RobU'HoOd. A Sequel to the above. 

The Corsican Brothers. 

Georges. 


Crop-Eared Jacquot; Jane; Etc; 
Twenty Years After. Double volume. 
Amaury. 

The Castle of Effstein. 

The Snowball, and Sultanetta. 
Cecil* ; or, The Wedding Gown. 
Act*. 



Fiction 


T«jf. * This Prikci or Tmvrk UlMtnud is 

r^iCOlkx de BRAGp^ovwL Colour by Frink Adam?/ a* 

Iw i. ^ouise de 1 « Valiicr*. Double Robin Hood Ihe Out/aw. Illustrated ii 
tZ oI ““V. , . .. , „ Colour by FftnkAd^Cr «. 


HpPart I. Louise de la Vailier*. Double 
Volume. 

P' Rwt ii. TV Man in the I (bn Mask. 
M Double Volume. 
ms Convict’s Son. 

Bps Wolf-Leader. 

WkNON - or, The Womjn' War. Double 

j* * 

■PL-ne ; Murat ; and Pa ^vi. Brr ;o. 

Mm Adventures or Capta i Pam&hiul 
■hknandb. 

■Uriel Lambert. 
glTHERiNK Blum. 

hK Chevalier D'Harmenta; Double 

PtVANDIRE. * 

MS Fencing Master, 

pit REMINISCENCES >)! 4NTHNY. 

Swjsciencf. * 

*Ere La Rcinp. i 

SfH* Great Massacre. The first purl oi 
rpueen Marmot. \ 

jpf RNRt or Navarkk. The secAut part of ' 
fLOueen Margot. 
pHE Wild Duck Shooter. 

h niiutratsd Edition. 

D»my Zro. Cloth. 

?See Ttr.KK Musketeers, Illustrated in 
Colon i ii> Frank Adams. 2 s. 6</. 


The Corsican Bro*t Jims. Illustrated dn 
Colour by A. M. MyLeiian. iji. bd. 

The Wolf-Leades^ lUuatiuted in Colour 
by Frank Adamsf ix. €d. w 

Georues Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr. 

Twenty V ugM After. Illustrated in Colour 
by FranjfcjRdams. 3$. 

Amaurv. Illustrate J in polour by Gordon 
Browne® a s. 

1 .e Snowball, and SuLT^kETTA. Illus- 
trated in Colour by Frank Adams, ax, 

The Vicomte de Brauelonkk. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams. 

Part 1. Louise de la Vallicre. 3s. 

Part ii.eThe Man in the Iron Mask. 3 s. 

# Crdp-Kared Jacquot ; Jane; Etc. Illus. 
trated in Colour by Gordon Browne, is. 

Thk Castle of EppstkpJ Illustrated in 
Colour by Stewart Orr. lr. btf. 

ActR. IlMRitrnted in Colour by Gordon 
Browne, is. tui. 

"Cecilk ; OR, The Wedding Gown. Illus- 
trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith, 
ix. bti. 

*Tiik Adventures ok Captain Pamphilk. 
Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams, 
ix. 


Methuen’s Sixpenny Books 


Aus^n (Jane). PRIDE AND PRK- 
tr JUDICE. 

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN M\STERV. 
Balfour (Andrew). BY STROK E Op 
SWORD. 

Barings Gould (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. 

KITTY ALONE. 

URI1H. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

NOfiMI. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALKS. Ululated. 
LITTLE TU’PENNY. 

THE FROBISHERS. 

Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 
JOURNALIST. • 

IN THE MU3ST OF ALARMS. 


IN THE M&DST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. 

Benson (E. F.X DODO. 

Bront£ (Charlotte). SHIRLEY 
Brownell (C. L.). THE HE A 


Brownell < 
JAPAN. 


L.). THE HEART OF 


Burton (J. Blouadelle). ACROSS TllE 

SALT SEAS. 

( ( Iota’). ANNE MAULE- 

'Canes (Bernard). THE f A K E OF 

WINE. 

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. 

MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. 

Connell (F. Norreys). THE NIGGER 

KNIGHTS. * 

Corbett (JuManL A BUSINESS IN 
GREAT WATERS. 


GREAT WATERS. ^ 

Cr BAR^ONS B * M,) * PEGGY OF THE 
A STATE LECRET. 

ANGEL. 

JOHANNA. 

“BSMEKflfc THE V,S10N or 

°Yamp" Conju,)v J HE REt) 

Duncan (Sam Jeannette). A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION * i 
i THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS. 
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THE CROWE OF LIFE. 

Qlanville (Ernest). THE INCA’S 
TREASURE. 

THE KLOOF BRIDE. 

Olelg (Charles). BUNTER’S CRUISE. 
Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMMS 
FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. 

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. '' 

PHROS0. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 

Hornung (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 
NO TALES. 

Ingraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 

David. 

Le QueuxfW.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

*Levett-Yeats(S.K.). THE TRAITOR’S 
WAY. 

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS* 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 

~~RRICK VAUGHAN. 
CARISSlMA. 

1 PERFECTION. 

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD. 

A LOST ESTATE. 

THE CEDAR STAR. 

Marchmont (A W.). MISER HOAD* 
LEY’S SECRET. 

A MOMENT’S ERROR. 

Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. 

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE. 

THE GODDESS. 

THE JOSS. 

Mason (A. E. W«). CLEMENTINA. 
Mathers (Helen). HONEY. 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. 


1 ujv 1 ur juanuA Uj 
Lyall (Edna). DERRICK 
Malet (Lucas;. THE CA 
A COUNSEL OF PERFE 


SAM’S SWEETHEART 
Meade (Mrsi L. T«). DRIFT 
Mitford^Bertram). THE Src^N OF THE 

Montreswr (P. F.). THE ALIEN. 

Moore (Arthur). THE GAY DECEIVERS. 
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 
THE WALL. 

NesbitfE.). THE RED HOUSE 
ftjrris (W. EJ. HIS GRACE. 1 
GILES INGJOTY. 

THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 
LuRD LEONARD. 

MATTHEW AUSTIN. 

CLARISSA FURIOSA. 

Ollphant (Mrs.). THE LADY’S WALKI 
SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. > 

THE PRODIGALS. 

OppMtheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 

Parker (aiXErfif THE POMP OF THE 
LAVILETTFS 

WHEN VALMONDCAME TO PONTIAC. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. 

I CROWN THEE KING. 

Phlllpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 
Ridjre(W.Pett). A SON OF THE STATE. 
LOST PROPERTY. * 0 

GEORGE AND THE GENERAL. 

Russell (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT 
SEA 

ABANDONED. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 

Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF 
BEECHWOOD. 

BARBARA’S MONEY. 

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. _ 

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CRO?S. 
Illustrated. 

MR. SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR. 
Illustrated. 

ASK MAMMA. Illustrated. 

Valentine (Major E. S.). VELDT AND 
LAAGER. 

Walford (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 
THE BABY’S GRANDMOTHER. 

Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR. 
THE FAIR GOD. 

Watson (H. B. Marrlot). THE ADVEN- 
TURERS. 

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR. 
Wells (H. Q.). THE STOLEN BACILLUS. 
♦White (Percy). A PASSIONATE 
PILGRIM. 
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FIGTIO N — continued 


Meade, T. 

A GIRL of THB PEOPLE. Illustrated. 
Out of thb Fashion. UlustAted. 
DRIFT. 
resurgam. 


feredii 

HEAl 


ith, B&b 

HART OF MY HEAl 


‘ Mins Molly,* The 

Thb Great Reconciler 


N 

i Authi 


or of 


# 

* 


Mitford, Bertram 

f The Sign of the Spider. Illustrated. 

In the Whirl ok rpa Rimnu. 

THE RED DERELICT. 

Montresor, F. F. . 

The Alien. 

Morrison, Arthur 

TalIes of Mean Streets. | 

A CHILD OK THE JAGO. 

To London Town. 

CUNNING MURRELL. 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. 

Nesbtf, fiU 

Ttr red house. 

The literary sense. 

Giles ingilby. Illustrated. 

The Embarrassing i'kjhan. 

The CREDIT OK *HK (. uU v rv. Illustrated 
lord Leonard the Luckless. 

* Barham of Beltana. illustrated. 

Ollivant, Alfred 

OWD BOB, THE GKEY DOG OK KENMUIR. 

Oppenheim, E. Phillips 

Master of Men. 

Oxen ham, John 

a weaver of Webs, 
the Gath of the desert. 

Pain, Barry # 

LINDLBY KAYS. 

Parker, Sir Gilbert 

The Trail ok the Sword. Illustrated. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME 1 < ) PwNTIAC. 

AN ADVENTURER SwiU' .\MKIH. 

PiBRite and his People. 

MRS. VaLCHION. 

THB SEATS OF THE MIGHT,'. Illustrated. 
THB POMP OF THB LAVILH I i ES. 
thb Battle of the strong illustrated. 
The Translation op a Savage. 


1 Pemberton 9 , Max J 

The Foo#stbps o wa 
i Crown Thee i^g. 
Penny 

A MIXED M 

Pe:t Rldge^fr. 

Sscr ctkMc to baynv. 
A SOPj^ Tru state. 
Los^trophrty. 


Mm. FTKnlr 

l xaeiir.e 


Throne. 

IllustMted. 


M.P. 


'LRIf * 

A iiREAKBR OF LAWS. # 

Mrs. galer’s Business. Illustrated. 


Phlllpotta, Bden 

SONS of THB MORNING. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 

Lying prophets. 

The Striking hours. 
Fancy Free, illustrate. 
The River. A 

The ieuMAN boy. 9 
The American prisoner. 
The secret woman. 


Pickthall, Marmaduke 

Said the fisherman, 
brendle. 

‘Q* 

The white Wolf. 


Rhys, Grace 

The Wooing of Sheila, 
the Diverted village. 

THj^PRINCH OK 

Roberts, Morley 

The plunderers. 


Robertson, Frances Forbes 

the Taming ok run Bkusk 

Russell, W. Clark 

MY DANISH SWKin HEART. Illustrated. 
Abandoned. 

His Island Princess. Illustrated. 

Scully, W- 

Tim White hecatomb. 

Sergeant, Adeline 

A Great Lady. 

The Master of Beech wood. 

Ant n n A’S Way. 

Barbara’s Money. 

The Love that ovkiuamii. 

The HNTiiu.srA.si . 

The yellow diamond. 

Under Suspicion.* * 

ACCUSED AND ACCUSER. 

The progress of R ached* 

The Mystery of the Moat, 
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\ » F I C T I O H— continued , * 


Shannon, V. iS 

THB Mbss 
Jim Twelves. 

Bopnischgg, 

Deep Sea V 

Stephqps, R. M« 

An Enemy to the 

Stringer, Arthur 

the Silver Poppy. 

Swan, Annie *' 

love Grow^ Cold. 

Tanqueray, B. M. 

the royal Quaker. 




Wainemann, Paul 

A Hbrc.^b from Finland. r ' 
By a Finnish Lake. 

The Song of^thh forest, 

Waif or d, I*. B( 

Successors to the Title, t- 


Watson, H. B. Marriott 

THE SKIRTS OF HAPPY CHANCE 

Alarms and Excursions, 
captain Fortune. 


Wells, H. G. * 

the StolbA bacillus. 

THE PLATTNBR STORY. 

The Sea Lady. 

Tales #f space and Tim& 
when the sleeper Wakes. 

Love and Mr. Lhwisham. 
the Invisible Man. s 

Wurman, Stanley J. -r* 

Under thbJ^S Robb. Illustrated. 

WhktepPercy 

A passionate pilgrim, 
the system. 

White, Stewart XL 

conjuror's HOUJE. Illustrated. 

Williamson, Mrs. G. N* 

THE ADVENTURE OP PRINCESS SYLVIA. 
Papa. • 

The Woman who dari.o. 

THE SEA COULD THLL. 

The CAgTLB IN THB Shadows. Illustrated. 

Williamson, O. N„ and A. M. 

the Lightning Conductor. 

The princess passes. 

Teats, S. K. bevett 

Orrazn. 




GENERAL LITERATURE 

Crown 8 vo 


.\lderson, J. G. 

Mr. Asyu^H, ,H l ?*trated. 

Barks, Elizabeth L. 

The autobiography op a Newspaper 
Girl. 

Baring-Go^ld, 8* , 

old English Fairy Tales, with numerous 
Illustrations by F. D. Bedford. 

Strange Survivals and superstitions. 

A BOOK OP GHOSTS. Illustrated. 

Brownell, CL L 

THE heart op Japan. Illustrated. 

Bull, Paul 

God and our Soldiers. 

Farrer, Reginald 

The Garden of Asia. 

Fraser, David 

A Modern Campaign : or. War and Wire- 
less Telegraphy in the Far East. 

Fraser, John Foster 

ROUND THB WORLD ON A WHEEL. IUu*. 
trated. * 

Henley, W. B. 

EN3ED.H ^Lyrics, 


Kipling, Rudyard 

Barrack-Room Ballade. 

The Seven Seas. 

The Five Nations. 

Departmental Ditties. 

Lorimer, George Horace 

Letters from a Self-made Merchant 

TO HIS SON. Illustrated. 

Old GORGON Graham. Illustrated. 

Poer, J. Patrick Le 

a Modern Legionary. 

PocoQk, Roger 

« a Frontiersman. 

Robertson, Sir G. 8. 

CkitraL: The Story of a Minor Siege, Illus- 
trated, 

Russell, W, Clark 

The Life of Admiral lord Colling- 
WOOD. With* r Rjstrations by F. BRANG™ 
wyn. * 

Scott, A. M. v * • 

Winston spencer Churchill. frustrated. 

Settle, J. H. 

anecdotes of British soldiers. 



iVflethuei^s Colonial Library 


OENKflAL LITERATURE 


confinufecl 


Itvr^miB, Mrs. M, I. 

From Saranac to tkb Marqubsa and 
Beyond. Being’ Letters smitten by Mrs. 
1 1 . 1 . St* venson during 1887-88 to bar Sistr *% 
MLs Jane Whyte Balfour. With a shoit 
Introduct^i by George W. Balfour. M.D., 
m 0 *^LL.D., F^k.S.S.,^ and Physician #> the 

King in Scotland. £* '}%& anc An god by 
Marie Clothtlde Balfour. 

Stevenson, Robert Lou it. 

The letters ok Robert Louis Steven- 
Ion. Edited by Sidney Colvin. Two Vc .. 
* Vailima Letters, 


Crown 8vo # . 
Wells, H. Q. 

ANTICirVWNS. 


Wilde, Oscar 

de Profundi *. 

Wilson, B^&kles 

LORD S^RATHCONA : The Story of hU Life 
ID titrated. c 

• • 

VyoniKi and France, O. 

The Land of the HLack Mountain. 
Illustrated. 


Demy 8ro 


Baden Powell, Major-General 
R. B. S. * 

THV Ibm.<?%LL OF PKBMrKH. A Diary of 
thr Ashanti Campaign. Illustrated, 

Thh Matabblb Campaign. 1896. With 
nearly 100 Illustrations. Maps, etc. 

Balfour, Graham 

thh like of Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Two Volumes. 

Bcrt^uchs, Baroness De 

;:hh Life of Father Ignatius. Illus- 
trated. 

Burn and, tflV p. c. 

REMINISCENCES oW.MV 1 1 FH. Illustrated. 
Two Volumes. 

Cambridge, Ada 

g Tjgrty Years in At Thalia. 

Edwards, Betham 

home Life in France. 

Egcrton, H. E. 

A History of Uri ; ish Colonial policy. 

Haddon, A, C. 

Heat > Hunters; Black, White, and Brown. 
' With Maps and Illustrations. 

Hammond, J. L. 

Charles Jambs Fox. a Bb^raphk.-.i stmjy. 


Holdlt^i, Sir T. H. ^ 

THE INDIAN BORDERLAND. Illustrated. 

Hosie, Alexander % 

Manchuria With a Map and Illustrations. 

HulmejjBeaman, A. 

Twenty Years in the Nhar Bast. 
Illustrated. 

King, Lleut.-Golonel Cooper 

THE STORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY. Illus. 

Lang, Andrew 

THE POEMS AND SONGS OF ROBERT BUr 4 &. 
With Portrait. 

Leach, Henry 

Thh Duke of Devonshire. Illustrated ,♦ 

LuouftB. IT. % « 

The Life of Charles Lamb. UluMseted. 

Biohel, Walter 

t Disraeli. Illustrated. 

Townley, Lady Busan * 

My Chinese Note book, illustrated. 

Wrong, G. M. 

The Karl of Elgin, illustrated. 

Wylde, A. 

Modern Abyssinia. Map and Portrait 


Roy hI 8yo 

I Millais. J. G. 


Hedin, Sven 

THROUGH Asia. With 25c UL .trail. ms by tho 
Author and from Photogtaphs, and 8 Maps. 

• 'In Two Volumes; * 


the Life and letters of Sir John 
Everett Mili.ais, President of the Royal 
Academy, illustrated. In Two Volume*’. 


. • Crown 4 to * * ^ w 

, cuniiffe, F. H. E. 1 Johnston, Blr H. H. 

The history OF THE Boer War. With British Central Africa* With nearly aoe 

Illustrations, Plans, and Portraits. Two Volt I Illustrations and 6 Maps. * 



